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D onald Trump predicted that his elec-
tion would be ‘Brexit times ten’ — 
which, as far as the stockmarket 

reaction was concerned, had some merit. 
The dollar plunged, and the Dow Jones 
along with it. Once again, the pollsters have 
been confounded. Once again, political ana-
lysts have been left asking whether they 
know their country at all. And once again 
we can see the same group of voters at the 
forefront: the older, poorer ones who are 
concerned about demographic change and 
angry about being ignored for too long. In 
Britain, and now in America, they are the 
new revolutionary class.

This is where the analogies with  Brexit 
end. Vote Leave, the campaign for Britain to 
leave the European Union, was led by people 
who were liberal, globally minded and opti-
mistic. There certainly was anger at a failed 
status quo among many of those who voted 
for Brexit, but the prospectus put in front 
of people was about a global Britain rather 
than a Little England. It was an argument 
about encouraging more trade, lowering 
tariffs, restoring sovereignty, reducing net 
immigration — all ideas which voters proved 
very capable of understanding.

Donald Trump has no similar agenda. 
He offers emotion, but not much beyond 
that. He dislikes trade, and global capital-
ism in general. His immigration policy has 
amounted to a bizarre threat to ban Mus-
lims from entering the country and build a 
wall between the United States and Mexico. 
At any other time, these policies would have 
disqualified him from the office — but this 
year Americans were not looking for solu-
tions. Trumpism was about stopping Hillary 
Clinton from becoming president and stick-
ing two fingers up to the machine. And 
beyond that, it is not about very much.

It’s not that Americans look up to Trump. 
Two thirds of them say that he lacks the 

temperament and character to be presi-
dent, but they elected him anyway. He is 
there to dismantle rather than oil the Wash-
ington machine: an unpleasant man sent 
to upset, rather than engage, people in the 
seat of American government. In Britain, 
the vote for Brexit represented politicians 
giving the public a chance to fix the system, 
if that is what they felt needed to be done. 
It was followed by Theresa May becoming 
Prime Minister and enjoying levels of popu-
larity that neither Mr Trump nor Mrs Clin-
ton could dream of. We have a system that 
works: hence Brexit. America’s politics is 
broken: hence Trump.

His election is not a triumph for Ameri-
can conservatism. Instead, the Republican 
party has fallen to a hostile takeover from a 

man who has a mercantilist view about com-
merce and talks about starting trade wars 
with China. This agenda wooed many former 
Democratic voters, especially in the rust-belt 
states — where older white men in rural areas 
started to think and vote like a minority. 

For the Democrats to field Hillary Clin-
ton was an act of political suicide. She 
embodies the gilded political establishment 
that was in the dock. She carried all the bag-
gage of someone who has been in public life 
for the last quarter-century: the very oppo-
site of a ‘change’ candidate. Without doubt, 
she was Trump’s greatest electoral asset. 
She played straight into his hands, treating 
white working-class voters with contempt 
and referring to those who backed him as 
‘deplorables’. 

The challenge that his election presents 
to the West are significant. It plunges Nato 
into crisis: the new commander -in-chief has 

said he regards it less as a defence alliance 
and more as a form of military welfare, a 
means for European countries to skimp on 
defence spending because they can rely on 
Uncle Sam’s protection. His analysis has 
force because it is quite correct. He has said 
he will charge Nato members for member-
ship; we will now see if he was serious. But 
Europe must now imagine a world without 
Pax Americana, and it’s one where Britain 
might be rather glad that it has an independ-
ent nuclear deterrent. And where much of 
Europe will be glad to have Britain as an ally.

The last eight years have shown how 
dangerous the world becomes without clear 
American leadership. The election of this 
isolationist to the White House will lead to 
a temptation for an antagonist — perhaps 
Moscow — to test this new world order and 
watch the reaction. 

And how will Trump respond? It will 
depend on who he appoints to advise him, 
and who he recruits to his cabinet. Here, 
again, there is little ground for optimism. 
Some of the names being touted are even 
more extraordinary than his own.

