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T

he Scottish Council for Refugees lobbied hard,
and succeeded, in getting Nicola Sturgeon’s
government to allow registered asylum seekers
from anywhere in the world to vote. Until then only
British and Commonwealth citizens could vote in
general elections in the UK. Four black voters were
on TV to express their gratitude at this astonishingly
democratic gesture. The Council is now lobbying the
first minster, with every prospect of success, to extend
the right to vote to those who have not been granted
leave to remain.
In addition the recent release of two Home Office
detainees by a police assisted mob in Glasgow (in
Nicola Sturgeon’s constituency, an action she endorsed)
means that Scotland no longer accepts the authority
of Westminster over immigration, and is saying to
migrants, ‘Come here, no questions asked, and stay.’
It is pure wokery, a desire to do the PC thing, to
keep up with the diversity Joneses and have an ethnic
minority of your own. Behind it all is left-wing vote
harvesting. Grateful immigrants vote for those who
let them in. A pity the English cannot have their own
independence referendum. The need for a border is
urgent.
Scotland, it is said, needs migrants because it is
underpopulated. Like many advanced European
countries, it has a birth rate below that needed to
maintain the population. Scotland’s fertility rate has
fallen from 2.5 in 1971 to 1.37 in 2019, well below
replacement rate. There is nothing much wrong with
underpopulation in an overpopulated world, Britain
could do with 20 million fewer people, it’s how you
fill the gaps that matter.
Singapore, one of the most underpopulated countries
in the world, fills its gap by admitting temporary
workers on secure pay and fixed term contracts who
are obliged to go home at the end of their contracts.
Everybody is happy with these arrangements. The
contract workers take home hard currency, Singapore
solves its worker problem and immigrant smugglers are
nowhere to be seen, except when they are being given
twenty strokes of the cane outside jail.
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The SNP however, has decided to take the woke
option – to solve the servant problem by showing its
bleeding heart. If the wokists could they would erect a
huge Statue of Liberty in Carlisle. ‘Give me your tired,
your poor, your huddled masses yearning to breathe
free, the wretched refuse of your teeming shore....!’
It is a liberal fantasy. The modern asylum seeker is
rarely the inmate of a Chinese concentration camp,
a Philippino girl forced into prostitution to a Saudi
prince or a salt mine prisoner in Africa. They will
never get here.The migrants TV entertains us with are
relatively wealthy, connected and here for the money.
You need £5000 to pay the smugglers to set foot here
with intent to deceive the authorities. Which is why it
is almost exclusively young men who tumble off the
boats at Dover, 8,413 last year, 2,613 so far this year.
They have youth, fertility and earning power. Soon
they will bring their families and brides. The scheme
is self-reinforcing. Immigrants vote for those who will
let in more of their families.
Many will head straight for Scotland. The worry
is how many people of a different race, religion and
custom will a native people tolerate? In particular will
the newcomers be patriotic Scots or remain patriotic
Pakistanis, Croatians or Nigerians? There are ghettos,
even entire district council areas of English cities, whose
inhabitants regard the natives, as incomprehensible,
blasphemous and from whose influence their women
and children should be protected. Ironically this was an
attitude the Scots adopted toward native peoples when
they colonised large parts of the globe.
Does it matter? The woke might cheer, but wokery
suffered more than a major defeat in our recent local
elections. It was an outright rejection of, among other
nonsense, the claptrap of denying your country, open
borders, free housing for foreigners, the evilness of the
white man. The world is an unstable place, and those
wishing to flee to Europe are growing by millions.
Scotland may find in ten years it has embarked on an
experiment that its native population entirely rejects.
Muhammed the Bruce may not be the story the Scots
will be teaching their children then.
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Dead Man Walking
Keir Starmer has reshuffled, talked up a new Labour dawn, but
the political gallows await him
Mario Laghos

T

he fair-minded would have to agree that
Starmer got off to a good start as Labour leader.
His first move was to draw out the antisemitic
poison which had blighted the party throughout
the Corbyn years. Starmer remade Labour into an
unsafe space for anti-Semites without delay, and the
new leader drew plaudits for his uncompromising
attitude. His tough
stance was vindicated
by the Jewish
Chronicle, who told
readers that ‘it’s
safe for Jews to vote
Labour again’. On the
European question,
Starmer smartly
metamorphosed from
the Arch-Rejoiner, to
become a collegiate
Brexit accepter. He
whipped his MPs into
voting for Boris’s
deal, and thereafter
showed admirable
restraint in choosing
not to pick and poke
at the emerging flaws
in the settlement. Instead, the Government have been
allowed space to smooth the cracks without threat or
fear of being undermined. Well before Keir started
to clumsily flank himself with a flag, he was subtly
but effectively cultivating patriotic messaging. Just a
month into his tenure as leader, Keir nailed VE Day
with a front-page Telegraph splash: ‘We owe it to the
VE Day generation to protect them from coronavirus
in care homes.’
But something has changed since the spring;
Starmer’s Labour has been steadily declining in the
polls, while the Tories stubbornly refuse to drop below
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40 per cent. According to one YouGov poll, Labour is
now 13 per cent behind the Conservatives, which if an
election were held tomorrow would result in a worse
defeat than their worst defeat since 1935. Elections to
key mayoralties, the Scottish Parliament, the Welsh
Assembly and bumper local elections were mostly
dismal for Labour. So where did it all go wrong?
In politics as in
life you don’t want
to get stuck with a
bad nickname. But
‘captain hindsight’,
is a moniker that now
hangs around Starmer
like a bad smell. And
it oughtn’t to have
been so – critics from
the left and right
would have to admit
that Starmer’s first
moves as the Labour
leader were nothing
if not decisive. But
that initial decision
swiftly gave way to
triangulation, policy
by focus group, and a
return of the fatal ‘strategic ambiguity’ stance which
had defined Labour’s Brexit policy when Starmer was
the shadow Brexit secretary.
When the Black Lives Matter movement mobilised
in June, Starmer was desperate to avoid association
with their ‘defund the police’ demand, acutely aware
as he was that he needed to shore up the party’s law
and order credentials. So, he dismissed BLM as a
‘moment’, and described their defund demand as
‘nonsense’, comments for which he later apologised.
Sensing he had mis-stepped, Starmer then ‘took the
knee’ in solidarity with the movement, but his timing
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was disastrous for he did so just one day after BLM
protesters burned a Union Flag atop the Cenotaph. His
floundering expertly alienated both sides, and birthed
two haunting attacks, from the left that he was a ‘cop
in a suit’ and from the right that ‘cowards kneel’.
Then came the wave of Parliamentary abstentions;
from MI5 accountability, to the overseas operations
bill, to the Covid tier system, Starmer began to
resemble Cuprinol, in that he was on every fence in
the land. In trying to look tough on crime without
alienating the metropolises, the Labour shadow Home
Secretary was dispatched to brief the media that he
wanted criminals to ‘fear a knock on the door’ from the
police – while he simultaneously refused to endorse
stop and search. On migration the party have been
targeting the Red Wall with Faragian breaking point
style posters while in the same breath lambasting Priti
Patel’s efforts to curb illegal migration as inhumane.
The list of indecision, backtracks, triangulation and
strategically ambiguous guff is now as long as your
arm and then some. And when you have a vacuum
of vision as Starmer does, it’s easy for a caricature
to fill the void
Events too are conspiring against Keir’s fortunes.
We have a world-beating vaccine rollout, which is both
good for the country and fortuitous for the Tories at the
May elections. Deaths, cases and hospitalisations are
plummeting, and we look forward to a summer of fun
to kickstart the roaring 20’s. Economic forecasts are
better than expected, and are buoyed by an excellent
budget, described by former Labour MP Frank Field
as the best he’s seen in 42 years. These successes
mark losses for the opposition in the zero-sum game
of politics, and these losses have been compounded
by Starmer’s strategic ambiguity, and his reluctance
to back Britain red bloodily.
While he was keeping schtum on the EU, he allowed
his team to damn the British vaccine programme
without rebuke. Shadow Europe minister Catherine
West described the decision to opt out of the EU’s
programme as ‘dumber and dumber’ and Labour MP
Bell Ribeiro-Addy accused the government of putting
lives at risk. As the success of the British inoculation
programme became increasingly apparent, Keir
started, again. When accused, correctly, by the PM,
of wanting to remain part of the European Medicines
Agency, Starmer made the grave mistake of denying
it at the dispatch box, forcefully and repeatedly. He
was subsequently forced to apologise and admit he
had indeed made the comments to a far larger audience
than would have ever seen the initial Parliamentary
exchange. And whatever the fact-checkers say about
what membership of the European Medicines Agency
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entails, most voters will intuitively understand that the
British vaccine rollout is a Brexit bonus.
Labour spent a week briefing against the popular
move to increase the rates of corporation tax for
big business, only to then come round to the idea
once the chancellor announced it. Labour missed
the opportunity to hold aloft the Tory U-turn as
vindication of what they’d been saying about tax for
the past decade. Instead, an open goal is squandered
in pursuit of Waitrose shopper votes, while the
Workington man is as ever overlooked. Labour
have used prominent prime time platforms, from the
Andrew Marr show to the budget response, to attack
the Tories for choosing not to block a new coking coal
mine in Cumbria which Tata have described as ideally
suited to their needs. Who is the party of British steel
again? And the madness has amplified post-budget.
Labour endorsed the tax threshold freeze, but now
oppose it, oppose the 1 per cent NHS pay increase, but
won’t offer an alternative figure, and for good measure
have jumped headlong on to a Harry and Meghan
shaped landmine. It looks like Labour were melting
down in the face of the white-hot heat of a dreadful
poll stuck on the front of a critical set of elections.
It would be impossible for any Labour leader to
lurch from a landslide defeat into government at the
very next election. But if there ever was a fleeting
chance to seize it, instead he keeps putting his foot
in it. While one poll does not a disaster make, it
clearly indicates of a downward trend, and with the
Tories consolidating their hold on Teesside, the West
Midlands, and on councils across England, then
Labour’s chances of general electoral success rapidly
approach nil.
A Tory victory at the May election is significant
for two reasons. Firstly, it will be habit forming for
voters, who will become increasingly comfortable
putting their tick in the Conservative box, their
hands quivering less each time. Secondly because the
infrastructure investment to come will be overseen
and implemented by Tory politicians at every level.
While Labour is stuck in London the Conservatives
will be gladly taking full credit for levelling up the
regions. While a week is a long time in politics, I’m
not sure there are enough weeks left in this decade
for Keir Starmer to win a general election.

Mario Laghos is the editor of the Mallard magazine
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Who’s Rooting for Roofers?
The Metropolitan left don’t care a fig for the invisible army of
workers who keep the country going
George Hopewell

W

e’ve just had our roof done. For a month,
seven young people have been ripping off
our old Welsh slates and replacing them
with new, Spanish slates. The process has involved
continuous clowning, shouting, swearing and loud
music (Makita site radios), all which reverberated
through the house. It was like having a rave on the
roof. There were a thousand dropped nails, slates and
screws, but that’s the collateral damage of building.

I enjoyed every moment of it. But there is something else.
I’ll introduce a phrase to help:
AFAIK+ “As Far As I Know (and I fully admit I might not
understand due to my age, gender and sexual, racial and
cultural background…)”
AFAIK+ all seven people who worked on the roof were
men. AFAIK+ no woman worked on my roof, no one was
transgender and no one was gender-neutral. I’m sure there
are loads of female, transgender and gender-neutral roofers,
but these seven roofers were all young men. As for racial
background, no one noticed it, mentioned it or bothered
about it. AFAIK+.
We had a toilet in our front garden. AFAIK+ it was just a
toilet. It wasn’t a male toilet, a female toilet or a transgender
toilet. The men on the roof used it without question (but
luckily, not from the roof).
These men bought food and drink from the local Co-op,
evidenced by the mounds of packaging neatly put into our
waste bin. Sandwiches, pies, doughnuts, Red Bulls and
protein bars that I never knew existed. AFAIK+ none of
the men were vegans, pescatarians, lacto-ovo-vegetarians
or pollotarians. One did declare (to a fanfare of derision
from his workmates) that he might be lactose-intolerant, so
had black coffee.
Speaking of which, I made several hundred teas and
coffees to hand out through our Velux window. Most of
the brews were white (standard cow’s milk) and sugars
(standard white sugar) varied from one to four teaspoons.
AFAIK+ none of them asked for almond milk, unrefined
cane sugar, decaffeinated coffee beans or Fairtrade tea. No
one, amazingly, asked for Kombucha. AFAIK+ they were
reasonably happy with Sainsbury’s tea bags and NESCAFÉ
Gold Blend. I gave them biscuits until I realised they ate
so many Co-op doughnuts that they couldn’t manage them.
AFAIK+ none of the men complained about their rights,
protested about racism or sexism, went on a march or staged
a demonstration about the way the government treats X.
They didn’t protest about the global environment and not
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one dropped their litter. There were several injuries (I recall
two badly cut hands) and one man got badly bitten by a
flush of mosquitoes, but there was not a single complaint
in four weeks.
In short, they worked like stink. They had a job to do and
it involved muscle-ache, a high degree of skill (e.g, lead
welding), sweat, strength and athleticism. The work, they
told me, was so knackering they would often fall asleep in
the van on the way home. The soft-handed middle-classes
around us may not appreciate that everything to do with roofs
is heavy; the roof felt, the bundles of battens, the 4000 new
Spanish slates, the 60kg rolls of lead. It was tough work and
they were doing a vital job, making a building watertight so
human beings can shelter from the elements.
Elements? They worked in the cold, in rain, in sleet and
hail and in the new Spring sunshine. They were, to coin a
cliché, the salt of the earth, although none of them would
have thought that about themselves. There was continuous
banter and raw humour. AFAIK+ they did not agonise about
the ‘right’ words or worry about the ‘political correctness’ of
their jokes. AFAIK+ they weren’t obsessed with ‘isms’ and
they didn’t auto-criticise government. They cut and nailed
slates, dressed lead, fitted flashing and fixed the ridge tiles
uncomplainingly.
People passing in the street ignored them. AFAIK+ the
roofers didn’t crave publicity or a teardrop cameo on BBC
News. AFAIK+ they didn’t feel the need to grandstand selfrighteousness by waving placards on warm weekends and
throwing bottles at our police.
Their work was excellent. At the front of the house two
slates had been perfectly shaped around a scaffolding pole
that butted against the roof. I queried it. It was a prank, done
to tease the boss. Of course, they would do it properly when
the scaffolding was down.
Who, in the UK, is representing (and appreciating) these
men and the millions like them? Certainly not the Labour
Party, the BBC or the Guardian newspaper, who are too
obsessed with courting the Kombucha crowd. Unlike the
protesters on television, these roofers had borne lockdown
with stoicism and didn’t sit in warm rooms pushing buttons
on laptops. Their world wasn’t one of hate-journalism,
clicktivism, whinge-about-everything-ism or me-and-myrights-ism.
As I have said, I do not know any of this for sure, but one
thing I know for certain is that these men grafted.
George Hopewell studied Philosophy at Oxford and lives
in the West Country.
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The Maggot in the Liberal Apple
Can we escape the nightmare of egalitarian liberalism?

F

Alistair Miller

ew pastimes are more perversely consoling in occasional glimmer of hope, as the hero finds a few
an age of civilisational collapse than taking kindred spirits, they momentarily rediscover authentic
refuge in that notable twentieth-century literary old-world experiences and freedoms, or find refuge in
tradition, the depiction of dystopian worlds to come. a forest clearing around a primeval fire under a starry
George Orwell’s (1984) and Aldous Huxley’s (Brave night, but usually they are doomed. The hero imagines
New World) are the most celebrated of these prophetic he has escaped, only to find he has been watched
nightmarish visions, but a host of others have the whole time, even that his escapades were stage
contributed classic works, visionary and disturbing, managed from the start. There is no escape.
Critics debate whether Orwell or Huxley was the
yet also hugely enjoyable.
My own favourites include Ray Bradbury’s more prophetic. Although Orwell was spot on in his
Fahrenheit 451, whose hero, a book-burning fireman, depiction of state communism, Huxley seems the more
inexplicably saves a book from the fire and thereby relevant today, in that he depicts the meritocratic ideal
seals his fate, and Kurt Vonnegut’s Player Piano, taken to its grotesque but supremely rational limit, a
in which consumer needs are ministered to by a society in which a meritocratic elite of Alphas rule
computerised bureaucratic machine, and those with in the public interest and a combination of social
low IQs and who have been displaced by machines engineering and pleasure-inducing drugs (for drugs,
now read digital media) serves
are consigned to the ‘Reeks
Where did it all go wrong? In to satisfy the needs of the
and Wrecks’ chain gangs.
The Road to Serfdom, Hayek masses. There is no need for
Yevgeny Zamyatin’s classic
We, where numbered inmates
identified socialist planning as faces to be stamped on by
or for deviants
are encased in the Great
the great threat, because it would jackboots,
to undergo hideous tortures
Benefactor’s glass-domed
lead inevitably to a totalitarian with rats; the means of social
machine, and the ‘enemies of
state. But the dystopia we seem control are far more refined
happiness’ are hunted down
by the Guardians, became the
headed for today seems to and insidious. But either way,
we have come a long way
first book to be banned in the
have
its
perverse
origins
in
the
from the great tradition of
Soviet Union, in 1921. And
very liberalism that ought to Western individualism Hayek
then there is B F Skinner’s
Walden Two, the intriguing
have saved us from this fate. identified, that centred on ‘the
respect for the individual man
thought experiment of the
master psychologist of behaviourism, who believed qua man, that is the recognition of his own views
and tastes as supreme in his own sphere’; and from
we were all conditioned anyway.
The irony underlying all dystopian fiction is, of that great tradition of nineteenth-century liberalism
course, that these nightmare worlds were intended which preached political freedom as ‘the freedom
as utopias; indeed, the citizens are conditioned into from coercion, freedom from the arbitrary power of
believing that they are living the best of lives in the other men’. As for the freedom of expression which
best of all possible worlds, except for the novel’s John Stuart Mill defended in On Liberty, the right to
doomed hero, the social misfit who comes to see attack ‘prevailing opinion’, his castigation of those
though the charade. Throughout dystopian fiction, who would stigmatise ‘those who hold any unpopular
the themes recur: behavioural engineering, social opinion’ as ‘bad and immoral men’, and who thereby
conditioning, instant gratification of our needs and assume their own infallibility, this now seems but a
desires, unquestioning belief that an anonymous all- distant memory.
Where did it all go wrong? In The Road to Serfdom,
controlling beneficent bureaucratic machine knows
best, and ceaseless vigilance for any deviants who Hayek identified socialist planning as the great threat,
might undermine the system. The result? Perpetual because it would lead inevitably to a totalitarian state.
happiness, or at least pleasure, for all. There is the But the dystopia we seem headed for today seems to
The Salisbury Review — Summer 2021
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have its perverse origins in the very liberalism that
ought to have saved us from this fate. For the answer,
we must turn instead to Democracy in America, where
Tocqueville identified the root of the problem with
acute perception and, what seems to us 180 years on,
extraordinary prescience.
For Tocqueville, the problem lay in the principle of
equality, not the familiar dogma that income or wealth
should be equalised (socialism had not yet even arrived
on the scene), but the Enlightenment principle of
universal rights and its accompanying refrain that all
forms of privilege should be abolished. In many ways,
the new American republic was admirable. Tocqueville
witnessed a rugged breed of men whose acquisitive
impulses were tempered by a strong religious code, and
the devolution of power to states and local townships.
The old republican principle of active citizenship, with
its roots in the Athenian polis, was alive and well. But
it was the principle of equality, the resentment at any
form of privilege, that caused Tocqueville to fear for the
future. For ‘if despotism were to be established among
the democratic nations of our days’, it would assume a
quite different character to the tyrannies of old. Above
‘the innumerable multitude of men, all equal and alike,
incessantly endeavouring to procure the petty and paltry
pleasures with which they glut their lives’, stands ‘an
immense and tutelary power, which takes upon itself
alone to secure their gratifications and to watch over
their fate. That power is absolute, minute, regular,
provident, and mild’. In the end, relieved altogether of
‘the care of thinking and all the trouble of living’, the
nation is reduced to ‘nothing better than a flock of timid
and industrious animals, of which the government is the
shepherd’, its people consoled ‘by the reflection that
they have chosen their own guardians’.
The irony, for Tocqueville, was that it is democratic
man’s hatred of privilege and inequality, that ‘is
peculiarly favourable to the gradual concentration of
all political rights in the hands of ... the state alone’,
because ‘being necessarily and incontestably above
all the citizens’, the state ‘does not excite their envy’.
The upshot is that just as ‘every central power ...
courts and encourages the principle of equality ... for
equality singularly facilitates, extends, and secures
the influence of the central power’, it also ‘worships
uniformity’, which ‘relieves it from inquiry into an
infinity of details, which must be attended to if rules
have to be adapted to different men’.
It is, then, but a small step from liberalism to
totalitarianism, from democracy to tyranny, and
from freedom to social conditioning and thought
control. What are today’s campaigns for inclusion and
diversity, against discrimination and oppression, but
expressions of the desire to eliminate privilege? What
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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are cancel culture and the prosecution of hate crime but
expressions of the desire to ensure that universal rights
are strictly enforced – in this case, the right not to be
offended or insulted? Combine the war on privilege,
fuelled by resentment and dressed up as ‘equality of
opportunity’, or ‘meritocracy’, with the imperative to
gratify individual needs and desires without restraint,
the twin pillars of egalitarian liberalism, and we are
well on the way to Huxley’s dystopia.
Quaint notions of freedom of speech and democracy
are then little more than hangovers from a revolutionary
age. In a secular liberal meritocracy, what matters
is that we charge the brightest and the best with the
responsibility of delivering the twin goods of equality of
opportunity (that is, absence of privilege) and individual
happiness. Unlike the aristocratic elites of old, today’s
meritocratic technocratic elite serves the people by
administering the systems that will maximise their
utility and satisfaction. So long as nobody is privileged
or disadvantaged, we are free to lead our lives and to sate
our desires. Privacy, the idea of an inviolable personal
space, is another quaint remnant from an earlier age.
The freedom for individuals to fully satisfy their wants,
needs, and desires (for what else can freedom amount
to) is being enhanced as never before by the advent of
information technology and artificial intelligence. Call it
mass surveillance and talk of Big Brother or Big Tech if
you like, but it is only by knowing our preferences that
they can be satisfied – by apps, games, social media,
and the rest. The smart cities, smart neighbourhoods,
and smart homes of the future will all be data systems.
It is all for the greater good.
Is there any escape from this dystopian nightmare?
Talk of cultivating civic virtue, public spaces, and the
common good, as critics of liberalism often do, is all
very well. But in the absence of a common culture,
of shared experiences and memories, of loyalties and
affections, and of values, the common good is nothing
but the sum of our appetitive desires. Tocqueville
understood that hierarchies and privileges, rooted in
custom, tradition, inheritance, and natural advantage,
have inestimable value. Without them, liberty is
drained of any significance, ambition and passion
are neutered, and man reduced to a helpless state of
‘perpetual childhood’. Instead of aping egalitarian
liberals by campaigning for universal rights and social
mobility, conservatives should dare to defend privilege,
inequality, and discrimination. They should defend our
culture and our history. And they should defend that
inviolable private space, that little world, in which
the individual reigns supreme, and his thoughts and
dreams, his prejudices and eccentricities, are his own.
Alistair Miller is a teacher
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Caught in the Net
The Internet can no longer be switched off
Myles Harris

W

e are all in prison now. You need a digital Aircraft have destroyed the natural boundaries of sea
certificate to leave your house after a cold, and distance allowing infectious illnesses such as
sit down with your friends for a beer, take Covid to spread in a few hours right across the globe.
rubbish to the local tip, even order the milk online. To control its spread, we need the net. We will need
In America and many European countries, it’s worse. it need it to balance our food supplies against a rising
There you can’t have a mobile phone without proofs population. Industrial farming, farmyard antibiotics
of identity: passport (digital), utilities bill (digital), and the destruction of the soil and hedgerows? (here)
driving licence (digital). You can still buy an SIM card Electronic cattle tags, (here) tractors controlled by
here, no questions asked, but how long will that last? satellites (here), statutory meals with limited proteins,
During Covid 19 the authorities discovered we fats, and vitamins (we will not be able to control the
didn’t seem to mind being tracked and traced if it coming pandemic of diabetes without food controls).
was for our own good. People queued for it. You can
The net is just what it says, a net in whose toils we
be sure following that sheep-like tendency more and are now struggling. When the first consumers logged
more information will be
on to it to buy, they forged
We talk of artificial intelligence, the first link in a chain
asked of us and fed into that
but it is not our intelligence, we of information that builds
little black square full of
indecipherable squiggles,
don’t know if complex machines upon itself. The Internet
called the QR code, on our
not a passive thing, it
s u c h a s a w a rd - w i n n i n g c h e s s is
phones.
sucks up those tiny binary
players like Deep Blue ‘know’ where numbers, zero and one,
Think of the advantages.
Your demented granny gets
they are or who they are playing. ordering them in a way
lost, she can be found in
digital engineers are not
seconds. You have a heart attack; hold your mobile certain they completely understand. We talk of artificial
phone to your heart and the squiggly square will send intelligence, but it is not our intelligence, we don’t
a cardiac arrest signal to the nearest ambulance station. know if complex machines such as award-winning
Prisons? Forget them. Now that satellites can place chess players like Deep Blue ‘know’ where they are or
your whereabouts within 2 metres, ordinary criminals who they are playing. Nor do we know at what degree
will serve their sentences in their bedrooms with a of complexity active thoughts begin in machines. With
potty, a daily visit to the bathroom and a half hour mass tracking of the entire human race the internet will
walk in the garden. Pointless to try to make a run for get very complex indeed.
it. There will be no cash to shop for food or travel, and
If not yet conscious, there is already direction in
the street sensors will spot you as soon as you open the net toward more and more control. A simple test:
your front door.
five years ago, you could drive a diesel car to Oxford
The next step will be burying that little digital square Circus, if it was belching smoke, you could argue it out
under the pulp of everybody’s forefinger – a magic key with a live policeman. If you do so now, £100 will be
to opening doors, shop, drive, eat, visit, romance. All deducted from your credit card whether you like it or
tracked by street sensors and satellites.
not, by a machine. In ten years, when all but emergency
There are those who believe this is a gigantic plot vehicles are banned from city centres, your electric car
by a cabal of the super-rich to enslave us, but it is far will simply stop at an invisible boundary. When you
more frightening, it is the natural progression of being get too old and the prognosis algorithm (being tested)
controlled by digital machines, fed by the numbers 0 attached to your ventilator indicates a minus benefit
and 1 that programme our computers. As we destroy for you to continue, a satellite will signal it to stop.
more and more of our environment, we are forced to
The net cannot be turned off.
turn to these numbers, who know nothing of us, to
replace the natural controls of nature with our own. Myles Harris is our editor.
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Ambulance Chasing
In 2019 lawyerly greed nearly destroyed the GP service
Georgia L Gilholy