Americans have voted for change, and 
seemingly didn’t mind very much what 
form it took. The success of a candidate as 
grotesque as Donald Trump speaks to the 
depth of the despair felt in the country. Vot-
ers, faced with what most regarded as the 
worst political choice of their lifetime, have 
returned the worst candidate in a very long 
time. There is not much reason to be optimis-
tic of this ending well for Mr Trump or for 
the Republicans.

The retreat of American leadership will 
mean that smaller nations — such as Britain 
— will have to play a larger role. This is not 
an outcome that Theresa May wanted, but it 
has happened nonetheless. The days when we 
could rely on America to resolve the world’s 
disputes have just ended. 

America’s retreat

Europe must imagine a world without 
Pax Americana – Britain should be 
glad that it has a nuclear deterrent
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Police commissioner said: ‘I am today issuing 
a public apology to Lord Bramall, Lady 
Brittan and Harvey Proctor.’ More than 200 
prisoners in Bedford jail rioted and started 
fires. During a so-called Million Mask March 
in central London, police arrested two 
people for refusing to remove a face mask.

A bout 9,000 online customers of Tesco 
Bank had money stolen from their 

accounts over the weekend; Tesco refunded 
£2.5 million. Marks and Spencer set about 
closing 30 clothing stores and opening 200 
new ‘Simply Food’ shops. A tram overturned 
in Croydon. Sir Jimmy Young, the light 
broadcaster who interviewed Margaret 
Thatcher 14 times, died aged 95. Andy 
Murray achieved world No. 1 ranking in 
men’s tennis. The jockey Freddy Tylicki was 
paralysed from the waist down after a fall 
when his mount Nellie Dean was caught in 
a four-horse pile-up at Kempton. Toblerone 
buyers complained about the bars having 
wider gaps between the chocolate peaks.

Abroad

D onald Trump was elected President of 
the United States for the Republican 

party, beating Hillary Clinton, the Democrat 
candidate, and surprising most of the world. 
Mr Trump said: ‘I pledge to every citizen 
of our land that I will be president for all 
Americans.’ As well as securing a majority 
in the electoral college, Mr Trump won a 
majority of the popular vote. At his election 
headquarters supporters chanted: ‘Lock 
her up.’ In late-night bars some Democrat 
supporters shouted at the television. 
Others wept. The stock markets took it 

badly; the price of gold rose. Janet Reno, 
the US attorney general under President 
Bill Clinton, died aged 78. McDonald’s 
sued Florence council, claiming $20 million 
damages, after it was refused permission to 
open a shop in the Piazza del Duomo.

The pro-Kurdish HDP party in Turkey 
boycotted parliament in response to 

the arrest of its joint leaders Selahattin 
Demirtas and Figen Yuksekdag. Michael 
Roth, the German Europe minister, said that 
people persecuted in Turkey were welcome 
to apply for asylum. ‘Europe, as a whole, 
is abetting terrorism,’ President Recep 
Tayyip Erdogan of Turkey said in a televised 
speech. The Hungarian parliament defeated 
an attempt by Viktor Orban, the prime 
minister, to block the settlement of 1,294 
refugees allocated by the EU. Islamic State 
set fire to at least 19 oil wells near Mosul as 
a coalition of Iraqi government forces and 
others pressed an attack to retake the city. 
Advancing forces found a mass grave at 
Hamam al-Alil, said to contain about 100 
decapitated bodies. At the same time the 
Islamic State capital of Raqqa in Syria was 
attacked by predominantly Kurdish forces.

India suddenly withdrew 500 and 1,000 
rupee notes, to expose ill-gotten gains. 

Rurik Jutting, a 31-year-old British banker 
educated at Winchester and Cambridge, 
was found guilty of sadistically murdering 
two Indonesian women in Hong Kong. A 
sinkhole 100ft across swallowed a street in 
the city of Fukuoka in Japan. The Australian 
senate defeated a government plan to hold 
a non-binding referendum, known there as a 
plebiscite, on same-sex marriage. CSH

Home

Theresa May, the Prime Minister, said she 
still expected to start talks on leaving the 

EU as planned by the end of March, despite 
a High Court judgment that Parliament must 
decide on the invoking of Article 50 of the 
Lisbon Treaty that would set Brexit in train. 
Opinion was divided over whether the High 
Court had required an Act of Parliament 
or a vote on a resolution. The government 
appealed to the Supreme Court, which is 
to hear the case from 5 December. The 
judgment set off a confused game of hunt 
the issue. One issue was whether the press 
is allowed to be rude about judges. The 
Daily Mail’s headline had been ‘Enemies 
of the people’ and the Daily Telegraph’s 
‘The judges versus the people’. On her way 
to India for a trade visit, Mrs May said: ‘I 
believe in and value the independence of 
our judiciary. I also value the freedom of our 
press.’ A snail from Nottingham with a left-
spiralling shell was paired with another from 
Ipswich with a view to their mating.

P rince Harry objected to the ‘smear on 
the front page of a national newspaper; 

the racial undertones of comment pieces; 
and the outright sexism and racism 
of social media trolls’ about Meghan 
Markle, his girlfriend ‘a few months into a 
relationship’ , who is an American actress 
with a black mother. Sir Richard Henriques’ 
independent inquiry found that Operation 
Midland, Scotland Yard’s investigation 
into allegations of paedophilia by famous 
people, should have been abandoned ‘much 
earlier’ and entailed ‘grave’ errors; Sir 
Bernard Hogan-Howe, the Metropolitan 
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Joan Collins

savoirbeds.co.uk

London Paris New York

Seeing Trump win reminds me of 
a season of Dynasty in which my 

character, Alexis, ran for governor of 
Colorado against her nemesis, Blake 
Carrington. We used a bunch of dirty 
tricks, from kidnappings to accusations 
of murder, to embarrass, undermine and 
knife each other in the back. Viewers 
scoffed. Politicians would never do 
anything so underhanded and evil to 
each other. Really?

As hysterical as America gets, 
however, it’s still more peaceful 

than London. Our quiet residential 
street in Belgravia now resembles a 
building site. There are massively major 
renovations underway on the buildings 
to our left, to our right, the four flats 
above us, and two directly opposite us. 
To say this is tiresome is like saying 
Donald Trump is no wallflower. The view 
on our street is an intricate lacework of 
dirty scaffolding and ladders that would 
delight any of those wannabe Spider-
Man street jumpers or free runners or 
whatever they’re called. Not that I wish 
to encourage any more excitement — 
my heart won’t take it. 

To make matters worse, another 
colossal scaffold was erected at the 
back of my flat last June. Since then it 
has stood unused, blocking our view 
and our light, while the owner says he’s 
‘sorry’ but that it’s due to ‘circumstances 
beyond his control’ – oh sure. 

As a result of all this work, we’ve 
had a flood, and our hot water, heating, 
electricity, cable and internet have 
been cut off at various times. There is 
endless persistent drilling reminiscent 
of the dentist scene in Marathon Man, 
and hammering that starts at 8 a.m. 
and proceeds unabated until 6 p.m., 
six days a week. Complaints to 
Westminster council have elicited 
sympathy and an empathic ‘What can 
we do?’ shrug of the shoulders. 

‘When will it all end?’ I wailed to the 
friendly man from the council. 

‘Should be done by next July,’ he 
answered with a paternal smile. At which 
point I fainted.

I’ve worked on film and TV sets all my 
life and have always been amazed at 

the speed and dexterity with which they 
can build a house, a castle or even an 

entire village in a matter of a few weeks, 
complete with working plumbing and 
electricity, and then pull it all down. By 
contrast, the roadworks all over London 
and the suburbs are now a total joke. Half 
of the time there’s not a solitary workman 
in sight, never mind on site. How different 
from France, where they work 24/7 on 
their infrastructure and in the past year 
have created a new super-highway across  
Provence — and not a bicycle lane to 
be seen.