T

he National Health Service is no stranger to
scandal. Negative media publicity, however,
tends to focus on waiting times, funding (or
lack thereof), and more recently the response to
COVID-19. One NHS story that has barely featured on
the mainstream radar, however, is the ongoing troubles
faced by the medical defence unions that provide
doctors with indemnity insurance: security against or
exemption from legal liability for their professional
actions.
Britain’s first union of this kind, the Medical Defence
Union (MDU), was founded in 1885 in the wake of the
case of David Bradley, a physician who was wrongly
convicted of assaulting a female patient. The case
prompted an increased awareness among doctors of
the real risk they ran in their everyday work and the
lack of resources at their disposal to defend themselves.
The constitution of the British Medical Association, for
example, to which many doctors already belonged by
the 1880s, did not permit undertaking medical defence
for individual doctors.
In most cases, GPs, until 2019, were ‘independent
contractors’ (unlike NHS hospital doctors) and are
therefore not covered by NHS-wide indemnity.
They were contracted to provide care and therefore
themselves and the staff employed by them were not
covered by wider NHS indemnity. Hence GPs, being
the medical staff most likely to require their assistance,
were the largest group footing the bill for indemnityspecific unions.
But whereas the annual subscription cost for MDU
members back in 1885 was set at 10 shillings (equal
to about 40 pounds in 2021), today’s defence unions
are almost as much a financial burden to doctors as
the actual threat of legal action. As of March 2019, the
annual cost of indemnity had risen to approximately
£8,000 a year per GP, a huge chunk of their average
£45-50,000 salary after tax – a whopping increase of
50 per cent from 2010 to 2016, and undoubtedly an
unfair burden for hardworking doctors to shoulder in
an already precarious financial climate.
And is it any wonder? Estimates published in 2019
put the total cost of outstanding compensation claims
against NHS England at £83 billion, compared to its
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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total budget of £129 billion the same year. 2020 figures
are not yet available, but such claims have surely not
plummeted under our ham-handed response to the
Coronavirus pandemic? While hospital doctors, unlike
GPs, escape the crippling indemnity union costs, all
taxpayers are responsible for shouldering this mounting
burden.
A state-backed clinical negligence scheme for GPs
in England came into operation on April 1, 2019, as a
direct result of the non-profit defence unions running
out of money. A former GP told me that without this
scheme, the GP service would have risked ‘packing up’
altogether, a situation that would wreak unprecedented
havoc in the already highly delicate balance act that
keeps the NHS afloat.
Sophie Briggs, an associate of Mills & Reeve LLP,
a firm that frequently deals with NHS-related cases,
wrote: ‘Whilst it is important that people who are
injured as a result of clinical negligence are fairly
compensated, the level of compensation payable
must be sustainable and proportionate.’ As Briggs
rightly alluded, although according to UK law such
damages are intended to be compensatory and not
punitive, lawyers commonly pursue exorbitant suits
and deliberately drag out proceedings so as to rack up
their billable hours. In 2016/17 the average time taken
to resolve a dispute was 426 days, and a National Audit
Office Report from 2017 found that in 61 per cent of
cases involving the NHS the Claimant’s legal costs
of pursuing a claim are greater than the value of the
damages the Claimant recovers.
Dr Christine Tomkins, chief executive of the MDU
said: ‘We are now awarding compensation in sums of
money higher than almost anywhere in the world. What
we need is a fundamental change to the legal system.’
One sensible step toward reform would be, as
suggested by the MDU campaign itself, the Repeal of
Section 2.4 of the Law Reform (Personal Injuries) Act
1948. Currently this clause mandates that all personal
injury claimants against the NHS must forfeit the forms
of NHS care they have claimed against from then on,
thus funnelling billions of pounds into private care, and
leaving the NHS in an ever-deeper hole.
While private providers should not be unfairly
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problems on to cut-crazy Conservative governments
is to be deliberately blinkered in one’s approach.
Healthcare spending in Britain has long been above
the OECD average, and in 2018 the state spent £167
billion on healthcare, more than double the amount
spent in 1997 (in real terms).
The NHS compensation bill is not some free-floating
figure, it is a vast sum that we as taxpayers will have
to eventually foot. If there is to be any hope of a
sustainable solution for health professionals, patients,
and the general public whose salaries bankroll this
system, we must be willing to undertake a wholesale
review of the NHS and the legal system itself – a
process that now seems about as likely as rainbowthemed shrines disappearing from our streets anytime
soon.

demonised, this is clearly a bizarre state of affairs by
the NHS’ own logic, which ought to be concerned with
its own efficiency. I am also inclined to agree with
the MDU that there must be a cap on the fees lawyers
can charge, particularly in cases involving low-value
claims. Indeed, if one is willing enough to suspend
their faith in brute market forces to take for granted
a nationalised health service, they ought to be a sight
more willing to do so in the case of the lawyers who
handle the claims for and against it.
Reactions to this crisis such as the introduction of the
state-backed scheme for GPs, or the repeal of certain
legal inconveniences, are merely papering over the
monumental cracks in the system. The main issue, one
which the beleaguered medical unions themselves are
unlikely to point out, is the structure of the NHS itself.
There is no doubt that, like all public institutions, the
NHS has felt the pinch of the post-recession decade.
However, to pin any and all blame for the NHS’

Georgia L Gilholy is a freelance writer and Young
Voices UK contributor.

The Dutch Election
1070 Candidates on each Ballot Paper
Daniel Egerton

T

he whacky world of Dutch elections offers a
periodic burst of colourful mayhem in this land
of calm, pragmatic governance.
Elections to our House of Representatives were
held in March. Amsterdam provided ride-throughs
where you could vote without dismounting from your
bike. The Government had resigned in disgrace a few
weeks earlier, the second one to do so in only twenty
years, but elections were due anyway in the four-year
cycle. King Willem-Alexander (who declined to be
King Willem IV because ‘it sounds like the name of a
cow’) therefore did not accept the resignation and the
Government simply stays in office, despite resigning
in disgrace, as a caretaker government (demissionair
kabinet) until a new one can be formed.
And that could be quite a while. Coalition talks
typically take around three months but needed
more than seven in 2017 after Parliament foolishly
removed the King from the process. Meanwhile the
government whose mandate has expired continues
to govern. Coalitions always, no party has governed
alone since King Willem II first allowed elections in
1848. Coalitions generally comprise not two but three
parties. The current outgoing Government has four:
the People’s Party for Freedom and Democracy VVD
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(free-market centre-right), the Christian Democratic
Alliance CDA (paternalist centre-right), D66 (socially
liberal intellectuals) and the Christian Union (does
what it says on the tin).
Eighty-nine parties registered for the elections but
many dropped out leaving 37, up from a paltry 27
last time around. Since the Netherlands does not use
constituencies, every voter was handed a huge ballot
paper with a choice of over 1070 candidates. There is
no 5 per cent threshold as in some other proportional
democracies. The House has 150 seats so 0.67 per cent
of the vote wins you an MP. It is perhaps not surprising
that Dutch governments last an average of 2½ years.
The ballot paper featured two mainstream right-ofcentre parties, one mainstream left of centre, three
green parties, several far-left parties, three populist
parties, two old people’s parties, one young people’s
party, four Christian parties (including the Calvinist
Party which asks women not to vote for it), two muslim
parties (one of which insists it isn’t one), an immigrant
party (which ditto), a party without candidates, a Party
for Animals, a Pirate Party, a Party Party, and that’s
just the ones I totted up before I got bored. This time
we had to do without the Party With No Name and the
Nonvoters’ Party. Also the Party of Charity, Freedom
11
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and Diversity with its policies of legal paedophilia
and compulsory vegetarianism. Even without them,
the uproarious scene bore out the saying that two
Dutch people in a room together will promptly set up
two political parties and three churches. In fact, new
parties do keep popping up, and Dutch villages often
do feature more than one church, preaching arcanely
different forms of Calvinist doctrine.
The first political party in the Netherlands was the
Anti-Revolution Party founded in 1879. It split five
years later and again ten years after that and again
eight years after that.
So a quarrelsome lot, then, the Dutch? Far from it.
The plethora of parties reflects the Dutch assumption
that everyone has got firm convictions, but also the
acceptance of constant compromise. After all, no
party can ever govern without accepting at least
one opponent as an ally. English society is based on
constructive opposition, witness our parliament, our
judicial system and the fact that we invented so many of
the world’s competitive sports. Dutch society assumes
you work together with people you disagree with.
Without abandoning your own beliefs, you swallow
your pride and cooperate to get things done. This has
been the Dutch way for centuries. Dutch commentators
often gaze at war zones with sincere bafflement. Why
don’t the Afghans or Bosnians or Syrians just sit
around a table and talk things through ‘like grown-ups’
(als volwassen mensen)? Inconceivable to the Dutch
mindset that they can’t. Or that they don’t even want to.
The Dutch themselves attribute this characteristic
to the country’s terrain. All hands are needed to build
a dyke. You must needs build the dyke together with
people you disagree with, and even with people you
truly hate. Otherwise you will drown. Exalted principles
of tolerance have got nothing to do with it: shunning
each other is just dumb. Acceptance of disagreement
runs through everything. Taxpayer-funded schools
can teach any worldview they like; trade unions and
housing associations traditionally serve one religious
group but cooperate across the divide; one publisher
produces several rival newspapers pushing conflicting
viewpoints. Among friends, too, the Dutch are apt to
express their opinions with a bluntness startling to
English people but rarely suggest that everyone who
disagrees is a fool. Nobody claims a monopoly of
righteousness: a bishop once instructed his flock to
vote for the CDA but the CDA countered no, Christians
should vote for whoever they liked.
The clear winner in March, the VVD, got less than
22 per cent of the vote. This is the party of Mark Rutte,
a perpetually smiling pianist bachelor in his fifties and
Prime Minister for eleven years already. Where will
he find partners for a fresh coalition?
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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Traditional parties of government CDA and Labour
(both the result of three-party mergers) have shrivelled
from 40-50 seats to around a dozen. D66 has struggled
for a role since the demise of its genial founder, a
prodigious drinker, smoker and womaniser with the
impressive moniker Henricus Antonius Franciscus
Maria Oliva van Mierlo. It offers conflicting policies
of more direct democracy and more Brussels. Although
hardly left-wing it attracted many disgruntled voters
away from Labour (and from GreenLeft, whose vote
halved) and came second. There have never in history
been so few left-wing MPs. This suits Rutte, who once
promised ‘finger-licking’ rightist policies.
The populists? They owe everything to the astonishing
Professor Pim Fortuyn who burst onto the scene in
2002 with a party named after himself and might well
have won the elections only three months later if he
had not been assassinated in broad daylight the week
before. There was no time to print new ballot papers
and 1½ million people knowingly voted for his corpse.
Fortuyn’s party self-destructed but the populist Party
for Freedom is number three in the House. Its founding
document gives its sole purpose as ‘spreading the
ideas of Geert Wilders’. The pugnacious, vituperative
Wilders is his party’s only member, even its MPs
are not allowed to join. Like Fortuyn he campaigns
on issues taboo among the bien-pensanterie. Also
like Fortuyn he is no xenophobe: Fortuyn was keen
on bedding Moroccan men while Wilders has an
Indonesian mother and a Hungarian wife. Islamists
want Wilders dead and he has been under 24-hour
armed guard for sixteen years. This has not deterred
the state from prosecuting him twice over for saying
unkind things about his would-be murderers. A contrast
with his rival: Thierry Baudet launched himself as
a more house-trained alternative to Wilders with a
penchant for deploying recondite vocabules and a
fetching nude photo of himself on Instagram. His party
quadrupled its score but remains small. Coalition with
either party is taboo.
The new parties are mostly too small. A third populist
party and an EU integrationist one each won 3 seats.
A party of woke just squeaked one MP on 0.85 per
cent of the vote. The Farmer Citizen Movement made
a splash when its sole MP drove a tractor right into
the Parliament courtyard. The Farmer Citizen MP
concerned is an urban journalist.
Meanwhile Parliament is making merry. One
new MP resigned after only a fortnight when his
predilection for 16-year-old boys attracted attention.
Another microparty has already managed to fall out
with its only MP. Rutte survived the scandal that
prompted his government’s resignation but a fresh one
caused a Parliamentary no-confidence debate in April,
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with MPs queuing up to call him a liar. And not just
him: accusations of mendacity are being shouted in
all directions. Rutte won narrowly, but massively lost
a vote of censure brought by D66. This party cannot
escape coalition with him and its leader now says she
didn’t really mean it. At least four enemies must join
hands to achieve a majority and even then, no coalition
will have majority support in the Senate. The first four
people Parliament invited to explore options each tried
for a week and then resigned. The fifth recommends
replicating the outgoing coalition. Actual negotiations
may ensue after Parliament debates this proposal on 12
May. Rutte breezily assures us we will get a coalition

‘eventually’ (uiteindelijk).
A record seventeen parties in Parliament but few
options once you spurn the left and the populists.
Rutte is cheekily presenting himself as a new broom
but at the time of writing (1 May) everything suggests
that months of pandemonium will wind up with him
leading a new government almost identical to the old
one. Always keep a hold of nurse, for fear of finding
something worse.
Daniel Egerton hails from Liverpool and has lived in
the Netherlands for more than twenty years.

If Granny Can’t Text, Granny Can Die
The old have been left behind in our total information society
Jane Kelly

A

n elderly woman with a face full of collagen,
in a sequinned cat-suit gyrated across a giant
screen to, ‘Do It Again,’ by the Chemical
Brothers. Below, in Toni and Guy’s hair salon I queued
happily. ‘Sorry. You’re not on our books,’ said a voice
from among the girls huddled behind the front desk.
‘You didn’t confirm by text.’ ‘I’ve been a customer
here for six years,’ I pleaded. But the appointment was
off and they couldn’t offer me another. I called on a
neighbour who waved a two-page letter from the Coop. It was complicated but the gist was, she couldn’t
redeem her dividend of £5, which had probably taken
years to accrue, without using a pc or smart phone. At
ninety-five she’s as likely to go on line as buy shares
in Bitcoin. As she looked forlornly at the document, I
realised that although born thirty years apart, we were
connected in a generational struggle, it’s even got a
name; ‘The grey digital divide.’
The word ‘mobile’ used to be associated with
walking-frames and stair-lifts, now it means the
necessity of carrying a phone everywhere to simply
manage the basic business of life. In the street I see a
lot of old files put out as junk as we go paperless and
the lockdown has accelerated the move for everything
being done digitally.
For the first time my neighbour had to specifically
apply for a paper census form, or rather I did as no
one at National Statistics answered their phone. An
elderly friend has just had her doorstep milk delivery
cancelled after thirty years. If she wants to stay with
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that local dairy, she has to go on line and order weekly
using a complicated website, rather than the milk man
picking up her note in an empty bottle. Her husband
has been trying to sort out his pension on line since last
October but a necessary password has never arrived.
Another friend was turned away by Nando’s because
they didn’t bring a mobile for their ‘track and trace,’
I argued my way into a pub garden without one, then
found the menu was only visible on line.
I can see the benefits of this shift; it’s nice to pay
for a coffee by just flashing a card, it’s now possible
to buy a car online from a well-spoken robot rather
than facing a dissembling oik. I was pleased when my
decorator asked to be paid by BACS transfer rather than
cash, it signified honesty; that satisfaction didn’t last. I
made my annual submission to the RA Summer Show.
Totally digital since 2014, which doubled the number
of entries, a line of hopeful artists no longer straggles
through Burlington Gardens in the sun, chatting and
exchanging addresses. I used to get post-cards from
people I met there asking if I’d been accepted. I’m now
resigned to sitting alone, sending images which have to
be a specific size. I had the usual struggle as I couldn’t
remember my password. The link to update it didn’t
arrive in my ‘inbox’. Just after I contacted the RA about
that I found it in my book of largely indecipherable
codes, and to my relief got into my account. As I
was about to pay, a message said I would get a text
to ‘Verify my payment’ before I could proceed. My
mobile was resting quietly in the bedroom, and the
13
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stairs had just been painted.
It’s obviously cheaper for restaurants not to print
menus, and for companies to cut down on staff who
previously answered the phone, but no one seems
concerned that this economic and cultural shift
excludes the elderly. I assume that the Co-op know
that many older customers will be unable to get their
money, and just don’t care.
A recent German study shows that elderly people
play a minor role in research done on internet usage.
New apps are not aimed at them or their interests.
Age UK estimate that of two million over seventy
fives, less than half use a computer. Of those only a
quarter are using the internet more since the pandemic,
while nearly one in ten are using it less, perhaps due
to lack of ‘support’ from relatives. In the US ninety
four percent of people under fifty have a mobile, but
only just over half of people over sixty-five. Without
social media they are now excluded from banking,
business, shopping, health information, entertainments,
booking hotels, and rail tickets which are a convoluted
nightmare. They’re often unable to use good old cash
as bank branches close in even the busiest cities. Major
adjustments have to be made in areas once pushed
to the back of the mind such as council refuse tips.
Trips to the ‘Recycling centres,’ have to be booked
in advance, on line after showing proof of identity
through a passport, bill or driving licence. Of course
parking, even outside one’s home has gone that way
too, with all parking services departments passing
from human to AI.
Some people suspect a massive conspiracy as we’ve
all become far more addicted to the internet since
the lockdown, it’s often been our main source of
information and human contact, and it’s scary to think
about how much information ‘they’ now hold on our
individual lives, particularly how, when and where
we choose to spend our money. What Conan Doyle
once called, ‘An all-controlling intelligence,’ referring
to German militarism, is now an amorphous global
anxiety, including suspicion about the government at
home. The new Covid test needed in airports, costing
nearly two hundred pounds, is only available on line,
using a mobile, adding for some to the feeling of being
trapped, controlled and exploited.
It is possible to see motorists being digitally coerced.
They may soon be reading novels as they zip around in
driverless cars, but woe to any of the 12.9 million with
a diesel engine trying to get on to the South Circular
into London, or anyone entering a ‘low emission zone,’
without a smartphone with which to pay the ‘LEZ’ of
£15 a day tax.
One of the most distressing aspects of this cultural
change is the divide between those born before and
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after SMS. The majority of ‘Baby Boomers’ born
immediately post-war didn’t have internet use until
they were middle-aged. There was none in school or for
half their working life. Those born 1965-1977, didn’t
have regular internet access or mobiles during the first
twelve of their working years. Generation 1978-1980
hit the workforce just as the internet became widely
available. Millennials, starting secondary school in
1995, joining the workforce in 1999, were all on-line
and toting smart phones. ‘Boomers’ have grandchildren
in, ‘Generation Z,’ born after the internet and do not
know a world without it, or remember a time when
most information came from textbooks, novels, comics,
newspapers, BBC radio, and three TV channels.
Z’s live swamped in ‘facts’ and mis-information at
the touch of a button, plus pornography, coercion into
‘Sexting,’ 24 hour bullying, and the clarion call of
identity politics. As a response the integrity of ‘facts’
has changed, taught as only as relative and subjective,
mutable according to your immediate needs. These
‘digital natives,’ have expertise in handling information
on line way beyond their elders, and communicate in
a new language, without adverbs but with a rash of
randomly invented, often violent verbs, ‘impact’ rather
than ‘effect,’ ‘hit on,’ rather than ‘like,’ peppered with
mysterious acronyms, these, once attached to industrial
Unions, now replace words in texts and e-mails. It’s
becoming quaint to write or talk in sentences. Previous
generations hated each other’s ‘slang’ but now we have
a restructuring of our basic grammar and usage.
The elderly are an obstacle to the rapid development
of this ‘Information Society,’ which also promises to
remove all of the old social barriers with its e-based
services; after all robots, so far, come without class,
race or sex, now called ‘gender’. Old crocks left
behind will find a drop in their living conditions as
they become more helpless, confused and isolated.
It’s unlikely that many of them, unless, like many antivaccers, they are in the black and Asian community,
will attract local authority or wider government
support to get them back into the main-stream of life.
They are unrepresented by any furious identity group.
The only solution is for some enterprising person,
furloughed and looking for a new venture, to set up
an agency, perhaps called, ‘Universal Grandsons,’ to
send out teams of kindly, patient young men, to visit
old people and get them on line. That might also help
breach the yawning generational gap; a genuinely
urgent need by the overlooked, that someone should
supply; appointments made by land-line, payment in
cash, custard creams and cups of tea.
Jane Kelly was a celebrity editor for the Daily Mail.
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America’s Deep South
Boarded-up storefronts, crumbling roads, hot gospellers;
or the home of Texas instruments and eleven of the world’s
top two hundred research universities?
Wyatt Wells

T

he American South is a terra incognita for most
Europeans. To the degree that they think about
the region at all, they imagine the eleven states
of the old Confederacy as afflicted by ignorance and
poverty, divided by bigotry, and dominated by oily
evangelists and erratic rednecks. Television programs
like Ozark, Justified, and True Blood reinforce this
impression, as do American progressives, who find
the region a convenient foil. Southerners made up a
large portion of Hillary
Clinton’s ‘deplorables’.
Like most stereotypes,
this one has a basis. A
visitor to the South who
tours the Black Belt or
Appalachia will find
boarded-up storefronts,
crumbling roads, and
trailers homes whose
warranties have long
since expired. The
region is a stronghold of
fundamentalist Christians
who reject scientific
findings that contradict the Biblical account of creation.
It has a grim history of racial oppression whose scars
are still all too apparent.
Yet even a casual survey reveals much that
contradicts this image. The South contains the world’s
busiest airport, Atlanta, and its most popular tourist
destination, Orlando. Texas Instruments developed the
semiconductor and the microprocessor, the building
blocks of the digital age. According to Times Higher
Education, the region contains eleven of the world’s
top two hundred research universities, more than
France, Italy, and Spain combined. The South has
produced artists like William Faulkner, Tennessee
Williams, Louis Armstrong, Elvis Presley, and Johnny
Cash, whose influence extends far beyond the region.
Since the 1970s, the South has experienced a large
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in-migration of college-educated African-Americans.
For generations, observers have explained this
dichotomy by imagining two Souths, a progressive and
a retrograde one, locked in a conflict that progressives
are destined to win. After more than a century, this
trope has worn thin. Elements that outsiders consider
separate are often intertwined. For instance, welleduced Blacks find southern cities attractive because
they have strong, middle-class African-American
communities built around
evangelical churches. The
South is not more or less
advanced than other parts
of the United States but
simply different.
Climate and history
define the South.
It occupies one of
the world’s few large
subtropical regions.
Winters are mild while
summers are long and hot,
and rainfall is plentiful,
averaging at least a metre
a year and often much more. Flora thrives in these
conditions. Southern farms produce cotton, tobacco,
maize, rice, soy beans, and peanuts in abundance,
and trees grow to maturity in as little as twenty years.
Fauna does not fare as well. The heat and humidity
of summer are enervating, and diseases and parasites
thrive – hookworm, malaria, and yellow fever were
widespread into the twentieth century. No innovation
in the last hundred years has benefitted the South more
than air conditioning, which became ubiquitous in the
1960s.
Starting in the seventeenth century, settlers from the
British Isles exploited the region’s agricultural bounty,
growing tobacco, rice, and eventually cotton for export.
Planters relied on African slaves for labour, but most
Whites were not slaveowners but the proprietors of
15
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small farms. This middle class constituted a majority themselves to the Union, but the bitterness of defeat
of the region’s population and gave its society stability still lurked near the surface.
and even a democratic quality – among Whites. The
Southern Blacks had a very different experience.
southern colonies participated fully in the Revolution For them, the destruction of the Confederacy meant
and the organization of the new Republic, providing the end of slavery, and most eagerly grasped liberty.
leaders like George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, They organized schools and churches – two of the
and Andrew Jackson. Over the winter of 1860-1861, country’s largest denominations, the National Baptist
however, the eleven southern states, driven by fear that and African Methodist Episcopal (AME) churches,
the federal government would restrict slavery, left the date from this period, as do such traditionally AfricanUnion and organized the Confederacy. Secession led American institutions of higher learning as Fisk and
to the Civil War, which destroyed the Confederacy but Howard universities. Southern Blacks also sought a
nevertheless solidified the perception of the South as voice in government, but they soon came into conflict
a region apart.
with the region’s Whites, who were determined to
The war was a disaster for southern Whites. Three control their former slaves. This collision defined the
hundred thousand perished defending the Confederacy era of Reconstruction. Southern Whites united in the
out of a total white population of 5.5 million – Democratic Party and resorted to fraud, intimidation,
proportionally heavier losses than Britain, Germany, and even murder to secure power. For a decade, support
or France suffered in World War I. Fighting reduced from the federal government allowed Blacks to sustain
cities like Richmond, Atlanta, Columbia, and Jackson a measure of legal and political equality, but after 1877,
to ruins and devastated vast
Washington largely gave
The
losses
of
the
Civil
War
embittered
swaths of the countryside.
up the struggle. Southern
Money and securities
southern whites, most of whom Democrats took control of
became worthless. Last
believed that they had erred only state and local governments
but not least, planters lost
and gradually stripped
in
losing
the
war.
After
1865,
their immense investment
Blacks of the franchise and
in slaves. Recovery was
they glorified the ‘Lost Cause,’ imposed segregation.
slow. The war left the
History had disappointed
commemorating the courage and
region desperately short of
southerners, black and white.
tenacity of Confederate soldiers Whether they venerated the
capital, and southerners had
while ignoring the central role Lost Cause or the promise of
to borrow from outsiders
simply to move the harvest.
o f s l a v e r y i n t h e c o n f l i c t . Reconstruction, they lived
Finding money for large
with the reality of defeat.
projects like railroads was even more difficult. The instinctive faith in progress that characterized
Southern output did not return to the 1860 level until most Americans was lacking. Experience also bred
1880, by which time the region’s per capita income a profound scepticism of government. The federal
stood at half the national average – a gap that would government had destroyed the Old South, leaving
persist for generations. The region’s economy did southern Whites with a deep antipathy towards central
develop after 1880, but the chronic shortage of capital power. Blacks naturally had a more benign view of
persisted. Agriculture continued to predominate, and federal authority but were suspicious of state and
most industries relied either on the South’s natural local governments, which had imposed segregation.
resources or on its large pool of cheap labour.
Members of both races often used government for
The losses of the Civil War embittered southern their own ends, but they never forgot that it could work
whites, most of whom believed that they had erred against them. Hegel has few southern disciples.
only in losing the war. After 1865, they glorified
Evangelical Christianity came late to the South. It
the ‘Lost Cause,’ commemorating the courage and first appeared in New England and, in the nineteenth
tenacity of Confederate soldiers while ignoring the century, was strongest in the North. Evangelicals
central role of slavery in the conflict. They scattered focused on the relationship between the individual
monuments throughout the region – every town had, and God and emphasized the ‘rebirth experience’,
near its centre, a statue of a Confederate soldier facing the emotional dimension of conversion, while
north. Margaret Mitchell’s famous novel, Gone with downplaying traditional rituals and organizations.
the Wind, describes this generation of southern Whites Charismatic preachers often had great influence. Most
from their own viewpoint, chronicling their sense of evangelicals believed that, with God’s help, people
loss and their determination to claw back whatever they could become better and supported various reforms,
could. By 1900, southern Whites had largely reconciled including the abolition of slavery. Evangelical churches
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made inroads among southern Whites before 1860,
In retrospect, southern churches avoided a dead
but the movement’s association with abolition limited end. If revelation and redemption are unnecessary,
progress. After the Civil War, however, these churches so are churches. The search for redemption provides
advanced fast. Newly-organized African-American religion’s dynamic force, elevating it above liturgy
congregations were overwhelmingly evangelical, and and bake sales. Without this hope, atrophy sets in. The
with abolition no longer an issue, southern Whites effort to get right with God is still central to almost
increasingly gravitated towards dynamic evangelical all southern churches, evangelical or not, and they
churches.
remain strong – stronger than elsewhere in the United
The development of Modernism, which dominated States and much stronger than in Europe. Every city
American and European intellectual life in the first has mega-churches with thousands of worshipers,
two-thirds of the twentieth century, altered the storefront ministries that recruit members one at a time,
trajectory of religion in much of the United States. and established congregations that have ministered to
Modernists sought to strip away the accumulated several generations. Casual conversation often turns on
barnacles of custom and convention, which they religion or church affairs. The great secular religions
considered irrational, to illuminate underlying truths. of the twentieth century, Communism and Fascism,
To this end they developed psychoanalysis, stream- made almost no impression in the South even though
of-consciousness literature, and architecture in which many social scientists and political activists believed
‘form follows function’. Southern artists embraced that it offered them rich pickings. Southerners already
modernism. William Faulkner wrote stream-of- had religion and needed no substitute.
conscious narratives, and he and Tennessee Williams
After the Second World War, the South experienced
dealt with the tensions between tradition and change, an economic transformation. Before then, it was the
appearances and reality. The ‘New Criticism,’ which country’s poorest region by far, with a per capita
analysed literature separately from its historical income only half the national average. Between 1940
context, began at Vanderbilt University in Nashville. and 1980, however, per capita income increased almost
Jazz, a southern invention, provided the soundtrack five-fold, to 90 percent of the national average. Over
of Modernism.
these years, the portion of the population engaged in
Modernism had little impact on southern religion, farming fell from 30 percent to 5 percent, but that 5
however. Modernists discounted revelation, which percent produced far more than the 30 percent had
they consider irrational. In response to this challenge, earlier. Meanwhile, cities exploded. The populations
many clergy and laity of the leading protestant of Atlanta, Houston, and Dallas-Fort Worth expanded
churches embraced the ‘social gospel’. The real eight- to ten-fold while lesser metropolises like
purpose of Christianity,
Jacksonville, Charlotte,
The effort to get right with God is Richmond, and Nashville
they contended, was to
still central to almost all southern grew by four or five times.
build God’s kingdom on
Earth. Most southerners,
churches, evangelical or not, and These cities are notorious
black and white, were
they remain strong – stronger than for their chaotic sprawl,
sceptical. Many became
but they are safe and
elsewhere
in
the
United
States
and
fundamentalists, defining
comfortable – the South
the Bible as the final arbiter
much stronger than in Europe. has no equivalent to the
of truth and so avoiding
vast shanties of San Paulo,
altogether the issues raised by modernists. Moderates Jakarta, or Lagos.
were dubious as well. John Crowe Ransom, a giant
An aggressive if somewhat disjointed program of
of the New Criticism, wrote God Without Thunder, economic development accounted for the change.
excoriating modernist Christianity as emotionally In 1945, most of the South’s leaders recognized
arid. Southern churches certainly supported good that it faced an economic crisis. Federal regulations
works, sponsoring schools and hospitals, and African- such as minimum-wage laws limited its ability to
American congregations played a central role in develop industry based on cheap labour, while the
the Civil Rights Movement. Yet almost all southern accelerating mechanization of agriculture – itself
Christians sought first and foremost to ‘get right with partially a function of federal programs – promised to
God’ and viewed charity as only one dimension of throw millions off the land. They concluded that only
this process. The Social Gospel implicitly assumed outside investment could avert disaster. Senators and
that humanity had in itself the capacity to build God’s Representatives secured a host of federal installations
kingdom, but little in the South’s record of defeat, for the region, most notably military bases but also the
racial conflict, and poverty supported such optimism. Cape Canaveral, Huntsville, and Houston space centres
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and the Center for Disease Control in Atlanta. State and
local governments, supported by enthusiastic urban
boosters, focused on attracting private investment
from outside the region and, eventually, outside the
country. They offered companies tax concessions,
low-interest loans, and large blocks of cheap land.
Often, community colleges trained workers at no cost
to prospective employers.
States and cities touted their ‘favourable business
climate,’ which referred not only to generous support
for investors but also to the absence of labour unions.
Organized labour expanded rapidly in the United States
during the 1930s and 1940s, bringing not only higher
wages and benefits but also a bevy of work rules that
governed shop floors. State and local authorities in
the South generally managed to exclude unions, and
many companies invested in the region specifically to
avoid organized labour. They usually paid southern
workers about as much as their unionized brethren in
the North, but management-controlled facilities. For
the most part, southern workers accepted the situation.
They recognized that, in many cases, they owed their
jobs to the absence of unions. Workers at Volkswagen’s
Chattanooga plant have consistently voted against
joining a union despite VW’s support for the move.
The influx of outside capital, public and private,
energized southern entrepreneurs. The region already
possessed a capable business class, but the chronic
lack of capital had long hobbled enterprise. Beginning
in 1945, however, the flow of money into the South
from both government and private investment provided
resources for development. Turner Cable, based
in Atlanta, offered the first twenty-four-hour news
service – CNN – while Walmart, headquartered in
Arkansas, became the world’s largest retailer. Nucor,
located in Charlotte, pioneered electric ‘mini-mills’
and made itself the largest steel producer in North
America. Tyson Chicken of Arkansas introduced frozen
chicken to consumers throughout the United States.
Entrepreneurs in Dalton created firms that make most
of the world’s tufted carpet.
This growth was the product neither of laissezfaire nor of government planning. Rather, political
authorities at every level did all they could to promote
private enterprise. Federal projects had numerous
private contractors, while state and local governments
subsidized promising enterprises while keeping
unions at bay. Often companies in government service
developed expertise that they used to expand in other
directions. Contractors like Brown & Root and Blount
International built large federal installations, gaining
knowledge that they applied to other construction
projects all over the world. Suppliers for the Space
Center in Huntsville used skills developed for NASA
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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to provide technically-sophisticated goods and services
to the private sector.
The extraordinary economic successes of the
South over the last seventy-five years sometimes
obscures important shortcomings. The South contains
large pockets of persistent poverty: the Black Belt,
Appalachia, and the Rio Grande Valley. The region
still depends heavily on outside investment. Primary
and second schools are not particularly good – skilled
workers are at a premium. Like the proverbial
hedgehog, southerners have focused on a single verity
– economic development depends on the success of
private enterprise – while ignoring related issues such
as education.
The history of race relations in the South is largely
a cautionary tale. Under slavery, Blacks endured
two centuries of brutal exploitation, and segregation
involved another century of systematic discrimination.
Southern Whites long considered race relations a
zero-sum game in which one race advanced only at
the expense of the other. For them, the choice was
stark – dominate or be dominated.
In the 1950s and 1960s, however, the South
experienced a social upheaval. African-American
agitation and federal intervention dismantled
segregation and established the equality of Blacks
and Whites before the law. Most southern Whites
stubbornly resisted change. They elected committed
segregationists, fashioned ingenious devices to
preserve white supremacy, and in some cases resorted
to violence – though fortunately not on the same scale
as during Reconstruction. With the passage of the
sweeping 1964 and 1965 Civil Rights Acts, however,
most Whites accepted change, however grudgingly.
Several factors explain their acquiescence. Social
order did not crumble with desegregation, as a large
portion of Whites genuinely believed it would, leading
many to rethink their assumptions. Prosperity offered
plenty of opportunities for Blacks and Whites, in sharp
contrast to the hard times after 1865 – money soothes
a host of discontents. The character of the Civil Rights
Movement itself played a major role. It emphasized
‘non-violent’ tactics like lawsuits, boycotts, and sit-ins,
prominently displayed symbols of national unity like
the American flag, and in statements like Martin Luther
King’s famous ‘I Have a Dream’ speech, imagined a
colour-blind future. In the wake of the Civil Rights
movement, many southern Whites actually adopted a
triumphal narrative that, in many quarters, endures to
this day. They insisted that, because of the vision and
courage of people like Martin Luther King, the region
had overcome its legacy of racial injustice. This selfcongratulatory attitude ignored persistent problems, but
it was far cry from the bitter sense of grievance that
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southern Whites nursed after the Civil War.
black musicians, Sam Phillips should not have recorded
The elimination of legal discrimination could not B B King, Lieber and Stoller should not have written
erase the results of three centuries of oppression ‘Hound Dog’, and Elvis Presley should not have sung
overnight. The South did assimilate revolutionary ‘That’s All Right’. The proposition refutes itself –
change without a revolution, no small accomplishment, without these acts of cultural appropriation, the world
and many Blacks have profited greatly from the new would be much poorer. Presley was not simply a pale
order. Every southern city has a substantial African- version of Arthur Crudup or Big Mama Thornton but
American middle class, usually organized around a great artist in his own right who drew from a variety
churches and schools, that has grown rapidly since of sources to create something new. He built on the
the 1960s. Blacks have a voice in government at every accomplishments of black musicians, many of whom
level – in some localities, a predominate one. Yet on would subsequently build on his work.
average, African-Americans have lower incomes, less
Racial exploitation runs through southern history.
education, and shorter lifespans that Whites. Since the For three hundred years, Whites squeezed Blacks as
1960s, Blacks have coalesced in the Democratic Party hard as they dared, convinced that their own success
while Whites have gravitated to the Republicans – a and even survival depended on maintaining control.
historical reversal – and racial divisions still play a Not surprisingly, many Blacks concluded from this
central role in politics.
experience that their
Occasionally,
however,
black
and
white
O c c a s i o n a l l y,
progress depended on
however, black and
southerners have worked together, with extracting the greatest
white southerners have
each taking advantage of the experiences possible concessions
worked together, with
from
whites.
and resources of the other. The development Experience in music
each taking advantage
Rhythm ‘n Blues, Country Music, and and a few other areas,
of the experiences
and resources of the
their offspring, Rock ‘n Roll, constitutes however, demonstrates
other. The development
the possibilities of
perhaps the most famous example. cooperation.
Rhythm ‘n Blues,
Country Music, and
The South presents
their offspring, Rock ‘n Roll, constitutes perhaps an odd picture. The one hundred million people of the
the most famous example. From their start in the eleven states of the old Confederacy have an economy
early twentieth century, Country and R&B catered to as large as Japan’s and a standard of living comparable
white and black audiences, respectively, but artists to that of the rest of the United States. Its writers and
in the two fields borrowed liberally from each other. musicians have international followings. Even in race
African-American street musicians strongly influenced relations, the worst blot on its history, the South boasts
Hank Williams, perhaps the greatest of all Country some examples of fruitful cooperation. Yet it lacks
performers who, in the 1940s and early 1950s, wrote many of the accoutrements of ‘modernity’. Supposedly,
classics like ‘Move It On Over,’ ‘I’m So Lonesome I as societies become more sophisticated, they evolve
Could Cry,’ and ‘I Saw the Light.’ In the early 1950s, into agnostic social democracies dominated by
Sam Phillips, the founder of Sun Records in Memphis, government – all roads lead to Sweden. Yet in the
recorded blues legends B.B. King and Howlin’ Wolf. South, religion is strong and labour unions are weak.
He is most famous, however, for discovering Elvis Suspicion of government runs deep and economic
Presley. Though Presley lacked any formal musical policy caters to private enterprise. The South is highly
training, he had an encyclopaedic knowledge of developed but not ‘modern.’ Its experience rebukes
Country, R&B, and Gospel music, from which he generations of activists, academics, and politicians
drew liberally. His first single, ‘That’s All Right,’ was who claim to have divined the future.
written by Arthur Crudup, an African-American singer,
and Presley recorded other songs by black writers. One
of his biggest hits, ‘Hound Dog,’ demonstrates the
complicated musical relationships between the races.
Several years earlier, it had been a hit for Big Mama
Thornton, an African-American singer, but two white
R&B fans, Jerry Lieber and Mike Stoller, wrote it.
Today, many progressives see this process as Wyatt Wells is a professor of history at Auburn
‘cultural appropriation’, a form of larceny. According Montgomery (Alabama) and the author of
to them, Hank Williams should not have learned from Permanent Revolution: Reflections on Capitalism?
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Is There a Teapot Circling the Sun?
Mark Griffith examines agnosticism in a world where science
cannot explain everything

A

mong normal people happy to have not read
Bertrand Russell’s technical philosophy, one
of his most popular books was called Why
I Am Not A Christian. This was the book Richard
Dawkins raided for good bits in his God Delusion,
including Russell’s quip that being challenged to
prove there isn’t a God is an unreasonable demand,
rather like being challenged to prove the non-existence
of a teapot orbiting earth far out in space. The tone
is breezy, lucid and charming: the reader cannot help
liking Russell. Like Russell, I also am not a Christian,
sympathetic, but unsure. Like the writer in his cycle
clips pictured in Larkin’s poem ‘Church-going’ –
awkward, intrigued, uncertain.
Yet I don’t see agnosticism as an admission of
failure. I’m also sure of something negative – I’m not
an atheist. More precisely, not a scientific materialist.
Many religions are detailed, baroque epics. There
might be a creation myth, gods whose activities
explain everything, perhaps a messiah, some saints,
miracles, quite a lot else. Some believers defend
every fragment of this large-scale, often hauntingly
beautiful, vision, for fear one concession weakens
the whole.
No wonder Dawkins made the mistake in early
editions of The God Delusion of claiming that all
Christians were Biblical literalists until the 17th
century, a mistake then quietly dropped in later
editions without acknowledging he had got it wrong.
Origen is one early Christian writer who interpreted
scripture allegorically and explicitly mocked anyone
who took the Old Testament at face value, 1,500 years
before Dawkins. Boyle, Hooke, Newton ‘forced’
Christians to ‘pretend’ Christianity had always meant
scripture as allegory. Materialist dogma, on the
other hand, is tight, robust, held together by results,
mathematical consistency, willingness to reject old
theories and replace them with better explanations.
Or is it?
We have seen recently that, under pressure from
media outrage or politicised science funding, science
is not quite so intellectually rigorous as it claims.
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Global-warming guesstimates, unscientific attacks on
cheap, well-understood drugs like hydroxychloroquine
or ivermectin during the covid-19 hysteria, even the
fifty-year rear-guard action from the tobacco industry
to defend cigarette-smoking, all these cited expert
consensus, not just the evidence itself.
This is why philosopher of science and onetime
tank commander Paul Feyerabend wrote an article
‘How to Defend Society Against Science’ in which
he argued that school science teaching now closes
minds. He suggested that appeal to science has
become a form of argument by authority, every bit as
anti-thought as the mediaevals arguing from Aristotle.
When you hear people angrily insisting 97 per cent
of climate scientists (itself a bogus percentage based
on one debunked paper, but that’s a separate point)
believe humans are causing global warming, therefore
dissenters should lose their jobs, you are hearing
Feyerabend’s terrible prophecy coming true.
Max Planck, describing only disputes between
mechanistic theories, sourly remarked that ‘physics
progresses by funerals’. He meant that almost noone ever changes their mind about a defunct theory,
they just grow old and die. Richard Dawkins might
movingly praise, metaphorical tears of admiration
brimming over, the old biologist who marched to the
front of the lecture room to congratulate a man who
had proved him wrong. Yet when Dawkins himself
glibly asserted that scripture only became allegorical
when science made it so in the 17th-century, he felt
no similar urge to celebrate being corrected with
numerous examples of theologians like Origen, no
urge to openly admit in later editions of his book that
he got that claim hugely wrong.
Besides organised science not being quite what
it pretends, there is the longstanding campaign by
materialists to stamp out all traces of ‘woo’ nonsense
on the fringes of religion, such as astrology, faith
healing, homeopathy, prophetic dreams, ghosts,
strange intuitions; all that rubbish is where it gets
interesting. Attempts to methodically investigate
the supernatural have long stumbled over two main
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obstacles.
One obstacle is many sincere investigators say
‘extraordinary claims require extraordinary evidence’,
by which they really mean that because supernatural
phenomena are (to them) ridiculous or impossible,
evidence showing non-physical causation is required
to be massively stronger than evidence showing
physical causation. It depends what ‘extraordinary’
means. Under US law, FDA certification of a medicine
or new treatment requires the drug to outperform
the placebo effect. However separate research
studies show the placebo effect itself is measurably
strengthening over decades. This entails that some
drugs (eg Prozac, licensed in the 1980s) now would
not pass FDA tests since their effect is smaller than
today’s stronger placebo effect.
A number of researchers like Rupert Sheldrake
suggest the extraordinary-claims-extraordinaryevidence bar is set dishonestly high. They point out
many purely materialist hypotheses like a certain
material drug having a certain measurable material
effect, are judged successful at tiny margins of change,
far smaller than some studies claiming to detect
mind-to-mind communication. But non-matter-based
phenomena strike materialist researchers as inherently
implausible, even fantastical, so no result is ever
convincing enough for them.
The second obstacle is the assumption, famously
Galileo’s around 1600, that the cosmos must be lawlike, susceptible to mathematical handling, working
the same way at all times for all experimenters.
Anything vaguely supernatural or paranormal violates
this at once. If there is any supernatural component
to reality, its effects are personal, unreliable, and
substantially different in character from magnetism,
gravity, or electric charge. Whether or not we see
religion trying to structure an underlying supernatural
reality, both those topics are too big to analyse now.
It’s rather atheism/materialism that merits critical
attention.
Materialist atheism works the same way the blind
spot in our vision works.
For evolutionary reasons, the cells we, and most
animals, see with are mounted on the back of the
eyeball in reverse. The retina is inside out with the
back of each cell (where the neuron comes out)
pointing at the world. This is a very good reason to
disbelieve arguments that the biological world shows
evidence of a ‘designer’, because we got a sub-optimal
‘design’. One or two lifeforms have their vision cells
wired the right way round because they branched
out from the evolutionary tree early enough to avoid
the mistake the rest of us are stuck with. They have
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much sharper vision as a result. Ask any octopus. This
backwards mounting of each light-sensing cell means
the retina is strewn with nerve cables, like a TV studio
floor, and they gather to one point on the retina where
they punch back through a hole to reach the brain.
This is the blind spot. We don’t see it in our field
of vision. We’re not even aware we don’t see it. You
have to use tricks like moving a playing card ace
slowly across the edge of your peripheral vision until
the symbol at the centre of the card (the big heart, the
big spade…) suddenly vanishes and the card goes
entirely white in the middle. Our brain confabulates
to ignore the blind spot. That’s why the playing card
looks white in the middle once the ace symbol is lined
up with the blind spot – the brain is filling in with the
surrounding colour.
Our post-17 th-century culture’s denial of any
supernatural element to life, which religions attempt,
however clumsily, to explain, document, and morally
structure, is like that blind spot. Materialist scientists,
whether for good career reasons or out of sincere
belief in the philosophy of current science, cannot
look at it straight on.
Most of them cannot even see they cannot see it.
Mark Griffith is a financial trader whose weblog
http://www.otherlanguages.org follows news
on artificial intelligence, economics, and other
subjects. He is researching a book on whether AI
will change the way people live.
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The Advantages of Inherited Rule
The 92 hereditary peers are highly representative of conservative
values and should be kept on
Peter Day-Milne

O

ne should never use up political capital on
hopeless causes. I have no political capital,
so I am free to be as Quixotic as I like. I want
to defend the band of hereditary peers that still sits
in the House of Lords. A few weeks ago, the Sunday
Times confirmed its rapid descent into the gutter with
a childish, badly-reasoned attack on them. This was
a full-scale journalistic assault: the front page of the
Sunday paper; an editorial; a two-page spread with
cartoons and Bronwen Maddox. We can omit to
mention that it was illiterate (‘They are men because,
unlike the royal family… male primogeniture still
exists for hereditary peers’). We can pass lightly over
the puerile smearing of individual peers (‘the greatgrandson of a fascist’; ‘descendent of a slave owner’:
so what? lots of people are. These aren’t so much
attacks ad hominem as ad atavos). Let us instead look
at Times’ arguments.
These are several. First, peers are ‘unrepresentative’;
they ‘do not look like modern Britain’. They are all
white and male; most are old; many have very old
titles. Almost half went to Eton. Second, they are more
expensive than life peers, and on average they speak in
the House less often. Third, says the Times, they ‘lobby’
for ‘private interests’: they are sixty per-cent more
likely to mention business or personal interests in the
Lords than life peers are. Fourth, the system is unfair;
it is an ‘absurd anachronism’ and a ‘disgrace’. The
Times quotes the Labour life-peer Baroness Hayter:
‘The idea of only having people in because of what
an antecedent did, rather than what they themselves
did, is not something that would be accepted by the
British public today’.
These are bad arguments. Consider first the argument
that the hereditaries are unrepresentative because they
do not ‘look like’ ‘modern Britain’. The Times seem
to mean that modern Britain is less white, less old,
less Etonian, and less male than them. However, to
‘represent’ people in parliament is not to look like
them; it is to articulate their views and attitudes in the
public sphere, and to defend their interests, alongside
the national interest; ideally, is to do so better than
the average man could do. Representation is not
identity: the average uneducated person would do
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a bad job of representing himself in parliament. So
would the average young and inexperienced person.
Hence a wise, well-educated old man may be a better
representative of the young and uneducated, than the
young and uneducated themselves. If there are people
in parliament with long experience of life and a firstrate education, then that is a good thing — and an
increasingly rare one. The revising chambers of many
other countries’ legislatures are called ‘senates’, and
‘senate’ derives from the Latin senex, ‘old man’.
Besides, the Times’ logic is poor; if they want
to claim that ‘representation’ of ‘modern Britain’,
meaning all its people, is important, then they need
to make their case more clearly. If the Times wants
to define representation as identity, and then to claim
that the representation of modern Britons is important,
then that implies that parliament is defective not least
because it contains too few idiots, too few madmen,
and too few jailbirds.
It is not the job of the hereditaries to represent
Britain: that is the job of the Parliament of the United
Kingdom, of which the hereditaries form a small
part. Nor should we assume that the popularlyelected members of parliament, the Commons, are
representative of British people in every respect just
because they are elected. MPs are disproportionately
socially liberal. On the other hand, the hereditaries,
who make up about 10 per cent of the House of Lords,
provide some representation of the remaining patriotic
and socially conservative citizens of this country.
This is the advantage of the hereditaries’ having old
titles; and they have each imbibed a family tradition
of patriotism and public service; they instinctively
understand the ‘British way of doing things’; they
have an intuition for the subtle balancing of forces that
the British constitution, that so delicate and enduring
tradition of life provides.
Are the hereditaries expensive? If one reads the
inside page of the Times’ assault, one sees that, on
average, a hereditary peer costs £2,000 per year more
than a life peer. This makes the total annual premium
for the whole complement of hereditary peers about the
same as the annual salary of one top civil servant, and
a little over 10 per cent of Gary Lineker’s. This modest
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difference probably arises because fewer hereditaries
than life peers have London residences. They are not
professional politicians; and unlike too many life peers,
they are not part of the Westminster bubble.
They speak less often, but more often on their own
areas of knowledge. Hereditaries tend to think that they
should only speak when they have something to say.
And since most have never won a popular election or
otherwise ‘earned’ their way into Parliament, they do
not labour under the delusion that they have something
to say on every subject. Instead, they contribute
genuine knowledge and experience. The Times quotes
Lord Waverley on this: he says that he only speaks
on subjects on which he has ‘long experience and
deep personal knowledge… I am not certain that
my contributions on matters in which I had little
knowledge would be particularly valuable’. If only all
life peers and MPs could be so humble and self-aware.
The Times also complains that Lord Carrington,
who has worked in Saudi oil, recently cautioned the
Lords that ‘the alternative to the current [Saudi] royal
government… could be considerably worse’. To the
Times this is shocking, but it sounds like good sense.
Remember the ‘Arab Spring’? How foolish ideologues
rushed in to prepare the ground for ISIS, labelling any
hesitation as racist? The role of any revising chamber
is to provide cautious, experienced wisdom, even when
it is unpopular.
Is the hereditary system fair? The Times thinks not;
but that is because the Times, like all progressive
organizations, identifies fairness with equality, and
equality with what it likes. For the left, the system
cannot be fair, because not everyone has an equal
chance of becoming a peer. We always need to
challenge this sneaky reduction of fairness to equality.
A parliament half of women would be equal as to sex;
a parliament with many Playstation-loving young
men would be equal as to age and intelligence; by
some magic trick one might make a parliament equal
as to everything. To live with badly-made law is
unfair. To have inarticulate representatives is unfair.
To have foolish, ingenuous foreign policy is unfair.
There are far worse burdens to the citizen than to have
a parliament that is unequal as to age and sex and
intelligence. Yet politicians always treat equality as a
panacea, contrary to all the evidence. I find that unfair.
There are valid criticisms of the hereditaries. Under
Christendom, there was the ideal of the Christian
prince. People believed that nobles had a duty to excel
in morals as well as in other qualities. Aristocrats once
deferred to these ideals even if they didn’t meet them.
One still sees traces of this amongst some Catholic
continental aristocrats. Here the Church of England
inherited the doctrine of the indissolubility of valid
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sacramental marriage, but never balanced this with a
clear and adequate account of marriage-validity and
of the sacramental nature of marriage. Hence she was
always bound to give succour to divorce in the long
run; indeed the Archbishop of Canterbury supported the
Matrimonial Causes Act of 1857, which first permitted
it. From then on the aristocratic divorce rate rose
rapidly, especially from the early 20th century, and thus
aristocrats lost a sense of their duty and social role, to
set the standards of an advanced Christian civilization.
In the end, they lost confidence in themselves.
On the other hand, the hereditaries, as well as being
ideal upper-house parliamentarians, do still have
many genuinely noble qualities. For one thing, they
know that they owe their seats to quirks of history.
This is why they tend to have humility, that noble
midwife to wisdom, which is all too rare today. The
Times sneeringly quotes Lord Borwick: ‘Do I deserve
this place? Absolutely not! Am I grateful that I’ve
got it! Absolutely! And I hope that I’ve been working
hard enough to reckon that other people might think
I deserve it’. I find Lord Borwick’s words refreshing
amidst Westminster’s cloying air of entitlement,
pretension and rank pomposity. These are not the words
of a Bercow or a Blair, and that’s an argument in itself.
Peter Day-Milne read Classics at Oxford and
Philosophy at St Andrews. He is now writing a new
Latin course for scholarly learners.