I have been going to variety shows 
with my parents since I was a small 

child. They always held a fascination 
for me with their singers, jugglers, 
dancers and comedians all vying for 
the approbation of the crowd. I saw 
many legendary stars at the London 
Palladium, so one of the high points of 
this year was bringing my new show 
Unscripted to that great landmark of 
London theatre. I had been touring 
all over the UK for several weeks and 
receiving wonderful receptions, but 
nothing could have prepared me for 
the display of affection with which 
the Palladium audience greeted my 
entrance. When we finished, again to a 
roaring ‘standing O’, I was followed off 
stage by Lord Lloyd-Webber, the owner 
of this fine theatre. 

‘You’re the first person to be in the 
star dressing-room since we refurbished,’ 
he announced proudly. 

‘I’m honoured,’ I replied, and 
indeed after some of the dingy dumps 
I’d been dressing in during my tour, 
this newly painted and lavishly 
decorated suite of rooms would have 
been perfect even for Carole Lombard 
in her prime. 

 ‘C an I have a selfie?’ These 
words strike fear into my heart. 

Thanks, Tom Cruise, for starting this 
trend several years back: at a movie 
premiere in Leicester Square he kept 
the audience waiting for two hours while 
he posed with every fan lining the red 
carpet. But there’s a danger in doing 
selfies. Being hugged and snuggled up 
to by a stranger came back to haunt me 
when a picture was posted on Facebook 
claiming I was a close friend. It reminded 
me of an incident that occurred during 
the height of my fame in Dynasty, when 
a man asked for a photo with me and 
then went on to claim that I was his 
‘fidanzata’ and engaged to marry him, 
parlaying this into some modicum of 
fame on talkshows in Italy. So I’ve 
decided there will be no more selfies 
now, unless I take them. Sorry, fans — 
you can snap me as I walk into an event 
or down the street but I’m not posing 
cosily with anyone I don’t know. Oh 
dear. I guess the Twitter trolls will try to 
get me now, when they’ve finished with 
Donald Trump.
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AMERICAN POLITICS | DOUGLAS MURRAY

as protectionist as Trump will prove to be. 
The European-American trade deal, TTIP, 
was floundering long before this week, with 
experts on both sides of the Atlantic consid-
ering the differences irreconcilable. When 
it comes to trade, Britain is — in reality 
— in the best possible position with Presi-
dent Trump. Had our elected politicians not 
been so undiplomatic in recent months, this 
country might have been in a better position 
still. Everything Trump has ever said sug-
gests that he is exceptionally well disposed 
towards the country where his mother was 
born. In recent times such an attitude could 
not be taken for granted. Lest we forget, 
Barack Obama — the most acclaimed ‘lib-
eral’ president of modern times — thought 

so little of US-UK relations that he ignored 
all present and historic bonds of affection 
and threatened to send us ‘to the back of 
the queue’ if we disagreed with his stance 
on the EU. By contrast, Trump has repeat-
edly insisted that post-Brexit Britain will be 
at the front of the queue in trade deals with 
the US. Under him the special relationship 
that was allowed to flounder under Obama 
could flourish once again.

‘What about the nativism and the rac-
ism?’ people will ask. But putting aside the 
occasional rhetorical ugliness, all this seems 
to refer to is Trump’s desire that America 
erect meaningful borders after a genera-
tion of Republican and Democratic incum-
bents made them semi-permeable at best. 

Throughout this campaign, there was no 
greater demonstration of the disconnect 
between the liberal elite and the public at 
large than the insistence that someone who 
had ‘insulted’ minorities could not make it 
to the White House in a ‘changing’ America. 
Strengthening and even building borders is 
not ‘racism’ or ‘nativism’. It is what normal, 
successful states have done throughout his-
tory, and what states across Europe — after 
a few years of dangerous utopian fantasy — 
are now doing again.

Then there is the nuclear question. Isn’t 
Donald Trump going to start a third world 
war? So far as anyone can tell, his foreign 
policy instincts are far less provocative than 
a second President Clinton’s would have 
been. He certainly seems to favour bold 
and decisive action against terrorist groups 
such as Isis, but he is significantly less likely 
to start a conflagration than his Democratic 
opponent. 

The subject of Russia and Putin was also 
used throughout this election as a shorthand 
way to malign the Trump campaign. But this 
was not based on anything more than a cou-
ple of complimentary phrases about Presi-
dent Putin. And though the commentariat 
likes to use Putin (like ‘progressive’ rights) 
as a way to demonstrate a candidate’s unfit-
ness for office, there is nothing very clever 
about a stance of unbridled hostility, aggres-
sion and antagonism towards Moscow. In 
recent months there has been a dramat-
ic warming of hostilities in the virtual war 
against Russia. If a Trump presidency can 
lower the temperature of such exchanges, 
then it should be welcomed rather than 
lamented.

In a last-minute pre-election plea, the 
talkshow host Bill Maher insisted that 
Trump was different. That although Maher 
and other leftists had claimed that Mitt 
Romney and John McCain were sexist, hom-
ophobic racists as well, they had in fact been 
lying. Maher admitted that he and other left-
ists ‘cried wolf’ with them, whereas Trump 
really was all of these things, and also a fas-
cist to boot. And the thing about fascists, 
Maher insisted, is that once they get power 
they don’t give it up. One hates to remind 
people of this, but they said the same thing 
about George W. Bush. In 2008 there was 
no executive order for Bush to remain in 
office in perpetuity. That too  dissolved into 
the tide of American hyperbole. As will the 
excesses of Trump and his critics.

For 18 months, Donald Trump was 
amazingly useful to British politicians. 
Whatever their party, he provided 

them with the most magnificent means with 
which to polish their liberal credentials. In 
January, when the British Parliament spent 
three hours debating a public petition to 
ban Trump from entering the country, we 
learned from Labour’s Rupa Huq that he 
was ‘racist, homophobic, misogynist’, from 
the  Conservative Marcus Fysh that he was 
‘the orange prince of American self-publici-
ty’ and from the SNP’s Gavin Newlands that 
he was not only ‘racist, sexist and bigoted’, 
but ‘an idiot’.

So perhaps now that the giggling has 
subsided, we can get down to a more real-
istic assessment of the man and his views. 
Some unsavoury personal moments aside, 
the accusation that Trump was a misogy-
nistic, homophobic, transphobic racist sim-
ply constituted the liberal press’s best effort 
at holing his campaign below the waterline. 
In reality, Trump is a man who holds liberal 
New York opinions and would be unable to 
set about ‘rolling back’ liberal rights even if 
he wanted to.

The other accusations against him have 
been equally cynical. For months there has 
been a hysterical insistence, by everyone 
from Democrat peaceniks to Cold War nos-
talgists, that a Trump presidency would fun-
damentally undermine and even end Nato 
— the centrepiece of the UK’s defence 
capability. The basis for this claim lies solely 
in Trump’s complaint during his campaign 
that America should not be bailing out its 
Nato allies if they are not willing to pay a 
fair share for their own defence. Though it 
was expressed more forcefully than is usu-
ally the case, there was nothing so surpris-
ing about this. For decades, US presidents 
have implored their European partners 
to fulfil the minimal 2 per cent spending 
requirements that membership of Nato 
should require. There is nothing immor-
al or unstrategic about asking European 
powers to demonstrate a commitment to 
their own security. Rather than ‘weakening’ 
Nato, such a stance is likely to underpin and 
 strengthen it.

Then there are the fears about American 
trade protectionism. But these would have 
pertained whoever won the White House. 
Pulled to the left by the Bernie Sanders 
insurgency within her own party, President 
Hillary Clinton would have been at least 

It’s time to consider the real Trump

So far as anyone can tell, Trump’s 
foreign policy instincts are far less 
provocative than Hillary Clinton’s

‘Oh no! It’s a soft exit!’
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Trump’s triumph
Through the sheer force of his obnoxious personality, the Donald won the race

FREDDY GRAY

president that it’s hard for anyone to believe 
that he is for real. After all, a former campaign 
communications director claimed that the 
Trump camp originally intended to finish sec-
ond in the primaries, possibly as a noisy pro-
test, possibly to create publicity for the next 
season of his TV show The Apprentice. 