Treat a Friend
to a Half Price
Subscription
Introduce a friend to the wonders of
‘The Review’ and they’ll get the first
year half price.
Contact our friendly staff
01462 234279
info@salisburyreview.co.uk
or online at:
www.salisburyreview.com
Only available for friends in
the UK owing to prohibitive
postage costs
23

Web: www.salisburyreview.com

Australia Withdraws from the World
Down under is Covid free, its people want to keep it that way
Daryl McCann

E

xpat Geoffrey Robertson, human rights
barrister extraordinaire, is at it again arguing
that Australians stranded overseas ought to
take their case to the United Nations Human Rights
Committee (UNHRC).
A representative of the UNHRC intimated that
Robertson might have a point because there are ‘few,
if any, circumstances in which deprivation of the
right to enter one’s country could be reasonable’.
Robertson and the UNHRC share the same liberal
internationalist ideology. The rights of the individual,
even if that individual has contracted Covid-19 or the
Salafi-jihadist virus, must always trump the welfare
of an entire nation.
Australians are fearful of contracting Covid-19, not
so much because we have suffered from the epidemic,
but because we have – so far, at any rate – avoided
it. And that is exactly the way we would like things
to remain. If we ignore Victoria, which bungled the
quarantining of international arrivals in the middle
of last year, only 90 Australians have died from
Covid-19. Many Australians have never worn a mask
or ever been required to wear a mask. I am one of
those Australians. There is no hubris in stating this.
Australia escaped the worst of Covid-19 because we
are an island-nation, like New Zealand and Taiwan, and
from as early as January 2020 the government barred
travellers from China entering our country. The other
incidental advantage we enjoyed was that students from
the Peoples Republic of China were not due to return
to our schools and universities until February or even
March 2020, so had not yet arrived.
By the time President Trump prohibited flights from
the Communist China on January 30, 2020, it was
already too late for America. By that point, 400,000
visitors from China, some tourists, but many of them
students, were moving throughout Australia. Beijing’s
representatives in Australia complained about the
anti-China bias of keeping them out and warned that
our multibillion-dollar overseas education sector was
at risk. Prime Minister Scott Morrison held his nerve.
In fact, a month later the drawbridge went up on all
regular flights into and out of Australia.
Qantas, as you might imagine, was devastated by
Canberra’s decision. Our international flag carrier’s
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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plan to return to business-as-usual was originally
pencilled in for July 2020, before being postponed to
October 2020, then March 2021, October 2021 and
now sometime in 2022, more likely in the latter rather
than the earlier part of the year. These days Australia
is a country of many races and yet something in the
order of 70 per cent of the population are in favour of
us remaining a veritable Hermit Kingdom – at least
for the time being.
In consequence, a ‘travel bubble’ has opened
up between Australia and New Zealand, with the
resumption of quarantine-free flights on April 19 this
year, just in time for Anzac Day. This was no small
thing considering that more than a half a million
Kiwis now make their home in Australia and that
the snowfields of New Zealand are a top overseas
destination for Aussies.
However, the majority of Australians have developed
something of a phobia about re-opening our islandnation to the world. Singapore, for instance, was
mooted as a future member of our ‘travel bubble’ but
their latest outbreak of Covid-19 has put a stop to
that. Within Australia itself there is constant fear of an
outbreak. Every month, or so it seems, the two-week
quarantine protocol enforced upon all international
arrivals – New Zealanders now excepted – falls short of
the mark. Sometimes this is the result of simple human
error or a faulty virus test or maybe the ventilation
system in the medi-hotel. (An isolation hotel near a
hospital). In any case, the responsible state government
will impose a snap lockdown in Adelaide or Perth or
wherever for three days. On every occasion – to this
point of time – the situation has been contained and
life returned to Covid-free normality.
There is a misconception, promoted by the likes of
Robertson and the Australian edition of the Guardian,
that Australian expats, who numbered a surprising one
million (out of a population of 25 million) before the
onset of the global pandemic, have been prohibited
from returning here. This is not strictly true. Although
regular flights to Australia were cancelled in March
2020, privately chartered and government-sponsored
flights have continued throughout, albeit these are
expensive and require arrivées to foot the bill for a
two-week quarantine in a supervised medi-hotel.
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This, obviously, mitigates against poorer expats, but
it is still a different story from Robertson’s accusation
that Australia has turned its back on compatriots
trapped overseas. Robertson gives the figure of
stranded Aussies as 40,000 but this is misleading.
While the number of people requesting repatriation has
remained between 35,000 and 40,000 since the middle
of 2020, approximately 28,000 have been returning
every month. Aussies still awaiting repatriation is a
near-constant figure as more are continually adding
themselves to the list.
Initially, it was anticipated that the numbers of those
wishing to return would be cleared by Christmas 2020,
and this might have been achievable were it not for
the ever-growing list and one other factor: a number
of Aussies have been granted an exemption during the
Covid to fly out of the country for family or business
reasons. Once their trip is complete, they add to the
register of those stranded overseas. For others it is
a case of changed circumstances due to illness, visa
expiration and employment status.
As circumstances change, as has been the case
in India, people suddenly decide they need to be in
Australia where the pandemic is contained. After the
sub-continent was tragically overwhelmed by a double
mutant strain of Covid-19, Canberra banned even the
special flights out of India – that is, ones necessitating
two weeks supervised quarantine on arrival – for a
period of two weeks to ensure the effectiveness of our
quarantine facilities, especially in Sydney, to handle the
pressure of up to 10,000 Australian citizens wanting
to urgently escape the current epicentre of the global
pandemic.
The temporary suspension of flights from India might
be characterised by Geoffrey Robertson as worthy of
the UNHCR’s attention. Certainly, the PC brigade here
were quick to criticise our government’s decision as
racist. Nonetheless, most Australians, regardless of
their ethnicity, accepted PM Morrison’s explanation
that the pause would ‘give some breathing space,
particularly in Sydney, and allow people from other
countries to come back’. He added that the Australian
cricketers in India to play in the Premier League
would not be given preferential treatment. Come
May 15, as promised, the temporary suspension was
lifted along with pledges to help India with an arsenal
of ventilators, surgical masks, goggles, gloves, face
shields and oxygen concentrators.
Nevertheless, the Morrison government might be
faulted on two fronts. Firstly, our quarantine system
amounts to a series of medi-hotels situated in provincial
capitals, run by the local state government. The
situation cries out for a national quarantine facility
located in a relatively remote location. To be fair, most
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people – Australians at any rate – believed the worst of
pandemic would be over by January of this year with
the advent of multiple vaccination options. There was
little thought of the new strains now overwhelming
India and Brazil.
The other criticism of the Morrison government is
that the rollout of Covid-19 vaccination in Australia has
advanced at a snail’s pace, compared with the rate in
the UK and other countries. We could put this down the
customary limitations of our federal-state government
arrangements. In Australia, when it comes to health,
the federal government provides the money, and the
local provincial governments deliver the service. The
upshot is that, as I write, less than 10 percent of the
population have been vaccinated. The original plan
was for all Australians to be vaccinated by October
2021. For the most part, only frontline health workers
and the elderly over 70 have had theirs. As I write, a
vaccine is available at no cost for anyone over the age
of 50, and yet a lack of urgency persists even amongst
the newly eligible.
The real consequence of Covid-19 – or, at least,
the threat of the virus – has been to turn traditional
conceptions about what it means to be Australian
on their head. One of the seminal tomes written
about Australia is Geoffrey Blainey’s The Tyranny
of Distance. Blainey asserted that the Australian
psyche was shaped by the anxiety of living an
enormous distance from our civilisation’s wellspring.
Our remoteness from Britain, even from our own
underpopulated tropical north, left us feeling uneasy
and isolated. Not anymore. If the ‘tyranny of distance’
affected how we perceived the wider world, the advent
of Covid-19 has transformed into something very
different.
Today, Australians are embracing the sanctuary of
remoteness. Younger Australians, previously forced to
work online from home because of random lockdowns
in cities, are now buying up real estate in remote
country idylls. Meanwhile, holiday makers search out
the incredible natural wonders of our continent, from
the deserts of South Australia and Western Australia
to the tropical forests of Queensland and the alpine
peaks of the Snowy Mountains. The tyranny of distance
has been vanquished. Aussies used to suffer from the
snobby ‘cultural cringe’, where our best and brightest
beat a hasty retreat to Earls Court or New York or
anywhere but here. It used to be that going overseas
was the only holiday worthy of respect. These days
most of us are enjoying just being at home.
Daryl McCann is an Australian journalist. He has a
blog at http://darylmccann.blogspot.com.au
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Après moi, le déluge
Are the French military planning a coup to save France from
Islam?
Theodore Dalrymple

W

hen generals, even retired generals, speak
of impending civil war, even hypothetically,
are they issuing a warning or making a
threat, or both? Were the retired French generals
who recently wrote an open letter in this vein to
the conservative weekly, Le Point, looking back
nostalgically to the early 1960s, when the army
attempted a coup against De Gaulle’s government that
was intent on granting Algeria independence? Or were
they merely making a sociological observation?
A civil war requires at least two sides to fight it. The
generals thought that the two main sides would be the
European French – les français de souche, that is to say
the French of no recent immigrant descent – on the one
hand, and recent immigrants or their near descendants,
mainly from North Africa or the former French subSaharan African colonies, whom France has had so
much difficulty in integrating let alone assimilating,
on the other. The implication is that Islamism, or even
Islam itself, is the problem, since quite large numbers
of Chinese and Vietnamese immigrants have been
absorbed into the country without great difficulty. For
all its faults, France remains an open society for those
who wish to join it: indeed, its universalist republican
ideology demands that it should do so. This explains
why it is illegal for the government to collect statistics
based upon ethnicity, a prohibition that has both
advantages and disadvantages.
A series of terrorist outrages, the latest the stabbing to
death of a woman working in a police station by a man
of Tunisian origin – raises the spectre of an organised
or at least systematic enemy within. For the moment,
Islamic terrorism poses no serious threat to the state:
during the widespread riots of 2005, no city centre
was attacked because the rioters were fully aware
of their fate at the hands of the feared Compagnies
Républicaines de Sécurité (the CRS) – the kind of
people from whom one does not ask the time – if they
ventured out of their areas. ‘The worse things become,’
said the commander of the CRS at the time, ‘the more
serene we are.’ No one could have mistaken the menace
of these words, and no one did.
Still, the idea that there are many territoires perdus
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de la république (urban areas where the state’s writ,
in effect, does not run) is scarcely a comforting one:
areas where the police enter only in force and heavily
armed, where fire engines and ambulances are regularly
stoned, where public buildings are burned down no
matter how many times they are restored, where young
male traffickers quite openly rule the roost, where
outsiders may not safely roam. The reality or extent of
this situation is sometimes denied by those now called
islamogauchistes (those who accept an unholy alliance
between leftism and Islamism, on the grounds that the
enemy of my enemy, in this case the existing order,
is my friend), but are themselves accused of being
in denial because they find reality is too disturbing,
especially to their cherished ideology.
Even if a quarter of births in France are now to
Moslems (as estimated by their given names), the time
is a long way off before a civil war will erupt between
Moslems and the rest. It is impossible to gauge with
any degree of accuracy the sentiments of the Moslem
population towards France. There are reasons for
alarm: polls suggesting that many of young Moslems
say they would rather live under Sharia than French
law, the booing of the Marseillaise before football
matches between France and Algeria that are held
in France, and so fort. But on the other hand there
is considerable integration as well, especially of the
well-educated. It is always hazardous to suppose that
a population of 5 million is of like mind.
But if civil war is unlikely, conflict is almost
certain, and not only between Moslems and others,
but between various layers or sections of society.
The Covid-19 crisis conveniently plastered over for
a time the fractures in French society revealed by the
Gilets jaunes, but they are still there. An illuminating
book by the sociologist, Jérôme Fourquet, L’Archipel
français (The French Archipelago), claims that France
is a country increasingly divided into islets dotted
around the territory, with populations which have little
personal contact with one another, and with differing
and distinct styles of life, tastes, mentalities, culture
and economic prospects. The weakness of his analysis,
perhaps, is that he assumes that France is different from
The Salisbury Review — Summer 2021

other countries in this respect, when one can see the
same, or very similar, processes at work in Britain and
the United States.
The main division is between the metropolitan elites
and the rest. These are the educated people who have
been able to take advantage of the opportunities offered
by globalisation and digitalisation, the kind of mobile
people who could find lucrative employment anywhere
and are not profoundly rooted in any particular place.
They are most heavily concentrated in Paris, but
they are found increasingly in cities such as Lyon,
Bordeaux, Toulouse, Montpellier and Nantes. Wellpaid, with good jobs, they drive up the price of real
estate in the centre of the cities in which they settle
and thereby exclude the formerly local population. In
Bordeaux, it is rare to find people born there who live
in the fashionable, and beautiful, central districts).
Surrounding the cities live what might almost be called
a helot class, who face hours of daily commuting to
perform ill-paid and precarious service work.
The elite class is not small: it is large enough in
major cities for its members never to meet, other
than superficially, any members of any other class.
It consists of millions of people and its members can
easily suppose that everyone lives as they do. When
M. Macron increased the tax on diesel, that led to an
explosion of discontent, he was responding to the
abstract concerns of the elite class, disregarding the
millions of people who have long distances to drive
to work, often in diesel vehicles which they were once
encouraged by the government to buy, and whose ends
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of the month are difficult. M. Macron’s trajectory
through life had never given him contact with people
like that.
The France outside the major cities (the France of
small towns and villages), where a large proportion
of the population still lives, is stagnating. The small
towns no longer serve a farming community, for French
agriculture, like that elsewhere but perhaps rather later,
has industrialised. The novelist, Michel Houellebecq,
with his customary acuity as to the subterranean forces
in French society, predicted a movement very similar
to the Gilets jaunes before it happened in his novel,
Sérotonine.
On the one hand complacency or fundamental
satisfaction with the way things are, on the other
grumbling resentment at the split in the country whose
official national motto is liberty, equality and fraternity:
the potential for conflict, though not for civil war, is
evident. But it is possible that Covid-19 might have
provided some kind of solution, or improvement, of the
situation. City dwellers have realised that life is easier,
less fraught, and lived at a higher standard, in small
towns than in large cities, and that they can do their
work just as well in them. Of course, the locals will
complain of the rich Parisians or others taking over, but
at least the wealth will be spread geographically, if not
socially. There will always be of which to complain,
which the French are notoriously always happy to do.
Theodore Dalrymple’s latest book is In Praise of
Folly, Gibson Square, 2019, £9.99.
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Abolish Whitey

C

Frank Haviland

oronavirus may grab all the headlines, but
despite a decent PR campaign, as pandemics
go it is a bit of an underachiever. The Black
Death and AIDS must be looking on mortified, as
their colleague fails to record a single UK-wide death
in 24 hours. There is an epidemic sweeping the globe
however, which can justly hold its head up high; the
whiteness virus.
Thanks to constant new strains, controlling the virus
is proving impossible. If you’ve not already tested
positive for white privilege, you’re probably just a
white supremacist, systemically racist, or suffering
from gammon overload.
Unlike the case of Covid, we cannot claim we were
ill-prepared either. Scholars have cautioned against
the scourge of whiteness for years: virologists like
Munroe Bergdorf, ‘The white race is the most violent
and oppressive force of nature on earth’, Kehinde
Andrews, ‘Whiteness is a psychosis’, and David ‘The
world doesn’t need any more white saviours’ Lammy,
who singlehandedly protected Africa from £8M worth
of whiteness-contaminated Comic Relief largesse.
The perils of whiteness are also well-documented by
the braver sections of the media: ‘We tend to empathize
with our online avatars. So let’s get rid of white emojis’
(The Guardian), ‘Can my children be friends with
white people?’ (The New York Times), and ‘It’s okay
to be white’ stickers condemned’ (The BBC). Yet until
now, there has been no official strategy to stamp out
the virus once and for all.
Hope is at hand however, as social distancing from
whiteness is finally rolled out across the board. A twopronged intervention is required if we are to staunch the
flow: primarily it is upon white men our assault must
focus, being as they are the spreaders of so heinous
a disease; they need to be silenced, or preferably
removed from view.
On the frontline, our media run daily health alerts to
protect us: ‘Why Indians hate white men’ (New York
Times), ‘Old white guys like me need to shut up and
listen’ (The Independent), ‘Stop white men explaining
stuff, says BBC boss’ (The Times).
In terms of white women, while certainly guilty of
carrying the virus, they may be shamed into recanting,
and hopefully reject white men altogether: ‘What
white women need to know about their privilege’
(The BBC), ‘Dear white women, are you abusing your
racial privilege?’ (Forbes), ‘Would you give up having
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children to save the planet?’ (The Guardian).
The advertising industry has rallied valiantly to
remove white men entirely from view, no mean feat
when you consider inter-racial couples account for
only 7 per cent of relationships in England and Wales.
Consider the flagship Christmas advertisements of
2017: Debenhams, Marks and Spencer’s and John
Lewis all held their nerve, and shunned traditional
families in favour of mixed-race couples (white
woman, black man, obviously).
Educationally, the virus is already under lock and
key. ‘Old white men’ are being replaced by walls of
diversity, and any ‘male, pale and stale’ professors with
the audacity to stick around are force-fed unconscious
bias theory by female minorities. Freshers have to take
mandatory ‘race awareness’ courses, to make them
‘more sensitive to the needs of ethnic minorities’. And
with white babies now virulent racists at 3-months,
there is understandable pressure from unions and
charities to force nursery teachers to give lessons on
white privilege.
Employers are starving the beast as best they can,
by refusing to hire any flagrantly white men. The
police deserve particular credit in this regard, for
implementing a zero tolerance approach to whiteness.
Gone are the white male choirs, and the candidates
who refuse to mitigate their pallor by at least having
the decency to be gay or transgender.
With the predictable exception of a few racist
Conservatives, politicians of every hue fully support
the new measures against whiteness. When not signed
up for anti-racist training, they’re doing their best to
jettison traditional white voters; which puts the Liberal
Democrats in the unknown territory of actually being
good at something.
Layla Moran (the harridan’s harridan) lectures her
voters for being ‘too old and white’. The Labour Party,
which at least has the good taste to openly disapprove
of its base, demands non-white shortlists and £10
surcharges for whites. So yes, Labour may have just
lost Hartlepool, but with a population 97 per cent white
– exactly how much of a loss is that?
With the future of the virus seemingly contained:
‘The last days of a white world’ (The Guardian),
experts now recommend a pincer movement upon
white history. As white statues tumble, historical
figures self-identify as black, and campuses are
decolonised (de-whitened) – it only remains for the
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ultimate extermination of whiteness – the suggestion
it never existed in the first place: ‘Britons were black
‘before these isles were British’ (The BBC).
Long-term, a vaccine is obviously the solution. While
that remains in the developmental phase, celebrities
are doing their part to lift public spirits. Mixedrace celebrities naturally identify as black (Obama,
Lewis Hamilton, Colin Kaerpernick), whereas white
celebrities are falling over themselves to disavow their
whiteness.
Anne Hathaway ‘denounces’ white privilege;
Eminem ‘slams’ white privilege, and Rosanna Arquette
‘feels so much shame’. And then there’s the whites so
terrified of the virus, they have simply become black
(Jessica Krug, Shaun King, Rachel Dolezal).
Despite the positive signs, constant vigilance is
required to keep whiteness in check. CNN rightly
reminds us, ‘What’s wrong with too many white men
in one place?’ But even assuming we have Jon Snow
on hand indefinitely to expose gatherings of more than
one, and Jeremy Vine selflessly policing white funerals,

the end of whiteness may not be in sight.
Muddying the waters are former allies like Trevor
Phillips. Once relied upon to oppose whiteness (‘BBC2
is Britain’s whitest TV station’), Phillips now appears
sympathetic to the condition: ‘(UK) is the best place
in Europe for black people to live’. Phillips it seems,
is that most dangerous of entities: an asymptomatic
carrier.
It may seem harsh, but the time has come to consider
culling white men for the greater good. Perhaps
commedienne Sophie Duker was onto something
when she joked recently, ‘When we say we want to kill
whitey, we don’t really mean we want to kill whitey
(we do)’. At the very least, surely the government could
put them all under indefinite lockdown? It’s for their
own good, after all.
Frank Haviland is a Londoner living in South Korea,
and the author of Banalysis: the Lie Destroying the
West.

A Dead Cert Winner?
Horse racing is like globalisation and inequality, the money only
goes one way

M

Catherine Blaiklock

do not poo twenty times a day, as an army of stable
lads run around hourly picking up droppings from
the immaculate heated stables. No frolicking about
in the perfect green grassy paddocks for her mother
and father. Breeding is big business, paying for all the
miles of freshly painted white post and rail fences.
No artificial insemination either as all thoroughbreds
must be ‘done’ ‘in horse’ as it were. The stallion has
five minutes with the mare and the mare must be made
perfectly ready and just ovulating when she receives
him. Expensive vets are required to perform this feat.
A good breeding stallion will cover (the polite term
for equine intercourse) at least 100 mares a year. The
owner of each mare is likely to pay anything from
£5000 to £600,000 for the privilege of the precious
sperm with the right genetics. The poor stallion could
cover 400 mares if the owners wanted to work him
really hard and each mare must be inseminated between
February and May as all racehorses have a birthday
on January 1st irrespective of when they were actually
born. Some stallions have to cover five mares a day,
every day, during the breeding season.

y horse has two names: her home name
is common or garden ‘Daisy’; her formal
name, registered on a horse passport issued
by Weatherbys, a blue blooded firm founded in 1770, is
‘Graffitista’ – graffiti artist in Italian. Most race horses
have the weirdest names.
Daisy is the most magnificent horse that I have
ever owned. She is a purebred thoroughbred of the
finest quality – the Royalty of horses – a ‘hot blood’
descended directly from three foundation stallions
in the seventeenth century. Her head is finely boned,
pretty and delicate, her hooves, bearing the weight of
one thousand pounds of horse flesh, are no bigger than
a small bone china teacup. Her forelegs are no wider
than my forearms and her bay coat is as fine as silk.
Her eyes are pure, deep dark velvety brown that shine
so brightly and mysteriously that they are like looking
into the depths of a dark pond shimmering on a sunny
day. She has a pretty little white star on her forehead.
Daisy was conceived in a posh stud in Ireland – the
sort of place where you feel out of place without a Limo
and a driver and where it would appear that horses
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mare for a year and then Daisy as a foal and then in
training for two years.
Someone else thought Daisy had potential as a
three-year-old – maybe a different trainer or a different
length of race – like most bad investments, hope is
eternal and her breeding said she should be able to win.
Sadly not. Daisy was last in another bunch of races –
badly trailing. Some horses do not have the heart for
it and cannot see the point of exerting themselves so
Legendary sire Galileo breeds winners at £600,000 a
much that sometimes the blood vessels burst in their
go and his worth is more than the current estimated
lungs and they bleed through their noses. Now the
transfer values of Cristiano Ronaldo, Lionel Messi
owners have a horse stuck in a box costing them £600
and Neymar
a week. They want out and fast.
Galileo is worth £180m.
Racehorses often do not make good riding horses
On the other side of Daisy’s family is grandfather
– they are used to bolting off as fast as possible, they
Danehill, a winning American horse whose grandfather
are bred to be excitable, skittish and hot. They are not
was Northern Dancer. He
an amateur plod and need a lot of
became the top breeding stallion
retraining. The only option is to
in Australia after he was sold by
sell ex-racehorses as four-yearthe famous Irish Coolmore stud
olds (the age at which normal
for $24m in 1990 – one of the
horses are just starting to be ridden
top prices ever paid for a stallion
and are considered grown up) to
at that time. The difference
a dealer. He buys them in groups
in age of Daisy’s respective
for £500 each.
grandfathers is because good
And that’s the economics of
stallions retired to stud can cover
racehorses. I bought Daisy from
for fifteen to twenty years. The
a dealer for £1000 when the
income stream is enormous.
average riding horse cost £4000.
It’s not just the cost of breeding
Just because a stallion is a star
that makes racing the sport of
and the stud fee is £600,000 does
‘Kings’ (or rather Sheikhs and
not mean that the offspring is
hedge fund managers now), it
fast. Despite all the research on
is the cost of keeping a horse in
racehorse genetics, it’s still luck.
training. It is almost as much as
You might get a horse worth £180
sending a child to public school:
million or more likely you will get
£25,000 to £30,000 a year per
a horse worth £500 after having
Daisy
horse. The list of things apart
lost a six-figure sum.
from a stable and a field that a racehorse needs are
Like many things in the world today, the wealthy
enormous – farriers, vets, grooms, gallops, entry fees,
are paying more and more for the best horses and it is
luxury horseboxes, operations, jockey fees and a whole
not just the 1 per cent of racehorses that make all the
cupboard of special rugs for all occasions: a fly rug for
money but the 0.1 per cent and sometimes the 0.01 per
hot summer days, a fleece stable rug, a rain coat for
cent. Inequality and globalisation have come to the
wet weather, a smart racecourse rug for outings and
horse world too. The wealthy owners with strings of
a sweat rug which is like a man’s string vest for after
horses like Sheikh Rashid Al Maktoum, the recently
the race. All have to be specially laundered because
deceased eldest brother of the ruling family of Dubai,
they are too big to go in an average washing machine.
put millions into racing and ended up winning almost
That is without special foods, supplements, hay, and
everything.
sawdust – racehorses do not sleep on farm yard straw.
The romantic idea that an amateur owner with one
Racehorses generally race as two-year-olds. Daisy
racehorse is going to win is sadly long gone. Most
did and managed to come last in five races despite her
will lose a fortune.
grandfathers’ pedigrees. She was then sold for £40,000
at Tattersalls – a considerable loss to the first owners
who must have been stood in at nearer £150,000 given Catherine Blaiklock was a currency and options
that they not only had to pay the stud fee but keep the trader in London, New York, Singapore and Tokyo.
Just work out the numbers: Daisy’s father’s stud fee
was €60,000. If he covers 100 a year, that is €6.5m, if
he covers 400, it is a whopping €26m.
But that is still relatively cheap in the world of horse
racing. Daisy is one of the best bred racehorses in the
world: not one but both her grandfathers have their own
Wikipedia pages. One grandfather was called Galileo.
This was The Sun headline just a few weeks ago:
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Is Isaac Newton Losing Momentum?

I

Roger Watson

t is abundantly clear that British Universities are
becoming increasingly detached from the reality
of the lives of everyday people. Some may say that
their grip was always tenuous, and in some ways, that
is their job. To think great thoughts and come to lofty
and occasionally useful conclusions. But lately I think
they could fairly be accused of thinking too much and
subsequently arriving at some ridiculous conclusions.
It is almost as if Groundhog Day and April Fool’s
Day have merged to keep us in a perpetual state of
apprehension about what is coming next.
My own university, the University of Hull, is not
immune as explained by a member of staff John
MacNab (presumably a nom de plume) in The
Salisbury Review recently over its apparent shelving
of the need for students to spell properly and use
correct grammar in their assignments. But at least the
proclaimed intention here seemed worthy, widening
access to pupils from underperforming schools and
others whose first language is not English, even if it
is possible to poke fun at the decision. But another
Yorkshire university, and one from which I graduated
and at which I later taught, the University of Sheffield,
seems to have taken the proverbial biscuit for its
decision to cancel Sir Isaac Newton. Specifically, the
Faculty of Engineering has decided to find ways of
teaching Newtonian physics without – wait for it –
mentioning the man himself, or setting him in such a
bad light (decolonising the curriculum) that students
may not wish to hear his name again. Newtonian
physics are fundamental to engineering, describing as
they do the old school science class chestnuts of the
equal and opposite reactions of colliding bodies, the
conservation of momentum and the laws of gravity.
Newton was a flaming genius and his laws, those of
classical mechanics, still apply to the way objects move
and relate to each other in the visible universe.
The reason for Newton’s fall from grace at Sheffield
is that he may potentially have profited from the
slave trade. He may have profited. Nobody knows
if he did. He did, apparently, purchase shares in a
company with slaving interests which, ironically,
later collapsed financially. So, factually, he did not
profit; he lost a fortune. But that is hardly the point.
If Newton’s foolhardy attempt at profiteering cannot
be seen in context, then there can simply be no end to
who gets cancelled and the ridiculous extent to which
universities and other affected bodies will have to go to
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accommodate this tomfoolery. It can hardly have been
possible to find a company in Newton’s day that did not
have interests in the slave trade. I have no idea what
was going through Newton’s mind when he invested,
other than making some money, but I doubt he was
doing it with the deliberate intention of perpetuating the
slave trade. It is also impossible to ascertain whether
he knew that the company used slaves, I am inclined
to believe he probably did.
Nevertheless, if we are going to cancel everyone
‘with links to’ or who ‘may have profited from’ the
slave trade, we will have to cancel most of our British
ancestors. After all, who among them will not have
had some cotton garments whereby they ‘profited’ by
getting dressed, and who among them will not have
eaten some food which contained sugar? In fact, almost
anything that came from outside of the shores of the
UK will have had some element of slavery involved
in its harvesting, mining or manufacture. And not all
of this relates to imports to the UK. I do not wish to
make light of the suffering of slaves but in the UK, by
the time slavery was ended here in 1807, the industrial
revolution had been going for nearly 50 years and
continued for a further 30. These were the halcyon
days of British invention and manufacture but we
also created a system of quasi-slavery with children
working in factories and going up chimneys, described
as the ‘tortured hands that modernised the world’. We
seem, still, to accept this and the extent to which it
continues to profit us, with equanimity.
But back to Newton and Sheffield. From where does
this utter nonsense arise? Who is drawing a salary
for allocating their time to this and how, exactly, will
the university lecturers accommodate this in their
teaching? I dread to think how Newtonian physics can
be taught without mentioning Newton; will it be called
something else (too late if anyone has the idea to call it
non-Newtonian physics, that one is taken by quantum
mechanics) or will it just be taught as a series of facts
that have no particular origin? How does the lecturer
answer the student who asks: ‘who first formulated
these laws?’ Will all the old physics texts be taken off
the shelves of the library? Will a lecturer who mentions
this alternative dreaded ‘N’ word be investigated and
disciplined? We can only await clarification.
Roger Watson is a Professor of Nursing
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My Mum Says
Mark Mantel’s mother has no time for the Floyd verdict

I

asked Mom recently what she thought of the Floyd And the jurors are all frightened. They have a way to
proceedings. We are both monarchists at heart, in push them, you know? (I am a lawyer, but that has
the Russian fashion, and the talk proceeded in the never deterred her from enlightening me on criminal
way of our family. That is to say, at the kitchen table, procedure and the niceties of juridical practice). And
tea and jam, cakes, a sip of vodka.
the police chief came in and lied like a real rascal.
She snapped, without blinking, that the policeman He said it was not the right procedure. Why did they
should be released at once. That the criminals have change the regulations if it wasn’t right procedure at
already become emboldened. Her argument amounted the time? What was there to change then? Imbeciles!’
to Machiavelli’s dictum that the oppressed first start
And so what do I think?
by wishing to ease their burdens but start swaggering
I think the man was guilty of manslaughter. And my
and subjugating others the second they feel strong. real reason is not the legalistic one that I could frame, if
And she swears she has decidedly seen a smug look I wanted. It was the smug look on his snout while he did
appear on the collective swarm. She then tempered the the crime that convinced me. There was a hubris in it
Machiavelli part with a sort of Benthamite reasoning. that warrants punishment from on high. Maybe if he did
I half-agreed with her, but each generation gets a the same thing in a humble and reluctant way, I might
tad softer. Yet in my house, we can’t really pull from feel different. Indeed, it would really be different.
the storehouse of contemporary ideas or even hint at Every crime, after all, has an actus and also a mental
any kind of pap or sloganeering.
culpability that accompanies
Everyone knows the Mafia
So, I brought Dostoevsky into
it. The triumphalism of this
fell apart when the mafiosi
the matter. But what about
crime, along with the grim result,
Raskolnikov? If you sacrifice
proffers me my stand.
started ratting each other.
even one greedy pawnbroker
Still, I do not like that the
This is a good thing. But
for the good of the many it is
police chief testified against
the police falling apart
still a violation of divine law for
one of his own. It was not a
is
not
such
a
good
thing.
which retribution will follow and
principled act. It was not an act
a moral rot set in on society. In
of conscience. It was false and
other words, you can’t let the cop off because of its fake. Everyone knows the Mafia fell apart when the
possible social expediency (assuming it would even mafiosi started ratting each other. This is a good thing.
be expedient).
But the police falling apart is not such a good thing.
This quieted her a minute; I was talking her language, Then again, I don’t really like it when gangsters snitch
to some extent. But then she fired back harder than on their friends either.
ever: ‘What is this stinking Floyd? He was on drugs.
There is also another aspect to all this that nobody
He forged checks. Like a real villein! And do they talks about. When the police get weak it temporarily
show what he did just before? No! Only what they leads to a period of greater disorder and anarchy.
want everyone to see! The policeman used the method But soon the central authority increases its power to
he was trained. Every criminal cries: It hurts! It hurts! restore order. I don’t know if that power will be more
Should they let them all run off like rabbits? Now the or less than what we have now. But it will be bigger
police will be scared to do anything. Already they act and broader and more suffocating on all of us. Just
like little sheep. Please can I arrest you?’
read Doctor Zhivago if you get a spare week. Maybe
Then the Guilty verdict came in. I called Mom about Biden and Kamala are greedy for this possible boast
what she thought. She quipped: ‘They just didn’t want to executive muscle?
another riot.’
As for me, I just hope the next generation of my
‘But Mom, you don’t think the jury was fixed? Isn’t family doesn’t get any softer than I am. Sorry Mom.
that going too far?’
‘It wasn’t fixed, of course. But who was his lawyer?
Some nonentity, of course. Probably scared for his skin. Mark Mantel is a lawyer
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‘A Warre of All Against All’
Essex man becomes a victim of the one world order
Don Beech

A

bout seven years have passed since I reported
on the dire situation of the White British
population in the London Borough of Barking
and Dagenham where I grew up (SR, vol 32, no 3).
Here’s an update.
Our council was known as ‘Corned Beef City’
because of its Scandinavian style homes – two story
prefabs of corrugated steel construction, freezing in
winter, tropical in summer, lined inside throughout
with asbestos, no central heating – which stood then
as now on Dagenham’s eastern marches on land
reclaimed from nature by the Ford Motor Company.
Since the 1930’s when these homes were built, and
until relatively recent times they were occupied
overwhelmingly by the overspill of white industrial
workers from the slums of London’s East End; and
until I went to grammar school in the mid 1960’s this
was my world. As far as authority was concerned,
‘Corned Beef City’ openly housed the ‘deplorables’
of the day – although our headmaster still rubbed his
hands together with glee as he picked out Jewish boys
to clean the toilets, so we weren’t the only ‘trash’.
But none of this mattered, because in common with
everybody else, I unreflectively identified as a member
of British society, while community still meant a small
isolated unit of population usually found in the British
countryside: farming and village communities.
Today the only white British folk left in Barking and
Dagenham are those too old, poor, infirm or confused
to leave; drug dealers with their staff and customers;
benefits cheats and more legitimate recipients;
and young middle-class folk (probably innocent
provincials, local authority types, social workers,
socialists) who, because of cheap housing, ignorance,
and their own (virtuous?) stupidity, have chosen to
live there ‘amongst the people’. The demographic
transformation has continued to sweep across the
borough; and the kind of banter ironically linking
the aesthetics of corned beef tins and architecture
considered suitable for the borough’s deplorables,
has now faded into history. Walking the streets of
Barking and Dagenham, it’s really not difficult to
spot there are more Somalis, Ghanaians, Nigerians,
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Poles, Bosnians, Lithuanians, South Asians, Roma
Gypsies, Afghans, Syrians, Moslems, Sikhs, Hindus
than there are White British folk. And the criminal
failure of élites to resist the fall from 80.9 per cent in
2001, to 50.39 per cent in 2011 of the White British
population at the same time as it allowed the multiethnic minority populations to climb from 19 per cent
to 51 per cent, will shortly be made to look even worse
when the 2021Census is published.
This really matters because it might help divine the
future of places of a similar demographic configuration,
and help look beyond the ‘red wall’ phenomenon to
the urban future of Britishness. My guess is that
Barking and Dagenham will never turn blue like
Labour’s northern heartlands did in the 2019 election;
the transformation has already gone too far. Much
of the borough is no longer part of British society;
instead, it’s now a nebula of communities where most
folk live side-by-side as brothers and sisters in faith, as
members of tribes ‘from home’, and with allegiances
to multiple ethnic identities and languages, rather than
to an overarching society defined by a centralised
system of authority like Britain. The élites are less
socialist politicians, worthies or entrepreneurs, and
more ‘community leaders’ and gods’ mouthpieces.
especially Pakistani Imams and African Pastors.
Whilst Mayor Khan likes to call everybody physically
living in London a ‘Londoner’ – whether they’ve
been there for a week or a lifetime –they’re not.
Community life can be claustrophobic, and lacking in
one of the great strengths possessed by British society
in being able to offer its members the possibility of
sufficient anonymity for the free expression of modern
individualism; a status which is only tenable because
the society functions as a population of strangers,
people who don’t live in each other’s pockets and
relentlessly spy on each other. According to Roger
Scruton, this kind of society (of strangers) works
well for a number of reasons: because members
share a fixed, historically defined territory; willingly
accept a common system of law, observe a duty
and right of citizenship; accept clear water between
public and private life (especially religious worship);
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and willingly express the freedom to avoid and be there is no WE to speak of.
avoided by neighbours if they wish. Confusion about
The unfortunate white British population which
this mutually ‘unusual’ social comportment was a finds itself banged-up for the rest of its members’
significant problem when the Windrush generation lives in a Petrie dish like Barking and Dagenham as
landed and we failed to receive them with open arms it incubates all the future horrors of urban Britain,
and brass bands. Encountering us on their own terms, might be exemplary of the fate of other populations
folk from the Caribbean quite rightly must have been up and down the land, even of those on the Red Wall.
really freaked-out by how miserable, standoffish I won’t put lipstick on a pig, the borough was always
and unwelcoming we were. But still they came with rough, and a bit dangerous, but over the past thirty
resentments which never went away.
years it has become endowed with a physical and
Allowing mass uncontrolled immigration onto spiritual ugliness, a feeling and reality of disorder,
such a small, severely deprived territory of just disintegration and threat along with the Grime Music
fourteen square miles, of human beings from ‘vibrant’ which is so popular amongst its ‘yoof’. Grime music
religious, social and political formations with habits might even be one signal amongst many that Barking
and customs opposite to ours and often to each other, and Dagenham could be on course to a political and
was never going to be a win for White folk. Those social future with neither a social contract, nor a
with energy and skills fled in droves to dormitory generally shared and ordered basis for membership
towns such as Chelmsford,
and peaceful co-existence.
Barking and Dagenham will
Colchester and Southend.
Since the English Civil
never turn blue like Labour’s
Even before ‘the great
War, lower class Britons
influx’ started in the early
have known every kind
northern heartlands did in the
1990’s the White population
of deprivation, and shared
2019 election; the transformation
had begun to endure the
untold harm at the hands of
h a s a l re a d y g o n e t o o f a r.
cloud cover of racist victimrulers, but never have they
shaming for complaining
been vulnerable to the kind
or speaking out against it; the Ray Honeyford case of Hobbesian state of nature from which the brothers
tells the same story which is now being re-enacted and sisters from Syria, Afghanistan and Nigeria fled,
in and outside Batley Grammar School. Education, only to bring it with them to their new home.
healthcare, public transport, social care, and especially
Barking and Dagenham are also a solid empirical
shopping – Heath Robinson ‘Africanised’ shop signs demonstration of the real-world consequences of the
are everywhere – are now very different everyday hegemony of the Blairite-style liberal ‘one-world’
experiences; and its once high quality, respected order. The uncontrolled movement of goods, people
and well used libraries (known now as ‘information and information whose globalising consequences land
hubs’) no longer have much meaning as engines of in places of misfortune like Barking and Dagenham,
enlightenment and social mobility, unless you want has happened at the same time as the centralising
to claim more benefits or find a good criminal or power of modern nation-states like Britain have
immigration lawyer. For the (35 per cent?) white begun to wane, leading, as Hedley Bull argues in The
British who remain, their lot is one of extreme anomie; Anarchical Society (1977) to the regression of parts
ghettoised on a shrinking ice-floe, they now live in of these societies to neo-medieval fragmentation of
ideological, religious and social separation from the political and social authority. It seems reasonable
archipelago of tribal, Islamic, Pentecostal Christian, to ask if the ascendancy today of corrupt and idiot
multi-ethnic, religious and linguistic communities politicians, drug king-pins, chavs, gangsters, dopers,
which encircles them. Approached at a bus stop rappers, serial killers, financial criminals, evangelical
minding my own business by a chap waving what I preachers denying the efficacy of vaccines, and
took to be a Koran, he implored me ‘Brother! Don’t the severe rule of ‘unchained violence’ exercised
behead your Brother!’ Safe to say beheading someone by Sharia over the lives of women, apostates and
was less important to me than getting home but that’s homosexuals, means that some kind of ‘warre of all
anomie – norms of mutual understanding have gone against all’ might be coming Barking and Dagenham’s
AWOL. In Barking and Dagenham shared norms way sometime soon…?
of Britishness are now on life-support; and despite
repeated liberal affirmations that ‘we are all in it
together’, for instance in seeing-off Covid, unity is a
fantasy because unlike in my Corned Beef City, today Don Beech is a retired teacher
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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Surviving as a Conservative in Joe Biden’s
America
Bernard Carpenter

W

hen asked where I stand on the political
spectrum or a current issue, I often become
mealy mouthed and struggle to find the
correct words. If silence is not an option, I try to
change the subject, a skill I’ve perfected over the years,
having had much practice in the rarefied hallways of
academia. Rarely if ever do I lie outright, although I am
perfectly capable of doing so to avoid compromising a
friendship or losing a job. For being a conservative in
the United States these days, I have to be very careful
about expressing my preference for, to paraphrase what
Oscar Wilde said about romantic love between men,
the ideology that dare not speak its name.
While the need to hide one’s conservative views long
predates the election of Donald J Trump in 2016, it is
imperative to do so in recent months. Indeed, since
the violent episode at the US Capitol on January 6,
the merest hint that you are questioning current leftwing orthodoxies can get you labelled a ‘right-wing
extremist,’ a ‘white supremacist,’ or even, a ‘domestic
terrorist,’ subject to the full rigor of the many laws
designed to seek out and punish enemies of the state.
One must be very careful when decent men and
women can lose their livelihoods and reputations for
expressing mildly heterodox views, which were until
very recently considered mainstream. It wasn’t much
more than a decade ago that Hillary Clinton and Barack
Obama were giving speeches defending traditional
marriage as a covenantal contract between a man and
a woman for siring and raising the next generation. Try
doing that in the current climate in the United States
and you will be ridiculed, called a homophobe, and run
the risk of being cancelled – all for trying to vindicate
an institution that has held civilization together since
time immemorial and to which some of us remain
rather attached.
As a history teacher I am circumspect in a profession
that leans overwhelmingly to the left, for as I have
learned over the years, teachers, especially when they
wield power beyond the classroom, can be vicious and
unforgiving. Even a simple posting on social media can
get you in trouble. I’ve had people threaten to get in
touch with my headmaster for posting an article on a
world history teachers’ Facebook page about how the
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wearing of hijabs and niqabs by women in Muslim
societies has increased in nations like Egypt and Iran
since the 1970s. My post was intended to stimulate
historical analysis, or trigger a conversation, but to do
so these days, as I learned on this and other occasions,
is a risky business.
Holding conservative views is not yet illegal in the
United States, although in some professions – teaching,
for instance, it might seem that way at times. Americans
of all political stripes, race, ethnicity, gender, and
identity espouse conservative or traditionalist views of
one kind or another questioning same-sex marriage or
the belief that a man wearing lipstick, a fluffy blonde
wig, and a dress is a biological female, what we used
to call a woman, but it is becoming imprudent to air
those views in public.
I had a cathartic moment a few years ago at an
expensive private school where I was working at the
time when I ran into a colleague in the hallway who
happens to be black. (I only mention his race because
African-Americans who question leftist politics are
often called ‘race traitors’ or ‘Uncle Toms,’ so therefore
deserve special recognition.) Although it’s difficult
to remember the exact conversational flow that led
us to discovering that the other was a conservative, I
remember us both looking from side to side to see if
anyone was listening but it happened and, to borrow
a term from the far left, was liberatory for both
participants in the conversation.
Barely a day goes by without someone in the media
or the educational or cultural establishments urging
us all to engage in ‘courageous conversations’ about
one of the burning issues of the day. Listening to the
increasingly leftward-leaning and taxpayer-funded
National Public Radio, which, like the BBC, has
abandoned any pretence of impartiality, my wife and
I take bets on how soon someone will mention the
word ‘conversation’. Many are afraid to participate in
such conversations for fear of saying the wrong thing,
misspeaking or using the wrong word, or at least a word
that everyone was using until last month, just before
someone with pink hair and a nose ring living in their
parents’ basement suddenly decided it was no longer
acceptable to use it, and anyone using it should now
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be shamed and driven from the public square.
Conversations about race have become especially
precarious ever since the death of George Floyd in
police custody last May in the city of Minneapolis.
Hardly a day passes without some prominent individual
being cancelled for contravening the unwritten rules
of acceptable speech; and context, it seems, is rarely
a defence.
One of the most troubling examples of a person
being cancelled, involved veteran science journalist
Donald McNeil, Jr, recently forced to resign from the
New York Times for saying the N-word in response to
a young woman’s question about the appropriateness
of the word in a friend’s video. Mr McNeil uttered the
racial slur without malice trying to achieve clarity and
offer advice to a young person seeking his counsel on
a school trip sponsored by the New York Times, but did
not stop around 150 of his colleagues in the newsroom
from signing a petition censuring him and demanding
he apologize. His cringing apology is difficult reading,
reminding me a little of a Soviet-era show trial.
This disturbing incident of cancel culture attracted the
attention of the mainstream media, but most incidents
of this kind pass without any publicity because they
happen to ordinary men and women without much of a
public profile. How can teachers of American literature

survive professionally when teaching classics like To
Kill a Mockingbird or Huckleberry Finn, novels that
make considerable use of the N-word, without falling
foul of the language police? My hat goes off to these
heroic men and women.
With Joe Biden in the White House, things will
only get worse. Even before he took office, Critical
Race Theory and toxic and divisive ideas about
white privilege were being embedded in our schools,
universities, human resource departments, corporate
boardrooms, and even in the military. Dark days lie
ahead for those of us who love freedom and detest
compelled speech.
Now that the floodgates of illiberalism and political
correctness have been opened by the incoming
administration, aided by a compliant mainstream media
and empowered by Big Tech, it is hard to be optimistic
during this moment of collective insanity. There is one
thing I can say for certain: Americans will be less free
to express themselves in the immediate future; and
the First Amendment, that most succinct and clearly
articulated expression of human freedom in world
history, will be tested for all its glorious worth.
Dr Bernard Carpenter grew up in Dorset, England
but now teaches history in Minneapolis, Minnesota.

Zoom
The hall of mirrors that has replaced people
Mary Sydney

S

itting in the weak Spring sunshine at a birthday
tea with four friends it was almost like old times,
although of course in the past we’d have been
inside, not sitting out there in our thermals, anoraks
and hats. At 5pm we were reluctant to leave but were
all committed to a Zoom meeting. An hour later we all
sat at our screens and saw exactly the same faces again,
plus one. That strange hall of mirrors which replaced
Skype at the start of the lockdown is now very much
part of our lives, giving rise to the new national catchphrases; ‘You’re muted!’ (Usually shouted several
times) ‘Yes, we can see you!’ and more fantastically,
‘Do you mind if I change my background?’
‘Zoom Video Communications’ now has a market
value of a hundred and twenty billion dollars. Its
Chinese founder is worth nearly the same again, and
nearly two million Britons were Zooming daily by
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late last year, entering virtual meetings for work,
neighbourhood clubs, book groups, yoga, political
gatherings, life painting, church meetings, auditions,
rehearsals, choirs, academic lectures and socializing
with family and friends. For some it was their only
chance to see their grandchildren growing up but it
has also changed our manners and introduced new
anxieties.
The basic courtesy of saying ‘Hello’ when someone
arrives seemed to go, and apart from family meetups,
it put an end to all small talk and exposed the inability
of most people to make their point concisely. Zoom
offers a blatherskite’s charter as it’s remarkably hard
to stop someone on screen when they are in full flow.
The hand signal can be raised and too easily ignored.
There are also background embarrassments; in Japan
where many houses have thin partition walls, people
The Salisbury Review — Summer 2021

It has become one of the few structures of the day,
replacing ones that were lost when we were all shut
in. Leaving lock-down I don’t wish to rely on it any
longer. I no longer need to hide away or shield anyone
but want to get back to where we were before all this
post-bat eating frenzy began. It’s dismaying to hear
people say that they want to carry on with life as it
now is, on Zoom.
My art group seems particularly reluctant to change
back. ‘But we can get models here from all over the
world,’ they say, as we look at life models and paint
portraits of girls from Brazil and Portugal and a youth
in South Africa who can stand on his head. I want to
get back to using local life models with all their lumpy
strangeness, lateness, intransigence and tantrums. It
will also be a relief to be
able to paint people in
natural daylight rather
than from lighting in a
studio filtered through a
mobile.
British reticence, a
natural tendency towards
agoraphobia, ‘An
Englishman’s home is
his castle,’ as it used to be
termed, that reluctance
to engage with others
and a growing indolence
are fusing dangerously;
holding meetings in your
pyjamas or without any
clothes at all if you keep
your camera off, is all
very well, but we need to
break out of this app-induced sloth and get going again,
back to real life with all its external challenges. This is
also about protecting jobs in the long-term. Managers
and HR teams are investing less, reducing costs, cutting
staff benefits while increasing their workloads. Can
people sitting at home really have any powerful voice
with employers they don’t meet face to face?
If our parents could manage to return to a new normal
after the trauma they went through during World War
Two, picking up the threads of their old lives and
starting new ones, creating an economic boom and a
more equitable society, we also have to find the will
and stamina to do the same. But who is going to be
the first to quit Zoom?

were disgusted by noises off of people eating and
worse. Animals can be a problem too, particularly cats
walking back and forth across the screen as a way of
getting extra attention which might lead to biscuits.
All those faces looking back can also give people
the creeps; according to The Economist magazine, the
rise of video-conferencing during the pandemic has
caused ‘Zoom face envy’ as well as ‘face-dysmorphia’
as we now spend hours staring at our own faces and,
inevitably, comparing them with those of others. Poor
lighting and the skewed angles of laptop cameras are
rarely flattering. Nor is ‘lockdown face,’ brought on
by stress, or living in hibernation without sunlight or
exercise. The American Academy of Facial Plastic
and Reconstructive Surgery reckons that the pandemic
has created a ten percent
increase in cosmetic
surgery countrywide.
In France, despite limits
on elective procedures
during the pandemic,
plastic surgery is up by
nearly twenty percent.
According to Ashton
Collins, the boss of Save
Face, a firm that refers
people seeking limited
cosmetic treatments
‘Business is through the
roof.’
Perhaps delusional, I
think I look better than
usual on Zoom, for some
reason bathed in a soft
golden light which I
cannot alter. My anxiety was more performance
based. After I’d got over my initial worry about being
able to use the technology, I became afraid of missing
meetings, which increased. If you have more than two
a day you have to start putting them down in the diary.
Then some cruelly send their links very late, or they get
lost among other e mails. ‘The missing link’ previously
discussed by 19th century anthropologists and 1930s
eugenicists took on a new meaning.
Life has now started returning to normal, but
strangely some are extremely reluctant to relinquish
their virtual lives in favour of the real thing, or rather
they feel safer if the two run in parallel. By mid-April, I
found I was rushing about, starting up a painting group
which had been discontinued at the start of lockdown,
going to an art class that had previously been cancelled,
and taking an anatomy course on line. At the same time,
I remain stuck to the Zoom imperative, still hunting
wildly for missing links.
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Mary Sydney is a social commentator
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No Love for Karl Marx
Hiroshi Satow discovers the evil heart of Marxism

T

he Book of Exodus tells us how the prophet harmonious cooperation between them. Love is an
Moses, one of the great political leaders in illusion.
history, united the warring tribes of Israel under
Engels, in the foreword of Ludwig Feuerbach and
the name of Yahweh, the only God, in an early attempt The End of Classical German Philosophy, sneered at
to persuade differing peoples to have fellow feelings Feuerbach’s stress on the importance of love, saying,
for one another. Love the other.
‘The possibility of purely human sentiments in our
Christians follow the parable of the Good Samaritan, intercourse with other human beings has nowadays
who gave a helping hand to a dying foreign traveller been sufficiently curtailed by the society in which we
whose people despised him. We are told to love must live, which is based upon class antagonism and
those who hate and persecute us, and we know that class rule there is no margin for love in our society.’
Jesus was often with those from the lower class, such
The two opposing classes are each to make a
as fishermen, prostitutes, and tax collectors. Love desperate attempt to exterminate the other. Remember
overcomes the otherness of the others; love fills the that Marx, in the first chapter of the Communist
gap between others and us.
Manifesto, wrote, ‘…oppressor and oppressed, stood
Buddha extended this to all forms of life. ‘As a in constant opposition to one another, carried on an
mother even at the risk
uninterrupted, now hidden,
During Mao’s Cultural Revolution, now open fight, a fight that
of her own life watches
the Red Guards persecuted former each time ended, either
over her own child, so
let everyone cultivate a
landowners, former rich farmers, and in a revolutionary reboundless love toward all
former capitalists. Even though they constitution of society at
beings.’ Which is why,
large, or in the common
were no longer landowners, rich farmers, ruin of the contending
according to the Mahayana
or capitalists, they were the natural classes.’
legend, Prince Sattva, a
previous incarnation of
Marx, in the introduction
enemy so they could never be forgiven.
Buddha, leapt off a cliff
to A Contribution to the
to give his body to a hungry and dying mother tigress Critique of Hegel’s Philosophy of Right, added, ‘…
and her new-born cubs. In these examples’ religion is criticism is no passion of the head, it is the head of
a way of turning others into one’s neighbours.
passion. It is not a lancet; it is a weapon. Its object is its
Neither Nazism or Marxism have any regard for the enemy, which it wants not to refute but to exterminate.’
other. According to Nazi theorist Carl Schmitt, ‘the
Which is why, during Mao’s Cultural Revolution,
other’ is the enemy. In The Concept of the Political, he the Red Guards persecuted former landowners, former
asserts that the enemy is ‘the other the stranger’. The rich farmers, and former capitalists. Even though they
enemy is both natural and existential; he is born, lives, were no longer landowners, rich farmers, or capitalists,
and dies your enemy. Schmitt quoted Oliver Cromwell, they were the natural enemy so they could never be
whose enmity towards papist Spain was one of the forgiven. They had to be exterminated or else they
fiercest in history, who said that the Spaniard’s enmity would exterminate. Mao insisted on ‘drawing a clear
was put into him by God. The latter was the natural distinction between ourselves and the enemy,’ saying,
enemy, the providential enemy. Schmitt argued that the ‘If they fight, we will wipe them out completely.’
word enemy refers to ‘the real possibility of physical
Nazism and Marxism have everything in common,
killing. War follows from enmity. War is the existential they believe in the sworn enemy, that love is far from
negation of the enemy.’ The enemy will annihilate you possible, that a clash is inevitable, and that one or the
if not annihilated by you. The perfect word for this is other is doomed, a philosophy of hatred with no room
hatred. Nazism is a hate thought.
for love. Nazi and Marxist, blinded by hatred, deny the
Like Nazism, Marxism regards others, or those who stranger can be a friend.
belong to another class, as the enemy. To the ruling Hiroshi Satow is a philosopher and poet, teaching
class, the enemy is the ruled; to the ruled, the enemy English and philosophy to pre-college students
are your rulers. There can be no reconciliation nor in Japan.
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Conservative Classic — 81
The Tyranny Of Guilt: An Essay On Western Masochism, Pascal
Bruckner
James Monkton

T

here has always been a line between genuine
contrition and pious virtue-signalling. These
days, the line is smudged or even entirely
erased, as society inherits the sins of its forefathers
– slavery, racism, inequality, colonialism, political
extremism etc – and wears them as a proud badge
of appalled martyrdom to denote its own culpability.
However, this is only culpability at a distance, the
consequence of embarrassed association, just enough
to exonerate the stain of its ancestors through frenzied
acts of flagellation. In the past, the whipping was selfadministered; these days it is as much directed against
those society feels have yet to purge themselves. The
hysteria remains the same. In a secular age, inherited
guilt has become a new original sin.
Fifteen years ago, Pascal Bruckner eloquently
displayed his contempt for craven intellectual
capitulation in The Tyranny of Guilt. His book has
been available to non-Francophones since Princeton
University Press brought out its excellent translation
in 2010. Bruckner is one of the nouveaux philosophes
school in France, reacting to the tedious, vice-like
hold Marxism has over the educated classes. His only
partisanship is towards intellectual rigour and the
annihilation of hollow cant as he excoriates the western
world’s masochistic pathology of self-imposed guilt.
The sharpness and accuracy of his logical arguments
are irrefutable.
Bruckner can hardly disguise his sneering contempt
for the intellectual vacuity of the self-flagellants and
their new-age religion:

Bruckner exposes the narcissism of overt penitential
indulgence, that it is all about making the penitents feel
good about themselves rather than achieving anything
of practical help. He reminds us of the Conradian
horrors of national and tribal conflict in modernday Africa and other places, and asks where is the
demand for guilty repentance there? If the West is so
monstrous, why when Jacques Chirac visited Algeria
in 2004, he was met by crowds shouting out for ‘visas,
visas’? Bruckner picks up on what many of us have
frequently noticed: ‘Barbarity is Europe’s great pride,
which it acknowledges only in itself; it denies that
others are barbarous, finding attenuating circumstances
for them (which denies them all responsibility).’
It is a patronising denial of agency and a form of
infantilisation: ‘this culture of apologies is above all a
culture of condescendence’.
Bruckner has total disdain for those who felt ‘we had
it coming’ in Islamic attacks on the West, reminding
readers that we do not choose our enemies: they
choose us. The Derridas, Le Carrés and others of the
progressive classes who present themselves as the
high priests and ‘officials of original sin’ are given
an intellectual caning for such thinking. Bruckner
asks: ‘Why does one religion escape the climate of
raillery and irony that is normal for the others?’ Why,
do we not have Christianophobia as a defence like
Islamophobia? His arguments are carried through to
the pro-Palestinian and anti-Israeli/Zionist proclivities
of the chattering classes. He is sympathetic about the
plight of Palestinians, but questions this obsession
when millions of victims die in Africa’s wars ‘without
much troubling people’s consciences’. In the media
world the life of an Israeli or a Palestinian seems to
be a thousand, even a hundred thousand, times more
valuable than that of an African’. Progressives are
always the first to pick up on someone else’s racism
and the last to pick up on their own and Bruckner thinks
that the clerisy’s modern resentment against Jews
stems from having lost their appeal as a wandering
and supplicant people to becoming a strong, assertive
nation (nations being the bedrock of all current evils).