Throughout his campaign Trump insisted 
on turning major political events into promo-
tional stunts for his luxury resorts. His infa-
mous ‘anti-birther’ press conference — when 
he declared that Barack Obama was indeed 
born in the  United States — seemed like an 

excuse to unveil his shiny new hotel in 
Washington DC. His first foreign trip 
as presumptive Republican nominee 
was to his own revamped golf course at 
Turnberry in Scotland on 24 June, the 
day after the Brexit vote. The press pack 
was desperate to ask him about it, but 
Trump was more interested in describ-
ing how he rearranged the par three 
holes to Make Turnberry Great Again. 

His whole campaign had the air 
of an elaborate hoax. For the last few 
weeks, it looked as if his advisers were 
more interested in launching a Trump 
TV channel than in preparing for gov-
ernment. But there was art to his cam-
paign. It managed, at once, to be fake 
and sincere. And it was that sincerity 
that the media could not comprehend. 
They thought the Donald was joking; 
voters, by contrast, knew he was serious.

It is said that Trump has no policies. 
But he does — and they appeal to vot-

ers. His ideas — including a wall to keep out 
Latinos, for instance, or a ban on all Muslims 
entering the US — may strike sophisticates 
as preposterous, but they resonated with 
poor, white Americans. Analysts on CNN 
spent so many hours denouncing Trump’s 
‘anti-immigrant rhetoric’ as dangerous and 
un-American that they barely stopped to 
consider its appeal. But now we know: Don-
ald Trump’s radical positions on border con-
trol mobilised great swaths of the American 
electorate who felt that their prospects had 
been damaged by mass immigration. 

A lot has been written about America’s 
rapidly changing demography, particularly 
about the increase in minority Democratic 
voters, who are largely Hispanic. But psephol-
ogists have been so eager to look towards the 
diverse American future that they seemed 

Washington DC

D onald J. Trump’s long, triumphant 
march to the White House didn’t start 
on 16 June 2015, when he announced 

his candidacy at the Trump Tower in Manhat-
tan. It began four years ago, on 19  November 
2012. On that day, days after President 
Barack Obama had defeated Mitt Romney, 
Trump filed a trademark application for the 
slogan ‘Make America Great Again’. It was, 
like all things Trump, a bit of a rip-off. Ron-
ald Reagan’s successful presidential cam-
paign of 1980 had coined the phrase. But 
Make America Great Again was even 
more potent in 2015-16. After the crash, 
those four words spoke powerfully to 
the anguished  spirit of America: to the 
nation’s nostalgia for the Reagan era, 
and to its insatiable longing to fix itself.

Whenever the Trump campaign 
floundered, the candidate and his 
spokesmen could fall back on that hyp-
notic incantation: Make America Great 
Again. Just like ‘Yes we can’, Barack 
Obama’s campaign hymn of 2008, 
Trump’s Maga mantra worked. Three 
weeks ago, commentators were chor-
tling at reports that Team Trump spent 
more on its Make America Great Again 
baseball caps than on professional poll-
ing. How amateur! How tacky! 

Well, who’s laughing now? Those 
silly red hats proved to be a PR master-
stroke. While the snobs were sneering, 
Donald Trump was creating a move-
ment that would take over America.   

Trump may not be as good a businessman 
as he thinks he is. We’ve all read about his 
bankruptcies and myriad commercial fail-
ures. It must now be acknowledged, however, 
that he is the greatest political entrepreneur 
of our time. Long before anyone else, he 
spotted a huge gap in the disgruntlement 
market. While Republicans were licking their 
wounds at Romney’s loss, Trump was already 
plotting to take advantage of the anger eating 
America. And only he realised that, by con-
sistently doing the opposite of what experts 
told him to do, he could propel himself to the 
Republican nomination and on to victory 
against Hillary Clinton.

By not caring about his own  popularity 
— and insulting as many people as he could 
— he made himself popular. Through the 
sheer force of his obnoxious personality, he 

has pulled off the most extraordinary elec-
tion victory in US history. Dislike him or 
hate him, Trump has upended American pol-
itics and shaken the liberal world order to its 
core. The pollsters were wrong. The betting 
markets were wrong. The media was wrong. 
The Democrats were wrong and so were the 
Republicans. Only the Donald was right.