Remorse has ceased to be connected with precise
historical circumstances; it has become a dogma,
a spiritual commodity, almost a form of currency.
A whole intellectual intercourse is established:
clerks are appointed to maintain it like the ancient
guardians of the sacred flame and issue permits to
think and speak. At the slightest deviation, these
athletes of contrition protest, enforce proper order in
language […] and open doors for you or slam them
in your face. This repeated use of the scalpel against
ourselves we call the duty of repentance.
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The emotive hatred is doubled up for the Great Satan
of America: ‘parasitical, murderous, arrogant’. For
Bruckner, phobia of America is religiously ingrained
in Europe: ‘excommunicating the American cousin
is a way of showing that after centuries of errors, we
(in Europe) have finally gone over to the good camp
of the oppressed and the resisters’. It is an easy step
to take for a diminished continent. Europe can look
on or even ignore malevolent regimes with its arms
folded, ‘leaving it the Yankee big brother to do the
dirty work’ – and then to vilify him for it. Once again,
‘prolix repentance substitutes for real actions’.
Bruckner makes perceptive observations on the
West’s heritage industry. While not citing Hartley’s
‘the past is a foreign country’, he argues that modern
westerners are programmed to visit their surgically
separated history as foreign tourists, not as inheritors of
tradition, to ‘confirm our belief that barbarity belongs
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to past eras, that history will never come back’. This
is a complacent combination of hubris and ignorance.
The selective hyperamnesia of focusing exclusively
on the West’s sins while ignoring its achievements
is bad history and an excuse for indulgent societal
mortification and indolent inaction. As Bruckner has
long recognised, ‘self-denigration is a form of indirect
self-glorification’.
The ‘apartheid’ of multi-culturalism, bourgeois
bolshevism and the inflationary competitiveness of the
grievance industry also receive intellectual evisceration
before Bruckner concludes this profound book by
observing that progressives are forever lamenting: ‘I
am remorseful, I am remorseful, who has a crime?’
Culpability is reassuring, affording those who repent
an easy ‘comfort of redemption’. It is the purgatorial
rite of the modern age.
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ARTS AND BOOKS
academia, and the media, whose cosmopolitan liberal
values and secular orthodoxy of globalism are shared
by, and serve the interests of, the new oligarchs. But
instead of mass affluence, the levelling up of the poor,
and opportunities for all, which liberal democracy
seemed to have brought about, a new upper class has
emerged, comprising an elite of ultra-rich billionaires
(one hundred of them now own half the world’s assets)
and a stratified technocratic upper class. Instead of
convivial cities where all can find their niche, and
whose suburbs make the dream of home ownership a
reality for the many, gated communities of the global
elite are surrounded by growing numbers of urban
poor, and by a shrinking middle class that increasingly
can afford neither to own a home nor to raise a
family. The decline of manufacturing and middle
ranking professional positions as new labour-saving
technologies have come on stream, together with cheap
imported labour, have decimated the middle class and
impoverished the masses, but seen the profits of global
corporations and property investors soar.
Moreover, the medieval Church provided a frame
of moral values, which tempered the behaviour of
rulers and ruled, all of whom stood in need of spiritual
salvation. The modern oligarchy and its clerisy
operate under no such constraints. Because they
are a meritocratic elite, selected for their technical
expertise, their privileges are self-justifying, and their
worldview can be preached with ‘virtue-signalling
self-righteousness’. For the likes of Google, our postindustrial, post-human future is one characterised not
by selfless virtue and salvation, or mutual obligation,
but by ‘immersive computing’ in which ‘the real and
virtual worlds blend together’. This better world,
enabled and managed by the ‘new tech aristocracy’,
who manage and control the programs, will meet all our
needs. As in Huxley’s Brave New World, citizens of the
new world state will live in ‘amenity-rich dormitories
and enjoy pleasurable pharmaceuticals’, except that
the new drugs are all online. No need for traditional
families, or careers, or any of those divisive bourgeois
values and loyalties. As Mark Zuckerberg said of the
ideal Facebook employee, ‘We may not own a car.
We may not have a family. Simplicity in life is what
allows you to focus on what’s important’. And since all
our needs are provided for, tailor made, by algorithms
fed by personal data gathered from monitoring our
daily lives, from relentless surveillance of our every
movement, decision, and thought, why mess things

Our Medieval
Future
Alistair Miller
The Coming of Neo-Feudalism: A warning to the
global middle class, Joel Kotkin, Encounter, 2020,
£18.99.
This is the most gripping read I have had in a long
time. Many of the strands of Joel Kotkin’s argument
are familiar: the squeezing of the middle class,
growing inequality, the morphing of meritocracy into
a hereditary caste system, the liberal bias of academia,
Big Tech’s growing control over our lives, and mass
surveillance. But Kotkin draws them together into
an original thesis which is at once compelling and
terrifying: that we are headed for a neo-feudal society
in some ways worse than its medieval forebear.
In the Middle Ages, the power and authority of the
ruling oligarchy, the nobility, was supported by the
Catholic Church, which constituted the cognitive elite
or clerisy. Its teachings, which emphasised spiritual
over earthly rewards, helped buttress the position of
the nobility, which in turn guaranteed the privileges
of the Church. However, although the life of landless
medieval serfs was, on the whole, miserable, there were
bonds of mutual obligation and loyalty, of noblesse
oblige, which held society together, and provided,
theoretically at least, ‘a floor for the lower classes’.
More importantly, medieval feudalism contained the
seeds of its own destruction. Throughout medieval
Europe, especially in the Protestant North, various
factors, including growing labour productivity and the
freedom to engage in commerce, combined to produce
a growing urban merchant middle class, the vital
ingredient necessary for the rise of capitalism. With
this came upward social mobility, industrialisation, the
reading of wealth among the population, and liberal
democracy, culminating in unprecedented prosperity
and freedom for the mass of people.
Today’s oligarchy, comprising the global superclass,
a meritocratic techno-elite, is also supported by a
clerisy, consisting of a ‘global web’ of cultural creators,
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up with talk of democratic processes, old-fashioned
liberties, and privacy?
Google is already planning to build a smart datadriven city ‘from the internet up … merging the
physical and digital realms’ in Toronto. Workaholic
employees will live monastic lives in high density
apartments, more optimal and energy-efficient, and
much preferable to raising families in the suburbs or
engaging in messy real-life social interactions. But
the Silicon Valley area of California tells a different
story. As recently as the 1980s, it enjoyed a diverse
and balanced economy. Workers with a wide range of
skills, including factory workers and middle managers,
could afford to own a home and to live comfortably.
But with the loss of manufacturing and the advent of
high tech, things have changed drastically. Upwards
of 40 per cent of the tech workforce consists of
noncitizens on temporary visas, the ‘gig workers’,
many of whom live in mobile home parks or even sleep
in their cars. The elite of millionaires and billionaires
lead comfortably segregated lives. The small cadre of
skilled professionals just about get by. The remaining
masses have no prospects at all.
However, a complete template for the new oligarchic
‘techno-capitalism’ already exists. China is now
governed by a plutocratic elite, the result of ‘the
merger of a wealthy tech elite with the political ruling
class’. The number of billionaires is just behind that
in the United States but ‘growing much faster’. The
middle class amounts to around 12 per cent of the
population and is legally resident in the cities, but
the rest of the population, consisting of peasants,
agricultural labourers, industrial workers, and migrant
labourers (estimated to number over 280 million
and including the children who worked at night to
construct Amazon’s Alexa) have no hope of making
the transition, since the big cities have been declared
‘full’. They are condemned to working in the ‘informal
economy’ and to poverty. So much for the security of
the Maoist-era ‘iron rice bowl’. Communist officials
have even had to crack down on Marxist study groups
at universities, because the core doctrines of Marxism
conflict with current policies.
Much is made in the West of China’s total surveillance
police state. But although our Big Tech masters in the
West operate in more subtle ways than the Chinese, as
they censor our social media, select our newsfeeds, and
nudge us toward a new world order, their endgame is
the same. In the face of this chilling prospect, Kotkin’s
manifesto for resistance to the coming neo-feudalism
is something of a disappointment, amounting to little
more than a call for the ‘awakening’ of the political
will of the masses.
Yes, of course we must rebel. But how?
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No Love for
Country
Jane Kelly
The Happy Traitor: Spies, Lies and Exile in Russia:
the Extraordinary story of George Blake, Simon
Kuper, Profile Books, 2021, £14.99.
During the Korean War George Blake and two other
British intelligence officers were captured and marched
north with nearly a thousand others. Half died of
cold, starvation and brutality. Blake survived, but as a
changed man; a hard-line communist, he spent the rest
of his life working for the KGB against his adopted
British homeland. After a decade of treachery, in May
1961, he received a forty- two-year prison sentence, the
longest in British history. Four years later he escaped
and became the subject of Alfred Hitchcock’s final
planned film.
Kuper, who like Blake partly grew up in Holland,
uses plentiful sources as Blake has attracted at least
five biographies and wrote a memoir. He also uses
tapes Blake recorded with his comrades in the Stasi,
and his own lengthy interview with the eighty-nineyear-old traitor in 2012. That was only to be published
in a Dutch paper to protect Blake’s English family but
after he died on Boxing Day last year, Kuper felt free
to write this fascinating book.
It’s not surprising that Blake’s life has attracted
writers; from the start it was distinctly unusual. Blake,
born Poek Behar, was the son of a Turkish Sephardic
Jew based in Egypt, who became a UK citizen and
married a Dutch Calvinist. His son grew up in luxury
in Cairo before moving to Rotterdam. Aged seventeen
he became a courier for the Dutch resistance. Fearing
arrest, he made a 1,000-mile escape, jumping from a
moving train in Belgium, trekking across the Pyrenees
by mule into Spain. He reached England, to join his
mother and sister, then joined the Royal Navy.
Blake’s restless desire for adventure, plus a great
facility with languages led to his recruitment in 1944 to
the British Secret Intelligence Service. (SIS) After his
experience in Korea, where he witnessed the American
bombing of villages, he decided he was on the wrong
side in the Cold War. After a career of deception, his
life ended in a dacha provided by Vladimir Putin.
There is a continuing fascination with enigmatic men
like Blake and espionage; John Le Carré’s twenty-five
novels have topped the global best seller lists every
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year since the 1960s, Kuper’s detailed book explores
the value and purpose of spying; which often seems to
be nothing but wanton, wasteful posh boy’s games. He
tackles the perplexing subject of how genuinely useful
spying is; John Cairncross, one of the ‘Cambridge
spies,’ surely altered history when he gave the KGB
secrets from Bletchley Park revealing that the Nazis
knew the position of their tanks, prompting the Red
Army to move them. He also gave the position of
Luftwaffe squadrons, helping the Soviets to win the
battle of Kursk. Another Cambridge man, Washington
diplomat Donald Maclean, informed Moscow about the
use of uranium in atomic weapons, and conversations
between Churchill and Roosevelt before the crucial
Yalta conference, altering the post-war settlement
which saw the Soviets occupy half of Europe. He
and Klaus Fuchs in the US, used the justification of
‘strategic parity.’ Maclean most pungently described
spying on his own country as, ‘Like being a lavatory
attendant; it stinks but someone has to do it.’
The nuclear bomb raised the stakes, but in the 1950s
neither side knew much about other’s intentions. Kuper
says, ‘The Cold War was being fought in a fog. SIS’s
dream, Blake told the Stasi, was to have a man in the
Kremlin. But Western spy services had almost no
human intelligence behind the Iron Curtain.’ Instead,
they had wealthy communist Britons spying on them.
As Kuper puts it; ‘Blake commented how difficult it
would be to explain to East Germans and Russians
the motivation of the people who helped him. ‘I shall
have to explain to them that this is England and what
happened could only happen here.’’ When the British
did finally arrest Blake, according to a member of the
CIA, they were reluctant to use a lie detector on him
as they felt it was, ‘ungentlemanly.’’
Kuper also focuses on the huge waste involved, of
information and lives. Thousands of British documents
handed over to the KGB were never translated into
Russian. Soviet handlers complained that they didn’t
have time to photograph all the material from Blake,
but the names of numerous agents were betrayed.
Another problem was that Stalin couldn’t believe that
such useful information could be genuine. Blake was
even suspected of being a ‘triple agent.’
In Hitchcock’s proposed film about Blake, The Short
Night, the American hero sighs; ‘Spying and espionage.
Everybody suffers from it. The gains are vague and
abstract. The losses are all personal.’ In Blake’s case
he lost very little and easily adjusted to life in the
USSR, living happily as the book title suggests, with
help from his mother who joined him, and a second,
Russian wife. Even his disillusion with the reality of
life under communism didn’t cause him any regret.
The book is full of fascinating tit-bits; Maclean’s
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father was a Liberal cabinet minister, leader of the
opposition for two years. Kim Philby’s father had a
second marriage to a slave girl presented to him by
the King of Saudi Arabia. There’s a chapter on the
oddly parallel life of Blake’s cousin, Henri Curiel,
leader of the Egyptian communists, who also spied
for the USSR, and assassinated in Paris in 1978. The
mansion where the boys grew up in Cairo, ‘We had
about ten servants, which wasn’t enormous,’ is now
the Algerian embassy.
There is a strange mistake; ‘Blake refused Maclean’s
entreaties to join the Soviet communist party,
reasoning, ‘They’ll manage with me.’’ Surely, ‘Without
me’? Some American usage; ‘A’ rather than ‘An’, ‘train
station,’ ‘Anti-Nazi Resistant,’ and for some reason he
hardly mentions Blake’s famous escape ladder made
of twenty size thirteen (imperial) knitting needles,
lashed together with nylon washing line. But this is
a measured, analytical work, trying to construct a
convincing account of an impossibly fragmented man
created by historical events which hopefully we’ll
never see again.

A Coward’s
Parliament
Jan Davies
Law in a Time of Crisis, Jonathan Sumption, Profile
Books, 2021, £16.99.
Many will not forget the cruelty of the government in
intimidating dentists, who wanted nothing more than
to treat their patients, many of whom could not have
extractions and doctors, who wanted to continue with
face-to-face surgeries, with reams of ‘guidance’. So
many will turn first to the final chapter of this book
in which Jonathan Sumption examines the effects of
lockdown on our constitution with trenchant, concise
criticism. Parliament, ‘...has reduced its scrutiny
of the government to the status of a radio phone-in
programme’. Fear was deliberately stoked up by the
government with ‘the language of impending doom’.
Exaggeration was necessary to justify the extreme
steps that were being taken and to promote compliance,
although the reality was that covid-19 is fatal only
for identifiable groups. who could have been strongly
advised to shelter without having to coerce the entire
population.
Most of us switched off the doom-laden press
conferences with their manipulative use of statistics at
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an early stage, but most shocking was that the Prime
Minister announced the lockdown as an ‘instruction’
to the British people three days before the legally
enforceable Regulations were laid before Parliament,
while Matt Hancock, the Health Secretary, was also
declaring ‘these measures are not advice, they are
rules’. Cynically, the Regulations were not laid before
Parliament until three days later, when Parliament was
not sitting to debate them. Throughout the pandemic
Parliament has been bypassed, by the device of using
Regulations under the Public Health Act. Parliament
cannot amend them and once approved they cannot be
revoked. The opposition is reduced to making pious
noises, not wishing to appear obstructive in the current
emergency.
However, this book contains important and interesting
reflections on the working of our constitution. We will
remember the enthusiastic celebrations of Magna
Carta; Sumption points out that much of what was
said about Magna Carta being a guardian of liberty
was a distortion of history and ‘high-minded tosh’. Of
apologies for slavery or the empire or other perceived
wrongs in the past he muses on these being just a
rebuke to the past for not being like the present, and the
analysis of the effect of devolution on Northern Ireland
and Scotland is full of historical detail. Poor Wales does
not get even a mention however. In Scotland there has
been an explosion of Scottish history studies ‘ranging
from work of outstanding originality and scholarship
to colourful fantasy and patriotic myth’. Sumption
writes in a way which reminds us that he is not just a
lawyer but also a historian. The two institutions which
underpinned the union of England with Scotland, the
kirk and the Scottish regiments in the army, are in
decline so the outlook for the Union is not hopeful.
On Brexit he says he is a ‘remainer’, but he displays
a sensitive understanding of why most of the British
people wanted to leave. They were not motivated by
xenophobia, they were not cherishing dreams of an
imperial past and they were not deceived by lying
politicians. They voted to leave the European Union
because they wanted to leave. I am old enough to
remember the referendum of 1975. The Common
Market, as it was then, was sold to us as a free trade
project only. Don’t worry about the Treaty of Rome
or ‘ever closer union’, our leaders told us. The British
Parliament will never give up its sovereignty and those
Europeans who are talking about making the Common
Market into a super-state will never succeed. So the
British people were never asked if they wanted to be
in a European Union back in 1975: we were told it was
all just about the economy and trade.
Sumption displays a sympathetic understanding of
what the Brexit debate was about, and an interesting
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critique of politicians’ behaviour. What are we to make
of the Johnson government? Although Boris Johnson
would like to be compared to Churchill, Sumption
says he is more like Disraeli, an ambitious adventurer,
regarded by his contemporaries as totally amoral,
yet also the architect of the modern Tory party, the
inventor of the phrase ‘one nation conservatism’ and
an excellent prime minister.
This is obviously a book put together in a hurry, each
chapter being a lecture updated here and there where
necessary to make it topical. There is no index, no
bibliography and very few notes. But his arguments are
constructed in a logical fashion and expressed so much
more concisely and trenchantly than most of us would
do. It is a thought-provoking study of the working of
our constitution in the troubled world.

Hidden Murder
Anthony
Daniels
Do Not Disturb: The Story of a Political Murder
and an African Regime Gone Bad, Michela Wrong,
Fourth Estate, 2021, £20.00
During my only visit to Rwanda, a few years before the
most efficient genocide of all time, I was favourably
impressed by how well the country was organised, at
least by comparison with most other African countries
that I knew. It was clean, tidy and well-maintained.
The border between Rwanda and Zaire (as it was then
called) was one of those borders, like that between
Haiti and the Dominican Republic, that were starkly
obvious: on the Rwandan side good order and neatly
cultivated fields, on the Zairean side chaos and
decrepitude.
This organizational ability turned out not to be an
unequivocal blessing, for organizational ability was
a precondition of carrying out genocide on so huge a
scale in only three months. Michela Wrong, a journalist
specialising in African affairs who wrote a brilliant
account of Mobutu’s Zaire, reminds the reader that
the present well-organized state of Rwanda, this time
under the direction of Paul Kagame rather than that
of Juvénal Habyarimana, might not in the long run be
as desirable as many commentators assume it to be.
Most people if they have any idea at all about the
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causes of, and those responsible for, the genocide
in Rwanda in 1994, adhere to a simple, or very
simplified, narrative. The Hutu government organised,
from sheer evil or wickedness, the killing of all the
Tutsis in Rwanda, and were only prevented from
succeeding by the timely intervention by the Rwandan
Patriotic Front. Fortunately, the latter was led by a
man of exceptional probity, Paul Kagame, who, on
overthrowing the genocidal government, instituted a
regime that was efficient, non-tribally based, and which
promoted exceptional economic growth. Most western
governments, except the French, who had their own
fish to fry, fell uncritically for this narrative.
Wrong does not believe this narrative with its
fairy-tale happy ending. Her Paul Kagame, far from
being the wise and ascetic philosopher-king that he is
often depicted in the western press, is really a sadistic
megalomaniac and tyrant, who personally resorts to
physical chastisement of his subordinates and does not
hesitate to order the murder of his former associates
who have fallen foul of him. He has established a
surveillance state so complete that its tentacles extend
to distant lands on four continents, wherever there is a
community of the Rwandan diaspora.
Her book is a not altogether satisfactory amalgam
of the personal experiences of Kagame’s former
associates-turned-opponents, several of them now
murdered, and the history of contemporary Rwanda.
The most prominent of those murdered is Patrick
Karegeya, who was for a long time head of Rwandan
military intelligence and who was found strangled
to death in a Johannesburg luxury hotel seven years
after his break with Kagame – the title comes from the
notice hanging on the door of his hotel room. Karegeya
could have been no angel, for if many of the charges
laid against Kagame are true, they must also be true
against him: he was Trotsky to Kagame’s Stalin. The
testimony of associates who fall out with dictators is
always tainted by their former association, but in this
case the sheer number of them must constitute some
kind of proof.
The movement which overthrew the genocidal
government in Rwanda did not do so either to prevent
or halt the genocide. It was fighting for power rather
than for liberty or justice. It would be truer to say that
it provoked the genocide, though neither knowingly
nor deliberately, than that it sought to end it – though
it did end it. One partial explanation of the genocide
is that the Hutu of Rwanda feared that a Tutsi-led
government, like the movement was assumed to be
trying to install, would resort to the methods of the
Tutsi government of Burundi, Rwanda’s mirror-image
country to the south, where, twenty years earlier, every
Hutu with secondary education had been massacred as
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a measure to prevent a Hutu uprising. Wrong’s book
has the merit of mentioning this fact, which journalistic
books about Rwanda often omit.
Explanation is not excuse or exculpation and Wrong
does not minimise the horror and evil of what was
done, though this is not the focus of her book. That
some retaliatory massacre was to be expected is clear
from general considerations of human nature, but the
western media largely ignored or denied the evidence
that it had occurred because it wanted immaculate
heroes in Kagame and his movement, truth being
the first victim of a desire for heroes. Wrong herself
is not immune from this desire, finding one in Fred
Rwigyema, the leader from whom Kagame took over
after his death in battle, though it is clear that almost
the only political heroes in Africa are those who have
been overthrown or assassinated before they have had
time to reveal their feet of clay, if not something worse.
Wrong attributes the relative economic success
of Rwanda under Kagame’s rule, six years de facto
and twenty-one de jure, not to wise management or
good economic policies, or to a relative lack of overt
corruption, but to the looting of the resources of its
eastern neighbour, the Congo, where Rwanda has
waged war and employed the most blatant exploitation
for many years under the pretext that it was preventing
a return of the genocidal regime. Foreign aid donors –
the United States, Britain, Germany, the Netherlands
and Scandinavia – have wilfully turned a blind eye to
the unsavoury characteristics and methods of Kagame’s
government.
Do Not Disturb certainly slays many a sacred cow
but it is not, well-written, being largely couched in midAtlantic journalese. It is distressing in a writer of her
distinction to find informer and informant conflated and
mitigated used for militated. She does not use metaphor
well, as for example in the following:
And there was an element of the Emperor’s New
Clothes about the relationship between Kagame
and his coterie. “The question you put to yourself at
the time was, ‘Will I be the first to rock the boat?’”

But for anyone interested in a region in which
millions have been killed in, or died because of, a
chronic war largely of Rwanda’s making, this book is
essential reading.
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Man Proposes.
Nature Disposes
Celia Haddon
Islands of Abandonment. Life in the Post-Human
Landscape, Cal Flyn, William Collins, 2021, £16.99,
illus.
At Chernobyl, where the nuclear reactor exploded
and released radioactive fallout 400 times that of
Hiroshima, wildlife has returned the dead zone. There
are seven times as many wolves than before, lynx,
boar, deer, beavers, brown bears and eagle owls. At
the time of the explosion individuals of these species
presumably died but now they have recovered, not
because there is less radiation but because all the
humans that were living there were shipped out at the
time of the accident.
The mere absence of humankind gives nature a
chance to regrow, rewild, re-evolve, even though we
have left behind cracked concrete roads, decaying
houses, rusty metal scrapyards, slag heaps, hazardous
chemicals in the ground, polluted streams, dangerous
explosives or, in the case of Chernobyl invisible but
deadly radioactive waste. Islands of Abandonment
describes how nature rewilds our tainted and even our
poisonous leavings.
When conservationists decide to rewild an area, they
work to a carefully laid out programme which aims
to restore the previous pre-human ecosystem. When
rewilding is left to nature, this doesn’t happen. Instead,
the animals and plants best suited to survival take
over. Sometimes these are familiar species regaining
territory they have lost like the ones in the radioactive
zone round Chernobyl. At other times the animals
and plants that hold on and survive an entirely new
ecological community that many conservationists
would abhor.
The ‘bings’ in Lothian, Scotland, are slag heaps left
after the extraction of oil from shale in the l860s (no
eco protestors in those days!). These supposedly barren
bings are huge mountains made from spent shale, little
bits of brittle stone forming either scree or solidified
conglomerate that time has now clothed with grass and
other vegetation. An ecologist who studied them in
2004 found 350 different plants including rare orchids.
The Victorian industrial waste heaps had become a
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nature reserve favoured by hares, badgers, grouse,
butterflies and other insects. A similar rewilding
followed in the bomb damage of the London blitz,
according to a l943 pamphlet Flora of Bombed Areas.
The little coral islets of the Bikini Atoll, where the
US government tested nuclear weapons in the l940s
and 50s, show the same natural rewilding. Two islets
disappeared altogether and the lagoon heated to boiling
point and upwards to 55.000o Centigrade after some of
the bombs. In 2017 researchers found that the corals
(fewer species, admittedly) had regrown seeded by
coral larvae from an atoll 75 miles away and fish
like tuna, reef sharks and snappers were swimming
around in large numbers. Again, it was the absence of
human interference that had established a ‘visually and
emotionally stunning’ ecosystem.
Rewilding in areas like Estonia in Eastern Europe
means reforesting. When the collective farm system
of the old Soviet Union disintegrated, about a third of
the land went unfarmed. Abandoned ploughland turned
into weeds, followed by shrubs, then fast growing
conifers and finally hardwood deciduous trees. Again,
the absence of human interference let nature to the
rewilding work. These examples are the good news
of this book.
However, sometimes humankind leaves far more
serious blemishes on nature and rewilding cannot
revert to what came before. On Staten Island in the
USA nineteenth century tanneries dumped sulphuric
acid, arsenic, lead acetate and chromium into the
Passaic river while factories making hats added
mercury nitrates. Twentieth century factories added
PCBs (polycholorinated bicphenyls), DDT, defoliant
Agent Orange and carcinogenic dioxin (which till the
l970s was widely used in UK pesticides and gardening
products). Eventually in l983 the New Jersey governor
closed the most polluted factory and entombed the
dioxin-polluted contents of 932 shipping containers in
concrete. The river, itself, became so toxic that most
fish disappeared completely. Now there are a few tough
species returning. One of these, the small killlifish
evolved genetically to become eight thousand times
more resistant to pollution.
Rapid evolution or what the author calls ‘unnatural
selection’. The presence of humans and their activities
is altering the genes of other species too. Mice in the
London underground are now black rather than agouti
grey. Once you start noticing them, their antics will
while away waiting for trains. Finches have grown
longer beaks in order to pull peanuts out of bird feeders.
Female elephants are increasingly born without tusks,
to give them a better chance of surviving the poachers
who kill for ivory.
In other ways we are altering nature too. Alien
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species of plants and animals have transported between
countries and set loose to thrive outside their natural
habitat. In Snowdonia the park authorities wage war
with winches and mechanical diggers against the
invading rhododendrums imported from Asia. The
cane toad in Australia, imported as a pest controller
from central America, has poisoned the native lizards
and snakes that eat it and imported cats and foxes have
preyed on small marsupials. Escapee house mice on
Gough Island eat the chicks of the Tristan albatross,
threatening its very survival.
Sometimes there is a glimmer of hope. The author
visits Amani, in the mountains of Tanzania, where
colonial Germans established an agricultural institution
with arboretum and botanical garden in l902. After
independence the institution fell into desuetude but its
exotic plants thrived. The umbrella tree, in particular,
began to invade the natural forest in areas where there
had been logging. It was feared it would wipe out the
native trees. Then ecologists discovered that its shade
was helping the seeds of the native trees reclaim their
former space.
The author, Cal Flynn, questions whether
conservations should try to restore an ecosystem
that humans have wrecked. Should we slaughter
every single alien species, as some Australian
conservationists hope they can do with feral cats – no
such hope with a rapidly breeding species? Or should
we accept the status quo, in the case of Passaic river
just hope that other fish, not just the little killifish, will
evolve to live in PCB polluted waters? Do we just rely
on nature to rewild itself without our help?
Islands of Abandonment raises many of these
questions that conservationists need to consider before
they jump into rewilding projects that may waste time
and money. It is not just a lament for what we have
done to the world but also a paen to nature that is never
spent. Cal Flynn writes about nature with an intensity
that makes this book a joy to read.

goes beyond the means by which they serve their
constituents and party. The author of a well-regarded
history of Parliament, he chooses to focus on a
handful of MPs from the last century who have been
unfairly overlooked. Inspired by the shields behind the
Speaker’s chair, commemorating MPs who died in the
Second World War, he tells the story of the men on that
memorial who showed courage in two other ways: in
fighting Neville Chamberlain’s policy of appeasement,
and undeterred by the risk of their opponents silencing
them by exposing their sexuality, – a threat implicit in
Chamberlain’s contemptuous characterisation of them
as ‘glamour boys’.
Bryant describes how difficult life was for gay men
in or out of politics at this time. Barely four decades
had passed since the pitiless treatment of Oscar Wilde
had driven many to seek a new life on the Continent.
The humiliation and ruin he suffered was a grim
warning and it is remarkable that there was still a gay
scene in London. The bars and Turkish baths around
Soho and Piccadilly were thriving despite the fear of
raids. As long as they remained celibate, men could
enjoy a life that was homosocial if not homosexual in
many milieus including Parliament. In 1931 there were
only fifteen women in the House of Commons and on
the Conservative benches, two hundred bachelors. A
supportive wife was considered as much an asset to
an MP as a vicar and the large number of unmarried
men in the House did not pass unnoticed. The excuses
some MPs gave for being unmarried seem laughably
absurd – ‘I have always heard that really great men are
the sons of elderly parents and I want a son of whom I
can be proud’ was Ronnie Cartland’s best effort.
Christopher Isherwood’s writings showed that it was
much easier to be gay in Berlin so many of Bryant’s
subjects gained much experience of Germany in
the early days of the Nazi regime. The Nazis were
deterred from clamping down on it because Hitler’s
closest friend Ernst Rohm was a confident gay man.
Homosexual relationships were not conducted without
risk and there was an unsuccessful attempt to blackmail
Rohm.
Peter Tatchell has described homosexuality as the
‘canary in the mine’ and a litmus test for wider civil
liberties and as soon as Rohm was assassinated,
Germany changed and became a more threatening
environment for homosexuals, followed by Jews
and other groups of which the Nazis disapproved.
However it took a while for all the ‘glamour boys’ to
appreciate the extent of the change. Jack Macnamara
organised Anglo-German art exhibitions where he
was encouraged to give a speech on German radio in
1934 declaring that ‘Hitler will be able to do nothing
wrong for us.’ This remark haunted him when he

Queer Courage
Brian Eastty
Title
The Glamour Boys, Chris Bryant, Bloomsbury, 2020,
£22.50.
The Labour MP for the Rhondda, Chris Bryant, is
a parliamentarian, with a genuine enthusiasm for
the traditions of the Palace of Westminster, which
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stood in the Upton by-election where he was met
by headlines – ‘Upton Tory Goes Fascist’, and an
attempt to ‘no platform’ him at one meeting where he
met a storm of abuse. Victor Cazalet, Conservative
MP for Chippenham, visited Germany around the
same time and wrote in his diary: ‘Great fun. I visit
the ‘Concentration Camp. It was not very interesting.
Quite well run, no undue misery or discomfort’. Bob
Boothby, the bisexual MP for Aberdeen, who counted
Harold Macmillan’s wife and Ronnie Kray among his
conquests, had a meeting with Hitler and praised his
‘abundant vitality’ though, towards the end of his life,
he would boast on chat shows that he mocked Hitler
to his face.
By 1936, it was harder to be credulous in the face of
the horror unfolding in Germany. With appalling hubris,
when Macnamara next visited, his hosts took him to
Dachau. By this time, the pink triangle had become
established as a way of identifying homosexual prisoners
and keeping them apart from others. For Cazalet, a friend’s
predicament opened his eyes. Gottfried von Cramm
was a sporting hero who had played with Cazalet in the
Wimbledon men’s singles. His lover Manasseh Herbst
was certain to end up in a concentration camp being
Jewish and a star of ‘degenerate ‘ operettas. Cramm also
refused to join the Nazi Party. He appealed to Cazalet as
a government minister to help so Herbst was spirited out
of Germany to Portugal. As Bryant writes, the personal
had become political.
The following year, Stanley Baldwin stepped down as
Prime Minister and Chamberlain took over. So Britain
went from having a Prime Minister who confessed to
Boothby that he ‘never took any interest in foreign
affairs.’ to one so naive as to write, a few days after
taking office, that ‘a few kind words to Germany ...
might have a far-reaching effect’. Chamberlain brought
with him Sir Joseph Ball, a former intelligence officer,
who had been partly responsible for the Zinoviev letter
which sank the first Labour government in 1924, to
run a dirty tricks operation against his critics. Ball’s
first target was Anthony Eden who had soon become
disillusioned with Chamberlain and resigned as his
Foreign Secretary on learning that he had opened up
his own diplomatic channels to the German and Italian
dictators behind Eden’s back. Ball tried to discredit
him, implying that he had had a nervous breakdown
and that he was effeminate, a familiar theme in dealing
with opponents of the government. Not content with
relying on friendly Fleet Street journalists, he bought
his own magazine to support appeasement and attack
detractors. Truth, as it was called, had a similar
relationship to that quality as its Soviet namesake –
Pravda.
When Ball’s fire turned on the Glamour Boys,
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they were undeterred. Cartland must have been a
particular thorn in Chamberlain’s side as an MP for a
constituency in Birmingham, his family power base,
and could not have anticipated that Cartland’s maiden
speech criticised his performance as Chancellor of
the Exchequer. Now Cartland, Macnamara, Cazalet
and around forty others coalesced around Churchill
criticising appeasement and the slow pace of
rearmament. The use of the word glamour to describe
them with its suggestion of the effete and the trivial
seems ill-judged when they were arguing for integrity,
principle and honour.
Eventually they were proved right and the war they
saw as inevitable saw them exercising another kind of
courage. Their destinies show the randomness of fate
in wartime: Cartland was killed in action when with
the Armoured Reconnaissance Group, he was sent to
defend Cassel, in a unit that was tying the Germans
down to help an efficient evacuation from Dunkirk.
Macnamara was given frustrating training roles while
he fretted to see some active service but was killed in
a mortar bombardment while on leave at Christmas
1944, visiting his old unit the London Irish Rifles in
Italy. Cazalet who spent much of the war as liaison
officer with the free Poles, was killed in a plane crash,
possibly the result of Russian sabotage.
As the first MP to have his civil partnership celebrated
in the Palace of Westminster, Bryant suggests that the
bravery required by such men meant that they had
reserves of that quality when needed both in the House
and in battle. In his introduction he explains that he has
used the word ‘queer’ throughout to own this former
slur and use it in a non-pejorative sense. Perhaps it is
time to reclaim ‘glamour’ as something near courage.

Portugal’s
Jeeves
Merrie Cave
Salazar, the Dictator who refused to die, Tom
Gallagher, Hurst, 2020, £25.
You will look in vain in Lisbon for any statue of
Antonio Salazar who (1884-1970) ruled his country
for a record 42 years, and is often compared to the
Marquis of Pombal. Life Magazine in 1940 proclaimed
that Salazar had found a country in chaos and poverty
and reformed it’. Conversely you will find many
memorials commemorating the Carnation Revolution
(1974). The Left and the uninformed think Salazar’s
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regime was wholly bad and the Revolution which
overthrew it in 1974 wholly good but in politics the
truth is more complicated. Tom Gallagher’s detailed
reassessment is a welcome addition to the few books
in English about this enigmatic dictator and a useful
introduction to Portuguese politics in the Twentieth
century and beyond.
A hundred years ago Portugal was a byword for
political anarchy: regicide, corruption, civil war and
bombs in Lisbon’s streets brought about a republic in
1910 but the violence and unrest continued. Salazar
from a peasant background was academically brilliant
who landed a professorship at 26, and also a strong
catholic with a pleasant personality. Like many others
he was dismayed by the political scene and he was
influenced by the ideas of the French right, rejecting
Parliamentary democracy: ‘I am convinced that politics
alone can never resolve great problems that demand
solution’. Even the poet Fernando Pessoa, a liberal,
thought that Portugal needed an authoritarian leader.
When a military coup d’état took place in 1926 Salazar
was invited to be Minister of Finance but his conditions
were refused so he returned to Coimbra. Later under
the threat of imminent economic collapse, he was
given a free hand (1928) and miraculously balanced
the budget within one year. No clear leader emerged
from the soldiers and eventually Salazar became Prime
Minister in 1932.
‘The new constitution (Estado Novo) was a
corporatist state which was often compared to
Mussolini’s but was profoundly different for Salazar
not only proscribed Marxists but fascist-syndicalist
parties as well’God, fatherland and Family was one
of his slogans but he never turned Portugal into a
confessional state. Instead he wanted ‘a limited state
where social power remained with the Church, the
army and the big landowners’.
His modernisation programme brought Portugal into
the twentieth century and he was fortunate to have a
Public Works Minister, Duarte Pacheco who in ten
years transformed Lisbon from a messy town into an
impressive capital: he modernised the port, introduced
ferry services across the Tagus, oversaw the building
of an airport and one of the first motorways in Europe;
dams and hydro-electric schemes were built throughout
the country. Pacheco introduced low cost housing,
imaginatively designed for lower paid workers with
possibilities of ownership. There was a price for all this
because Salazar’s insistence on balancing the books
scarred many districts with abject poverty especially
in the North.
Gallagher remarks that Salazar ran Portugal ‘like
a punctilious butler in charge of a sprawling country
estate’. He certainly had many qualities for a successful
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benevolent despot: a passion for tedious detail, and a
skill for handling a wide variety of people, with charm
and tact; diplomats were always impressed by his
social ease and his grasp of public affairs but duty to
his country was paramount and he never dropped his
guard. For over fifty years his household and personal
affairs were efficiently directed by Dona Maria, an
uneducated peasant girl from his village but nobody
will ever know the extent of her influence. Ironically
in backward Portugal although Salazar thought that
women should stay at home, female civil servants
and teachers enjoyed equal pay and there were more
women in science and medicine than men.
Abuse of civil rights was greater in 1974 than under
the dictatorship when the communist officers proposed
the execution of their opponents. Portugal was a ‘land
of mild customs’ and capital punishment had been
abolished in 1867. Dissident students could take their
exams in their cells and when the jails were opened in
1974 there were only 200 political prisoners. . . The
only real threat to his rule came in 1958 when Gen
Delgado tried to be elected for President, (a figurehead)
The Secret police (PIDE) hunted him down and
murdered him on the Spanish border.
In the Second World War Salazar’s diplomatic
skills were tested severely. He was determined to
keep Portugal out of it and made sure that Franco also
remained neutral. He maintained a good relationship
with Britain while selling sardines and tungsten to
both sides. Lisbon became an exciting city: a junction
for spies, overthrown royalty and desperate refugees
hoping to flee occupied Europe bringing with them
much needed foreign currency.
After the war in spite of Salazar’s diplomatic
successes in joining NATO and later EFTA Salazar’s
rule began to wear thin. Tourism raised standards at
home and massive emigration to Northern Europe
which began in the 1960’s enabled thousands to enjoy
holidays back home with pay. The Corporate state had
never been anti-capitalist but it had been interventionist
and the new circumstances made its clumsy paternalism
out of date. Large sectors of society became disaffected
as the need for modernisation was crucial. At the same
time Portugal’s ramshackle Empire was falling apart.
Salazar did not understand the wind of change in the
African continent because he had never been there;
indeed, he had only travelled on an aeroplane once; his
knowledge of other countries came from his visitors.
The armed forces were short of manpower to suppress
revolts in Mozambique and Angola. In the late 1960’s
there were 400,000 soldiers out of a population of 10
million, while around 9,000 were killed. The regime
collapsed in 1974 with scarcely any bloodshed and the
violent year which followed did far more damage to
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the economy than to human life.
Intellectuals were astonished in 2007 when viewers of
a television series, Great Portuguese who were asked to
vote for the greatest figure in Portuguese history, chose
Salazar. Mario Soares who was the most important
socialist leader in Portugal after 1974 (Prime Minister
and President) chose not to trash Salazar, like many
on the left, but to promote reconciliation; perhaps that
influenced the vote. Gallagher offers many interesting
observations about post-Salazar Portugal. Most people
were eager to join the EU and he suggests that potential
leaders were reluctant to run a poor country because
a long period of press censorship and suppression of
political freedoms had stunted the country’s moral and
intellectual development. Perhaps this was why the EU
found Portugal the least troublesome of its members
for the same reason that Salazar remained in power
for so long. Gallagher suggests that the aftermath of
the pandemic may require leaders of a similar stamp
‘not so much the dictator but the man who saw himself
as the first servant of the nation’. As the book’s title
suggests his reputation will not die.

The Immense
Rewards of
Snobbery
Jessica DouglasHome
Henry ‘Chips’ Channon, The Diaries 1918-38, Ed
Simon Heffer, Hutchinson, 2021, £35.
Chips Channon fiddled with his Diaries off and on, buried
them in the garden for safety during the Second World
War, and entrusted his friend Peter Coates with the task
of choosing an editor after his death. He wanted the world
to read about his achievements, his vast wisdom, his
popularity, his piercing intelligence, his famous friends
and penetrating demolition of them. To their faces, he
was always unctuous and charming. When Nancy Mitford
read the 1967 expurgated Diaries, she was aghast: ‘…one
always thought Chips rather a dear, but he was black
inside how sinister.’
Simon Heffer has achieved a scholarly tour de force
with this new, unexpurgated edition of the Chips Channon
Diaries. The first diary entries include social and political
material of value, especially for 1917-1918, when the
twenty-year-old American Chips arrives in Paris as a
volunteer for the American Red Cross. He is well educated,
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appreciative of architecture, history and the fine arts and
as an only child of a rich father, he had a large allowance
and a number of contacts from his mother’s address book.
Three weeks later the German Army began closing in.
Chips’s courage is impressive. As exquisite buildings
are smashed, the Rue de Rivoli is aflame, and air raid
sirens howl, Chips, based at the Ritz, never shelters in the
cellars, preferring to watch ‘the fireworks’ from the hotel
balcony. But what truly obsesses him is a determination
to enter French aristocratic society. Good looks, charm
and flirtations with both sexes are his tools. Parisian highlife never pauses during the Great War so we read about
lunches, dinners, gossip, duchesses, princes and dukes.
On 20th January he writes: ‘I am called the White
Rabbit as fate seems to throw me ever with Duchesses’.
One day he finds himself seated between Jean Cocteau,
whose conversation is ‘… full of fire and rapier-thrusts
at his friends’, and Marcel Proust, who is ‘… quieter but
longer-winded … his bloodshot eyes shine feverishly
and he poured out ceaseless spite and venom and rapier
thrusts about the great… Years later Chips writes of
his ‘…youthful folly’ in burning a stack of letters from
Proust. But did they really exist? He could be both callous
and ironically insightful about himself. He writes of one
new friend (aristocratic, of course) who is off to the Front:
‘…I almost wept as I have never liked anyone so much
in such a short time… I suppose he will be killed and I
will go on dining out’.
In 1923 the Diaries pause when Chips goes to
America, to ensure another generous allowance from his
father. He hopes to go to England where the monarchy
and aristocracy are still thriving; Oxford will be the
springboard from which to launch his offensive on the
crème de la crème. After Christ Church he moves to
London to share a flat with some Oxford friends: Prince
Paul of Yugoslavia, soon to become King, and Lordin-Waiting to George V and owner of the stately home
Firle Place.
Chips has ‘arrived’. His snobbery, narcissism and
social-climbing get him everywhere. He describes leaving
Firle to stay at Chatsworth, Hardwick Hall and Arundel
Castle, and after that to cavort with the Leconfield crowd
at Petworth, or with the Duke of Northumberland and
Duke of Norfolk and the future Duke of Wellington.
He then meets Edward VIII, establishes an intimacy
with Wallis Simpson and supports them both during the
abdication crisis.
Chips enjoyed promoting or destroying his friends’
flirtations – successfully with Alex Alan Lennox-Boyd,
whom he presses to marry his sister-in-law, Patsy
Guinness, but less so with his, malevolent seven-year
campaign to prevent Lord Gage marrying Lady Imogen
Grenfell. On hearing of their engagement, he weds Lady
Honor Guinness, the eldest daughter of Lord Iveagh,
one of the richest men in England. Lady Iveagh on her
retirement hands Chips her safe seat in Southend, so he
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achieves his ambition to become a Conservative MP.
Well aware of his political limitations, he is blissfully
happy within the House of Commons predominantly
male environment, and much attracted to the ‘desperately
charming’ Arthur Balfour, who sets him up as PPS
to ‘Rab’ Butler. He relishes his new possibilities of
patronage, wangling high positions for MPs he admires
(and in some cases loves), and is proud to be called the
Rasputin of the Foreign Office.
There are moments of self-analysis: ‘sometimes I think
I have the character of a very clever woman – able but
trivial, with flair, intuition, great good taste but secondrate ambition: … I can only be appealed to through my
vanity.’ In August 1936 he and Honor are invited to the
Berlin Olympics, with ten days of banquets and balls,
euphorically described by Chips: ‘…the Ribbentrop party
made history…the splendour all went to my head… The
Goering party was dazzling …and eclipsed Ribbentrop’s
…’. Goebbels is ‘dark and intelligent and slightly sinister
… probably sexually vicious… in his grey eyes the look
I know so well, undoubtedly vain, devilishly fond of
power…’.
When Ribbentrop arranged for a chauffeur to drive the
Channons to a labour camp outside Berlin, Chips wrote
‘we have been told tales of hardship: not at all… the
camps are tidy, even gay… ordinary peasant boys... fair
and healthy smiling and clean … an excellent system... I
cannot understand the English dislike and suspicion of the
Nazi regime….’. The Berlin visit ends when he watches
Hitler arrive in the Olympic stadium and felt he was ‘…
in the presence of some semi-divine creature…’.
Before Chips leaves Berlin, he lectures Fritzi (Prince
Friedrich von Preussen, the Kaiser’s grandson) on how
he must improve himself, because the Kaiser’s dynasty
will be restored, and it is he who will succeed his
grandfather as Emperor. ‘…[I] begged him never to make
any disparaging remarks about the Nazis’. Was Chips
genuinely taken in? Surely he knew of Stalin’s Potemkin
villages. And by August 1936 he must have been aware
of the anti-Jewish legislation, the arrests and murders of
Jews that followed after the Nuremberg Laws.
How much truth is there in these Diaries and how much
self-aggrandisement, fantasy and wishful-thinking? Let
us hope that a Channon biography will put some of the
record straight. Volume 1 ends with the Munich crisis and
Chips sneering at Churchill while glorifying Chamberlain,
‘…the saviour of the Nation’. I look forward to Volume 2
to see if he acknowledges his massive lack of judgement,
not only of the Nazis and of Hitler. What happened to
Fritzi, who unsurprisingly never became Emperor, but
spent World War II in a British POW camp? And will
Chips claim that it was he, Chips, who influenced Fritzi
to marry Brigid Guinness? Will he reveal the real reason
that Honor chose to be the one who sued for divorce,
thereby letting Chips escape public disgrace?

The Salisbury Review — Summer 2021

A Masterclass
in Prose
Matthew Stuart
Style: The Art of Writing Well, F L Lucas, Harriman
House, 2020, £14.95.
‘To write really well is a gift inborn; those who
have it teach themselves.’ F L Lucas, guides writers
towards better prose, with pleasant sophistication and
gratifying culture. What writing guide could sell itself
by advertising that the self-taught, naturally talented
can hope to become writers, while the rest will have
to settle? The word really in the statement, suggests
improvement through instruction and he adds that ‘one
can sometimes teach [writers] to write rather better.’
In American sporting terms, a good coach cannot turn
a modestly talented .250 hitter into the league batting
champion, but he might help him get up to .270.
That extra twenty points could well make the man’s
career. In his elegant introduction to this new edition
of Style the eminent essayist Joseph Epstein says that
writing can’t be taught but it can be learned. Lucas
opines that ‘we may question whether style has ever
been much improved by books on style’, but his book
can be enjoyed by those not looking for immediate
improvement of their prose.
The son of a schoolmaster, Francis Laurence Lucas
was prepared early and well to lead a successful
academic life while his list of accomplishments
ranges well beyond the academy. He published novels,
poetry, translations, journalism and a remarkable series
of letters in the 1930s strenuously arguing against
appeasement. In the First World War Lucas was
commissioned in the Army wounded on the Western
Front, then briefly served in the Intelligence Corps
before the Armistice, preparing him for his work at
Bletchley Park in the next war.
In 1939, Lucas was an established Fellow of
King’s College, Cambridge who not only produced
distinguished scholarship but also published in the
popular press, including regular work in the literary
pages of The New Statesman. Recognizing his linguistic
talents and stout anti-fascism, the Foreign Office was
quick to enlist him to Bletchley Park where he was a
member of the famous Hut #3, and also commanded
the local Home Guard, the ‘rabble of eggheads’ that
he helped shape up. During the war, Lucas was well
51
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towards the top of the Nazis’ hit list.
Lucas sets a fine stylistic example himself. He is
urbane but never affected, consistent but not rigid, and
conversational without slipping into false folksiness
or triteness. Above all he is learned without being
overbearing. The book teems with examples, most of
them longer than the phrase or sentence one usually
sees in handbooks revealing Lucas’s learning as well
as his confidence in his readership’s ability to learn
from the best. In the original edition this confidence
was extended to long untranslated passages in foreign
languages. Those with rusty French or without any
Russian will be grateful that this edition provides the
translations done by Lucas himself.
The starting point of style is not the skillful exercise
of grammar but the phrases and sentences by which
one marks a writer’s style are not produced by mere
tricks of the verbal trade. True style emerges from the
writer’s character; thus an entire chapter entitled ‘The
Foundations of Style-Character’ underpins the rest of
the book. Here Lucas follows the path first laid out by
Aristotle, whose Rhetoric paid full attention to ethos,
the evident presence of the speaker or writer’s character.
Good readers will find even artful constructions flat and
unconvincing if they sense that they are generated from
a false place. Aristotle emphasizes credibility while
Lucas expands the list to include honesty, gaiety, wit
and self-control.
Lucas contrasts Dr Johnson’s famous letter to
Lord Chesterfield with a better-forgotten letter by
Coleridge to Lord Byron. Johnson masterfully chides
his supposed benefactor for his lack of support during
the difficult years when Johnson labored at the mighty
task of compiling his dictionary. Coleridge tries to
enlist Byron’s help in getting his work published.
Lucas reminds us that Coleridge may well have been
Johnson’s equal in intellect and native talent, and
possibly his poetic superior, yet Coleridge’s letter, for
all its surface ornamentation, amounts to a fulsome
misfire, an elaborate bit of begging. Johnson’s widely
known upbraiding of Chesterfield succeeds because it
‘reveals the sturdy resentment of an honest man’. ‘Full
of art,’ Lucas states; Johnson’s devastating letter works
because ‘it yet seems natural—for art has become
second nature’ to the Doctor.
If a writer’s good qualities are the foundation of
stylistic excellence, then a writer’s worse qualities
‘are also likely to get into his work – and to betray
themselves there.’ Thus Johnson, whom Lucas clearly
admires, can fall into lumbering pomposity. With
writers of questionable character, Lucas is sufficiently
generous to admire the more limited scope of their
success. Villon, Byron and Baudelaire were all capable
of good writing, nor were their character defects always
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evident. Even Rousseau, ‘that walking museum of
pathological curiosities – narcissist, exhibitionist, and
persecution-maniac’ could write movingly of nature
and confront the false values of a decadent society.
Lucas was more Apollonian than Dionysian, more
classicist than Romantic so praise for Gibbon, Johnson
and Burke comes as no surprise, but he is sufficiently
catholic to show his delight in a lengthy excerpt of
folksy Anglo-Irish penned by Synge, who claimed to
have transcribed what he heard while eavesdropping
in a west-country cottage. Lucas prefers French over
German for prose and his knowledge of classical texts
furnishes both commentary and example. Effusiveness
gets the stink eye, while overwrought prose is just
as objectionable as underworked. He is not positive
about the modernists and elsewhere dismissed Eliot’s
The Wasteland disparaging the obscurantism that he
thought was the hallmark of high modernist literature.
Although he occasionally compliments Henry James,
the examples he analyses are nearly always negative
Wilde is faintly acknowledged, but Lucas judges him
merely clever for great ‘wits’ can quickly become
mannered. The work of the elderly Shaw is put down
– back to character again.
Lucas shows writers the qualities they ought to
aim for like clarity, brevity and variety. The second
half of the book considers other qualities: ‘humour
and gaiety’ and ‘good health and vitality.’ Readers
looking for bullet points, checklists and templates will
be disappointed; no shortcuts are promised, for none
are available. Writers must be slow readers alive to
language and aware of method. Lucas steers readers to
Fowler’s Modern English Usage for help in this area
but college handbooks are focused primarily on what
not to do while Lucas is focused on what one ought to
do. He does not avoid negative examples and ‘do-nots’
altogether – Coleridge’s elaborate grovelling being one
such example.
In his final chapter on ‘Methods of Writing.’ Lucas
notes the variety of ways successful writers have
composed and revised. Gibbon constructed full
paragraphs in his head, perfecting them inwardly
before committing them to paper. Flaubert toiled
slowly while Kipling held on to stories for long periods,
cutting and trimming several times. Lucas urges the
would-be writer to allow creativity to come from where
it may, especially in the early stages of composition.
Those familiar with writing instruction in university
courses (at least in America) will acknowledge that
students should revise their work; but real writers will
recognize the naivety in their formulaic approach.
Students are instructed to write an entire draft, have
that draft edited by peer or professor, then rewrite the
entire draft for a final grade. Wash, rinse, and repeat on
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the next paper. The introduction of computer software
applications to this process, hyped by large textbook
publishers, solidifies this mechanical approach. There
are many other methods of composition and revision,
and not only do writers vary in their methods, but often
vary in their own practices. Why pretend that every
undertaking follows the same path?
Lucas has come far closer to producing a masterpiece
about writing than anyone else. If a writer’s erudition,
judgment, and good nature account for style, this is
an enjoyable book by a real writer who wishes to help
others along the way.