The data experts, in particular, should hang 
their heads in shame. The  polling dramatically 
underestimated the Trump effect. They told 
us that ‘Clinton’s firewall’ — the six swing 
states in which she had held a consistent poll 

lead throughout the year — would keep her 
safe. Trump isn’t Brexit, the pundits said, dis-
missing the idea of a transatlantic populist 
revolution as naive — but Brexit he proved 
to be. In both cases, the plebs used the ballot 
to tell the liberal elite to get stuffed.

The president-elect is meant to sound 
gracious and offer succour to those who 
opposed him when making a victory speech. 
Donald Trump tried to do that. He thanked 
Hillary Clinton and promised to heal Amer-
ica. ‘I pledge to every citizen of our land that 
I will be president for all Americans,’ he said. 
‘We will deal fairly with everyone. All people 
and all other nations.’ 

It sounded strangely flat, though. It’s hard 
to shake the suspicion: does Trump really 
want to be president? Or was his campaign 
just an epic ego trip? He is so unlike any other 
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to ignore the 70 per cent of the American 
electorate that remains white. Trump’s sup-
porters are often portrayed as ‘white nation-
alists’, but the Trump phenomenon is better 
understood as a spasm of white frustration 
at a political system that considers minorities 
more important than the majority. 

But white anxiety only goes so far in 
explaining the Donald’s success. Journalists 
have been so busy squawking about racism 
that they missed the bigger story: which is 
that the electorate liked Trump’s tough talk, 
not just on immigration, but on trade, jobs, 
infrastructure, crime and foreign policy. They 
liked hearing him berate the corrupt ‘corpo-
rate media’ — which was so obviously biased 
against him — and his promises to ‘drain the 
swamp’ of Washington DC.

Trump has shown a genius for snarling 
at people in a way that Americans like. The 
names he gave his opponents — Crooked 
Hillary, Lyin’ Ted, Little Marco, ‘Low-ener-
gy’ Jeb — were devastatingly catchy. But his 
real talent was his ability to tell America that 
it was a loser and the country was a wreck. 
‘We don’t have victories any more — we used 
to,’ he moaned at his campaign launch. ‘The 
US has become a dumping ground for every-
body else’s problems.’ Americans are not as 

peppy and cheerful as the stereotype suggests. 
Trump’s negativity proved to be exactly what 
they wanted.  

And then there was his endless talk of 
China. Over and over, he said that America 
was being ripped off by Beijing. He repeated 
— thousands of times — how America was 
losing because Washington was allowing jobs 
to go overseas. Millions of Americans, whose 
jobs had indeed gone overseas, agreed.

Trump’s international outlook struck both 
the Democratic and Republican party elite as 
treasonous. His critics called him ‘isolation-
ist’ and ‘protectionist’, and he is both, but 
American voters don’t seem to care. ‘America 
First’, his more controversial slogan, reflect-
ed a popular and perfectly understandable 
wish — especially after the failures in Iraq, 
Afghanistan and Libya — for the US govern-
ment to put America’s interests ahead of the 
rest of the world’s. 

Trump is no dove, which is why he suc-
ceeded where other anti-interventionist can-
didates failed. He talks with almost psychotic 
aggression about destroying Isis, torturing 
terrorists, and tearing up Obama’s Iran deal. 
Americans like that. He promises to restore 
American greatness by making America 
tough again. The Democrats and Trump’s 
Republican enemies tried to link him to 
the Kremlin, speculating that Trump was in 
Putin’s pocket. But the average American is 
not as Russophobic as the average wonk on 
Capitol Hill. When Trump said ‘Wouldn’t it 

In his anger, shadiness and batty 
orange campness, Trump looks like 
America’s answer to Hugo Chavez

be nice if we got along with Russia?’, most 
Americans didn’t think ‘Traitor!’ — they 
agreed with him. 

It didn’t matter that he was a sociopath, a 
misogynist and a pervert. At least he wasn’t 
Hillary Clinton, a woman who encapsulat-
ed in one smug face everything that Trump 
voters feel is wrong with their country. The 
Donald’s supporters often said that, while 
they found him nasty, a Clinton presidency 
would have been the ‘end of this country’. 
Or as Daniel McCarthy, editor of the Ameri-
can Conservative put it, ‘With Clinton, there 
is neither hope nor change.’ Trump may be 
awful. But he was awful different. 