particularly affects those of the highest rank. Murray
diagnoses unpleasant cases not just among politicians
and media, but senior soldiers and intelligence officers,
and across followers of rival faiths and none ‘It is
especially prevalent in Western Europe and North
America’. Who might we name as suffering from
Islamophilia? Step forward Tony Blair and his claim
to read the Qur’an daily ‘because it is immensely
instructive’). Or David Cameron, who responded to
the murder of Lee Rigby in 2013 by stating ‘There is
nothing in Islam that justifies this truly dreadful act’.
Unfortunately, the Woolwich attackers felt differently,
in a monologue recorded at the murder scene, a bloody
Michael Adebolajo cited Surah 9 of the Qur’an, whilst
Drummer Rigby’s body lay in the street behind him.
Nor is this a problem restricted to British politicians.
The late President Chirac referred to a ‘Europe whose
roots are as much Muslim as Christian’ showing us that
Islamophilia is unconcerned with concepts of historical
accuracy. In the US, even George W Bush was moved
to declare ‘Islam is peace’ within a few days of…9/11.
Much the same followed under President Obama.
Having tried desperately to claim the film ‘Innocence
of Muslims’ had in some way incited the 2012 attack
on the American consulate in Benghazi, within a couple
of weeks Obama was declaring at the United Nations
‘The future must not belong to those who slander the
prophet of Islam’. What better way to encourage those
willing to use violence to enforce blasphemy codes?
Reading Murray’s book shortly after the Democrats
victory in the 2020 Presidential elections is a reminder
of how unlikely the United States is to be found
upholding freedom of speech in the international arena,
or domestically, over the next four years.
What are the consequences of an outbreak of
Islamophilia? One is a war on language which sets
distinct parameters upon the words we may use. Under
John Brennan’s leadership of the CIA ‘the Obama
administration was doing everything it could to stop
the term ‘jihadist’ being used to describe terrorists
who act in the name of Islam’. In time such strictures
come to be reinforced by peer pressure and public
shaming and then by corporate rules and regulations.
In time, such language may even be classed as illegal.
A second outcome is the need to rewrite history. The
glories of western civilisation must be played down,
and an Islamic civilisation trumpeted which has no
warts whatsoever. Or as Murray describes the approach
of the Science Museum in London and National
Geographic Museum in Washington ‘Muslims and
Islam invented…. yes pretty much everything’. This
includes elements as diverse as manned flight (down
with the Wright Brothers!) to the Rubiks cube. Here
Murray reminds us that the protests of 2020, and

The Silence of the
Metropolitan Lambs
Paul Stott
Islamophilia: A Very Metropolitan Malady, Douglas
Murray, Independently Published, 2020, £7.
This is the missing part of Douglas Murray’s back
catalogue – an eBook from 2013 now in print for the
first time. It is short and snappy at 64 pages and save
for a two-page preface written by the author for this
edition, has not been updated. Is that a weakness?
As Murray writes in his preface ‘The years that
followed saw the rise of ISIS, massacres in many
European cities, a suicide bombing at a pop-concert
in Manchester and the declaration of a Caliphate
across a swathe of Iraq and Syria’ (p.2). We would be
naïve not to expect much the same, or worse, in the
next seven years. The beauty of Islamophilia though
is that it is in many ways timeless, as its focus is on
the theoretical blind spots of the great and the good,
and the tendency of those in positions of power and
influence to come over all doe-eyed and gooey when
it comes to the second biggest religion in the world.
Murray defines Islamophilia as a ‘disproportionate
adoration of Islam’ that is not extended to other faiths.
When was the last time you heard a British politician,
or a high court judge tell you Buddhism or Methodism
are religions of peace? Why do they say such things
about Islam? As Murray simply observes ‘They do it
because they either think they ought to or they feel
they have to’). Others of course, act because they think
Islam or Muslims are in some way oppressed and need
support, whilst some act out of fear. Grayson Perry was
asked in 2007 why he does not mock Islam ‘I don’t
want my throat cut’, Islamophilia is a malady that
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the desire to ‘decolonise’ history, did not just appear
overnight. A related outcome is censorship and selfcensorship – consider the replacement of Islamic
terrorists with neo-Nazi baddies in the Hollywood
version of Tom Clancy’s The Sum of All Fears. Indeed
the movie business has tired of Islamic terrorists so
that directors like Ridley Scott take every opportunity
to present a world where in films like Robin Hood
‘beheading comes from Christianity, not Islam’.
Writers willing to put their heads above the parapet
and criticise Islam (Murray cites Martin Amis and
Sebastian Faulks) have dived for cover after fears of
a backlash emerged. All of this shapes the information
we are now presented with as fact. Consider Rageh
Omar’s 2006 BBC documentary on the ‘Miracles of
Jesus,’ which Murray alleges took a far more critical
approach than his subsequent documentary on the life
of Muhamad.
Murray misplaces the Black Stone of Islam in Medina

rather than Mecca and that page needed a tighter proof.
This is self-published and printed by Amazon and my
copy has a rather unimpressive front cover that seems
to have been scanned, and bibliophiles will bemoan
both the lack of an index and the absence of the books
title from its spine. This reissue would have benefitted
from a mainstream publisher to give it a proper push
to sit with Murray’s ‘Madness of Crowds’ in the best
seller charts, but it is a title worthy of every Salisbury
Review reader’s time.
In 2020, Europe has again suffered grievously from
jihadist violence. In terms of how we should respond,
Islamophilia gives us as useful a template as any ‘If
somebody threatens to kill people who draw a cartoon
because it offends them, the only proper response…..
is to keep drawing that cartoon until such a time as
the people who do the complaining stop. And then you
stop doing it because its no longer necessary’.
That is how we should proceed.

ART
Comrades Capture the Turner Prize
Alexander Adams

I

should mark the Tate’s Turner Prize as an annual
payday in my diary. Back when the Turner Prize
was simply an exhibition of bad art and a cringeinducing televised ceremony, there was nothing to write
about. Despite possibly disliking Rachel Whiteread’s
House (1993) and Damien Hirst’s animal vitrines, at
least you could remember them. But by the 2000s,
shortlisted art was so dour, inconsequential and arch
that there was nothing to write about. After all, soon
after glancing at a newspaper article or television news
segment, the audience had already lost any recollection
of the ‘art’.
However, of late, the Turner Prize has been a real
banker for chroniclers of the fall of British society.
The 2019 prize was shared by four nominees, when
they refused to accept the idea of hierarchy in art –
effectively undermining the whole basis of prizes. It is
unclear why these dolts had contrived to participate in
a process of which they – halfway through – suddenly
disapproved; it deprived competitive artists of the
prize. The 2020 prize was cancelled after the UK-wide
government-imposed lockdown due to COVID-19.
Grants were given to numerous artists and collectives
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on the, painfully apparent, grounds of diversity
credentials and political commitment.
The 2021 shortlist shows that arts venues are run
by activists who no longer feel constrained to support
art. Art has no place in art galleries, progressivist
curators have declared. Only collectives have been
shortlisted for the 2021 Turner Prize; no individual
is named in the press release. The shortlisted groups
are Array Collective, Black Obsidian Sound System
(BOSS), Cooking Sections, Gentle/Radical and
Project Art Works. Array are Belfast-based political
campaigners, Gentle/Radical are ‘community workers’
from Cardiff, Project Art Works ‘explore’ art ‘for and
by neurominorities’. ‘Cooking Sections is a Londonbased duo examining the systems that organise the
world through food.’ Finally, ‘formed by and for
QTIBPOC (Queer, Trans and Intersex Black and
People of Colour), BOSS challenges the dominant
norms of sound-system culture across the African
diaspora through club nights, art installations, technical
workshops and creative commissions.’
The expansion of the usual four nominees to five
makes one wonder why they did not list six or sixteen.
The Salisbury Review — Summer 2021

And who’s to say nominated groups might not declare
solidarity and state they will share the prize? After all,
true comrades would do no less.
This is part of a Neo-Marxist drive to discredit
individual artists as creators of great art. No individual
is exceptional in terms of ability or insight; he/she is
merely privileged by society and inheritance. One
feminist uttered a rather chilling comment about ‘the
myth of solitariness […] the reality of community’.
Activists seek to undermine the view that art is
a demonstration of aesthetic excellence and
manual skill. Art collectives reflect the top-down,
anti-humanist, social-constructivist world view of the
Left which has long controlled higher education. Art
departments have been encouraging ‘artivism’ for years
and art curation has been promoted as a viable route for
social justice. These graduates now have positions of
influence in the UK’s taxpayer-funded venues, they are
becoming bolder because the Conservative government
fails to oppose radicalisation of institutions.
Collectives of anonymous ‘art workers’ turn art
venues into social-activism centres – part youth club,
part community centre, part therapy workshop. PostModernism states that anything can become art if it
is nominated as art. The political advocate can thus
engage in ‘artivism’ if he/she/xe nominates their queer
disco, ethnic barbecue or scream-therapy session as
art. Get your pet activity classed as art and you gain
access to art venues, funding, status and audience. And
whom among us would not prefer to run our lesbianencounter session in a grand museum rather than a
grotty social club?
More seriously, if one concedes that artivism is valid
as art, it will erode trust. Liberal or conservative, each
of us would probably concede that art that is not to our
taste deserves to be shown in public venues as long
as it is art. Picasso’s Guernica or suffragette posters
are both political and art but what about Black Lives
Matter diatribes on systemic racism? Partisanship in
venue programming – and do you think you’d ever
see a display criticising abortion, that sacrament of
progressivism? – must lead to resentment among a
population force fed a diet of unremitting criticism.
The finger-wagging managerial elite wish to use our
money to berate us for invented moral failings. Not
uncoincidentally, art collectives display the patrician
penchant of leftist middle-class practitioners to lead
benighted working-class beneficiaries.
Logic dictates that should one accede to the utilitarian
view on art, it would not only be sub-optimal to exhibit
a watercolour landscape instead of a photograph of a
refugee, it would be unethical to do so. If art museums
are to be repurposed as bases of social activism, then
art must be practically beneficial to communities, be
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that posters admonishing us for declining COVID-19
vaccination or videos extolling the value of mass
migration into our country. Once you are subjected to
the crude propaganda that is coming, you might even
find yourself yearning for pretentious art. ‘Useful
art’ one artivist organisation calls itself ‘Arte Util’
must necessarily displace such fripperies as still-lifes,
marines, portraits and abstracts. Rest assured, comrade,
Christian art, redolent of patriarchal oppression and
imperial conquest, will be first on the chopping block.
The Turner Prize is a clownish sideshow that is
deservedly sliding towards cancellation. After all, if
the Turner Prize organisers and jury (and Tate staff)
believe that prizes are hierarchical and inequitable, it
is surely not long for the cultural calendar. Attendance
has been dropping so severely that it is being sent to the
regions. The 2021 display has been sent to Coventry,
literally. Although the prize is irrelevant and the ‘art’ is
negligible, this situation does expose the parasitism that
has afflicted publicly-funded arts for several decades
and is now acute and accelerating. Funds earmarked for
art, artists and museums is now routinely parasitised
by political groups, discrediting the funding model
that had previously nurtured serious art and served
the public.
A pathetic Conservative government, the timid wing
of progressivist consensus, shows no indication of
cleaning the Augean Stable of the Arts Council, Tate
and even heritage organisations. Indeed, it seems not
to see anything wrong with political campaigners
parasitising the arts. At least now it is clear. The mask is
off. Prizes are awarded according to one’s skin colour,
religion, immigrant status and sexuality. Merit is no
longer artistic, it is political. Individual artists will be
deprived of funding and exposure; the future is as an
arts worker in a collective. Like the care worker and the
sex worker, the art worker will be shorn of the dignity
of even a name for his or her occupation. The artivists
have control of the institutions so now it is absolutely
clear to everyone.
Much as I appreciate my annual payday, I shan’t be
sad at the termination of the Turner Prize.
Alexander Adams’s book Iconoclasm, Identity
Politics and the Erasure of History is published by
Societas.
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FILM
How the Roots of English Culture can be Traced through the
Cinema
‘

E

Ralph Berry

nglish nationalism has no roots, no hinterland’
claimed a recent Guardian columnist. She
is afflicted with a cultural blindness which
in physical terms would be alleviated by a white
stick and guide dog. But the Guardian is merely a
protection racket for Guardianistas. Of course, English
nationalism has a luminous past, but I don’t want to
follow in the trodden paths of Jeremy Paxman’s The
English: A Portrait of a People (1998), David Milsted’s
Brewer’s Anthology of England and the English (2003),
and Robert Tombs’s The English and Their History
(2015), excellent though they are.
There is another route to our past. The lineage of the
English can be detected in British films, a collective
anthology of expressions of the way we were--and are
no longer. I turn to them daily, and so do many others
who watch the channel Talking Pictures. Their heyday
was in the 1940s and 1950s, a vanished world when the
English were white, possessed of a great if threatened
Empire, defenders of an island faith that defied the
Continental powers, upholders of a class system that
however wryly observed was the undisputed mark
of the nation, and whose values transcended the
propaganda needs of the war. In Pimpernel Smith
(1941) Leslie Howard delivers a final mesmerizing
speech to Frances L Sullivan’s Gestapo head, General
von Graum. The camera closes in on the intensity
of Howard’s prediction that the Nazis are doomed.
Howard also figured as the archetypal English hero
in 49th Parallel (1941), a film that makes a backhand
salute to Eric Portman’s Nazi hero. Portman leads a
group of six survivors from a sunken U-Boat who seek
to make their way across Canada to the neutral USA.
It’s a rule of drama that the audience’s sympathies are
always on the side of fugitives. (Shakespeare knew this,
with Jack Cade who goes on the run in Henry VI Part
Two.) And Vaughan Williams composed the music.
Michael Powell and Emeric Pressburger, the joint
creators of the finest English movies of the era, were
responsible for these triumphs of the propaganda genre.
Beyond propaganda were subtler Powell-Pressburger
explorations of Englishness. The Life and Death of
Colonel Blimp (1943), A Canterbury Tale (1944), and
A Matter of Life and Death (1946), in which Raymond
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Massey is allowed to guy Americanism, are regarded
as their main achievements. My own favourite is The
Small Back Room (1949), with its stunning bombdisposal sequence on Chesil Beach. David Farrar’s
burnt-out expert is another kind of tribute to English
values. He has the task of deciphering a second UXB,
the first of which has already killed his colleague
who has guessed wrong. On the telephone to the ATS
corporal who is taking down his every word, he spells
out exactly what he is doing to defuse the booby-trap
mine, which may be his last words, as they were for
his predecessor.
Perhaps the last film statement of the old English
values came in Ice Cold in Alex (1958), a couple of
years before the dread year 1960 signalled the end of
everything we knew. A medical field unit has to cross
the desert to get back to British lines. They pick up a
man claiming to be South African who is actually a
German officer (Anthony Quayle). The field unit soon
guesses his identity, but keep quiet; it is all against the
desert. Back in Alexandria, they all have a beer before
the military police come to arrest their prisoner. The
British captain (John Mills) orders the military police to
wait, and then tells the German to come clean about his
identity. He will then be treated as a prisoner of war, not
shot as a spy. And it happens that way, with the captain
telling the police that their captor’s behaviour has been
exemplary, and the German saying that he had learned
things about the British he had not known before.
George Sanders was an old-school Englishman
whose roles were accurately summed up in the title
of his autobiography, Memoirs of a Professional Cad.
‘Cad’ has now disappeared from the contemporary
lexicon, as has ‘bounder’.
The Bounder was actually the title of a TV series
(1982-83) starring Peter Bowles, but the term has
vanished since. ‘Cad’ and ‘bounder’, defunct relics
of a class reference, have no standing today. Sanders
made his name with an upper-class accent, and a style
to match it. It was said of him that he wore armour as
if it were a well-cut suit. His style was dating towards
the end of his career, and this may have contributed
to his suicide.
The archetypal English hero of the 1950s was
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Kenneth More. His persona was bluff, engaging,
easy-going, totally trustworthy. As the butler in
The Admirable Crichton, he takes charge of his
shipwrecked upper-class group without the slightest
resentment from them. As Douglas Bader in Reach
for the Sky, he had a great success as the legless RAF
hero. In A Night to Remember, a far better film than
Titanic, he plays the ship’s officer who takes charge of
a lifeboat, helping the survivors. This could not have
been too exacting a part, since he was a lieutenant
in the Royal Navy in the war, seeing active service.
Throughout his career, which included comedy roles in
Genevieve and Doctor in the House, he never lost the
core of his appeal. Perhaps his key later role was the
beach master in The Longest Day. You don’t get to be
a beach master if you do not have outstanding personal
qualities, as I once had the pleasure of observing to
Dennis Healey, who had been a beach master at Anzio.
Kenneth More could more properly be described as
English, rather than British. I cannot imagine a later
reincarnation of his style on the contemporary stage.
The later attenuations of the English style came
with the Bond movies. Many still see Sean Connery
(who was a Scot) as the first and greatest Bond.
But his successor, Roger Moore, had great success
in seven Bond movies and in the long-running TV
series of The Saint (1962-69). His style was suave,
debonair, eyebrow-raising, effortlessly superior in his
dealings with the assorted villains he encountered. In
his political views Moore was a supporter of David
Cameron’s Conservative Party. Slightly foppish, but
with a hard core of masculinity, his style was first
cousin to Patrick Macnee’s John Steed in the TV series
The Avengers (1961-69). Macnee’s trademark bowler
hat, umbrella and suit fixed him as an archetypal
Englishman, a type that was allowed to die off in the
70’s and 80’s.
The Bond franchise is significant, because it is aimed
at an international audience and rests on the latest
reincarnation of its central figure. The current Bond,
Daniel Craig, is a tough, classless hero, in line with
the contemporary movement to dismiss social class
as any kind of factor in human relations. Feminism
makes its presence felt, and he has to put up with his
female boss, ’M’, played forcefully by Judi Dench.
So the old-style Englishness of Bond has mutated out
of sight. But there was a significant vestige in Spectre
(2015). The film was directed by Sam Mendes, a
Cambridge man (Peterhouse) with a first in English.
Judi Dench delivers in full the striking passage that
closes Tennyson’s Ulysses:

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

Ulysses confirmed its special meaning to the English
mind in the same year, 2015. The Second Best Exotic
Marigold Hotel features a moving speech to a wedding
audience by Bill Nighy, which includes a passage
beginning ‘I will drink life to the lees’. The film was
directed by John Madden, another Cambridge man.
Tennyson has now returned to favour, after being
blacklisted by W H Auden (‘the stupidest of English
poets’) and has been smuggled into current films. He
is the standard-bearer of nineteenth century poetry,
and of our heritage.
Film is the grand archive of what it meant to be
English. You will seek it in vain in the living theatre. It
is codified in the celluloid of the British Film Institute
National Archive, one of the largest such collections
in the world, and a treasury of the English in their
climactic era. There, beyond the censors of today,
you will see preserved for all time what the English
perceived, and applauded, of themselves.

Don’t wait for the next paper
edition of the Salisbury Review,
visit us online!
When was the last time The Telegraph or The
Times allowed you to comment online about
subjects they don’t want to hear your opinion on?
We do!
Each week we blog important topics other
magazines or newspapers will not touch, such
as immigration. Go to our webpage and write a
comment, take part in subsequent discussions,
join all those out there the government is not
listening to.
See our latest blog entitled Is it cos I white?
Come and join us! www.salisburyreview.com

We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
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IN SHORT
Wake up Call, Why the pandemic has exposed
the weakness of the West – and how to fix it, John
Micklethwait and Adrian Wooldridge, Short books,
2020, £9.99.
This book shows the pitfall of writing an instant book
on a current problem as it soon becomes out of date:
Trump has gone, although the reasons that led to his
election have not; Mrs Merkel is ‘a serious woman
doing serious work’ and other accolades. This time
last year no one could have predicted the astonishing
success of the vaccine. But they are certainly right to
emphasise that Western nations need and probably will
act differently in the future.
How to fix the problem, the really difficult bit, only
takes 40 pages, while the preceding 124 pages are
a readable romp through the rise and decline of the
West and the rise of the East which the pandemic has
shown. There is a lot about Hobbes and the Leviathan
becoming too big. The authors hail from the Economist
magazine whose views on say populism might not
accord with SR readers’ attitudes, but the provocative
style stimulates ones’ thinking about the problem.
Everyone would agree that the more authoritarian
nations of the East like South Korea, Singapore and
Vietnam and Taiwan were better able to contain
the virus by immediately imposing quarantines and
lockdowns. Nations who trusted their governments
fared better than those who didn’t, like Switzerland,
Holland and Sweden. Many now predict that the state
will expand, but the authors are right to argue that
Leviathan has become a therapeutic state, expanding
for decades and needs ‘pruning of its self-indulgent
services’. The West could reform itself quite quickly
as it has done in the past and although most of the
authors’ recommendations apply to the US, are also
relevant to Britain particularly in health and education.
Over complicated bureaucracies must lift themselves
out of the ‘fog’ which obscure their inadequacies. The
rich and the old should not be subsidised while stricter
standards for teachers should be prioritised, difficult in
the UK with its powerful teacher unions. The public
health service in the US is described as a ‘giant sieve’.
Alas not much hope of stopping it up in the UK as it’s a
secular religion worshipped by politicians and people.
Merrie Cave
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Happy Vet Happy Pet, Caring for your Pets
Caregiver, Sandy Weaver, Panoma Press, 2021,
£11.99.
Doctors, then dentists, then nurses are the most likely
people to commit suicide, a statistic relatively widely
known. But how many people know that after these
three professions come vets. The mortality suicide
rates in the UK have shown this for a number of years
and in the US the rates are similar. Unlike some other
professions, vets rarely make unsuccessful suicide
attempts: they are successful in killing themselves.
One obvious reason must be that veterinary
professionals, like medics, can get their hands on drugs.
What is more vets, unlike medics, spend their working
lives putting down their animal patients using deadly
drugs. This particular part of their working lives can
be very stressful because some owners will demand
the euthanasia of a healthy animal while others will
refuse euthanasia for a suffering animal.
This slender paperback book, written for the
American market and published here without changes,
is an attempt to explain why vets are so vulnerable
to killing themselves. The author is described as
‘a prominent speaker for the Centre for Workplace
Happiness’ and she is writing in simple terms for the
human clients of any veterinary practice.
Many of the stresses are the result of difficult, even
impossible human clients who scream and shout at
the vet and workers, put vile reviews on Facebook
and Google, fail to look after their animals in the first
place, or are reluctant to, or refuse outright to pay for
treatment. That euthanasia poses a particular stress
of its own, can be seen from the eleven paragraphs
devoted to guidance given by the Royal Society of
Veterinary Surgeons.
In my experience as a pet agony aunt for the Daily
Telegraph I found that many animal lovers, never
having paid for medical treatment thanks to the NHS,
thought vets’ charges were unreasonable. Many others
kept dogs and cats even though they could not afford
to look after them properly. This little book is a brave
attempt to get to the animal lovers who probably have
never thought about the emotional problems of their
vet. A bigger and more thorough book on the topic
would now be welcome.
Celia Haddon
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How Spies Think: Ten Lessons in Intelligence, Sir
David Omand, Viking, 2020, £20.

wonders of mathematics.
On the other hand, Sir David has turned his vast
experience into an ordered programme for logical
thought and analysis. He sets it out in detail. Four
lessons in ordering our thoughts from situational
awareness to not being surprised by surprise. Then
three lessons in checking reasoning to ensure it rises
above our own state of mind, and three lessons in
making intelligent use of intelligence.
For the non-mathematical there should be a health
warning. Bayesian analysis is a key part of this book’s
discussion. It is not an easy one to understand, at least
as laid out here.
Sir David ends on a note of great optimism, which
is the key lesson of this book and worthy of an essay
in its own right. With a proper understanding of cyber,
cyber security and cyber deterrence, the future of
liberal democracies is bright. Teaching critical thinking
about the digital world in schools has already produced
results: politicians find it more difficult to get away
with false promises. Add to that, a vastly improved
understanding of cyber security helps to protect not
only critical infrastructure, but limits attempts to
undermine the nation. Sir David has added his own
experience to ensure the digital health of our nation
and democracy.

Even the title gives it away: ten lessons. This is a book
about numbers by a numbers man, albeit a good one.
Sir David Omand has done nearly everything in
the spying world – except actually spy. He started
straight out of Cambridge with a degree in economics
(surprisingly not in mathematics), and was recruited
by GCHQ ‘crafting advice’ for ministers. That was
followed by three tours with the Secretary of State for
Defence; then to NATO, back to Defence in London
and seven years on the Joint Intelligence Committee
(JIC). The final accolade was back to where he started,
but right to the top – Director of GCHQ. That is indeed
a stellar career and it was not yet over as Sir David has
gone on to teach others.
What is missing from that wonderful list is getting
down and dirty in the shadows of spying itself.
Numbers can only go so far. In the end it is people that
count, and understanding, interpreting and forecasting
how they will behave is critical. That is not what this
book is about. Many may think that calculation by
numbers should not outweigh or replace statecraft,
security or intelligence of the old-fashioned kind.
They are right. Thankfully there are experts behind
the scenes so British policy in the fields of espionage,
subversion and terrorism does not rely wholly on the

Lindsay Jenkins
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