During the Republican convention in 
Cleveland, I met a Republican voter 

who said she would support Trump even 
though she thought he was a bad man. His 
thuggishness struck her as exactly what was 
needed to smash through the dysfunction 

in Washington. Which brings us to Trump’s 
much- discussed tendency towards authori-
tarianism. There’s no denying that, in manner 
and style, Trump will more closely resemble 
a dictator than any previous commander-
in-chief. American thinktanks have been 
quick to point out the similarities between 
Trump’s populist approach and that of the 
Latin American dictators who have plagued 
their continent since the second world war. 
In his ostentatious anger, obvious shadiness 
and batty orange campness, Trump looks like 
America’s answer to the late Hugo Chavez.

Yet Trumpism is a uniquely  American 
phenomenon. It has emerged from the 
much-misunderstood tradition of the Ameri-
can new right, which is much wilder than the 
turgid ‘movement conservatism’ that has 
dominated Republican party thinking since 
Reagan. Trump channels Richard Nixon’s 
law-and-order appeal — often posing (in 
somewhat fascistic-looking guises) with law 
enforcement officers — as well as alluding to 
the ‘pitchfork populism’ of Patrick Buchanan.

Those now fulminating, in the wake of 
Tuesday’s shock result, about the end of 
democracy and the collapse of civilisation 
should try to get some perspective. America 
isn’t Venezuela or Russia. The land of the free 
is still, in all its unhappiness, the most spir-
itedly democratic nation on earth. Various 
overreaching presidents — including Barack 
Obama and George W. Bush — may have 
eroded the integrity of the US constitution, 
but the American system of government, with 
its checks and balances, was designed to sur-
vive and thrive under even the most depraved 
leaders. Trump may try to ride roughshod 
over the Senate, Congress and the Supreme 
Court, but he will not succeed. America is 
too great a nation to be unmade by one man 
shouting ‘Make America Great Again’. ‘I vote Trump.’

Easing the Passing

Socrates, it is said
walked round his garden
discoursing, until the hemlock
slowly turned his limbs to lead —
talking, talking, until he was dead.

What a blissful way
to bid the world goodbye!
— better than bodkin or drowning—
having one’s last long say
through the Dignitas of its day.

So welcome whisky and pills
or lethal mushrooms that heal
— preventing something far worse:
the lingering longer with ills
without the mercy that kills.

— Richard Ormrod
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I think we’re alone now
President Trump will be bad for Britain, Europe and Nato

ANNE APPLEBAUM

F or Britain, this is a poignant moment. 
We have not been so isolated in many 
decades. We are at odds with our con-

tinental allies. We are halfway out of a Euro-
pean Union that is itself in crisis. Our consti-
tutional and judicial order is under pressure. 
And now we have a new hurdle: the next 
president of the United States of America is 
a man who not only gropes women and swin-
dles his business partners, but a man who 
openly dislikes America’s traditional allianc-
es — the European alliance most of all.

Don’t take my word for it. Listen to what 
he has been saying for many, many years. As 
long ago as 2000, in his  ghostwritten book 
The America We Deserve, Trump said: ‘Amer-
ica has no vital interest in choosing between 
warring factions whose animosities go back 
centuries…their conflicts are not worth 
American lives. Pulling back from Europe 
would save this country millions of dollars 
annually. The cost of stationing Nato troops 
in Europe is enormous. And these are clearly 
funds that can be put to better use.’

Throughout the election campaign, he has 
repeated these views over and over again, 
even as he has flip-flopped and changed 
his mind about almost everything else. On 
 abortion, he can go either way. He was for 
the Iraq war before he was against it. But on 
Nato — and on Russia — he never wavers. 
In March 2016, he described Nato as ‘obso-
lete’. In his first foreign policy speech, he 
proclaimed ‘America First’, using a famous 
isolationist slogan last heard in the 1940s. 
He has called for Japan and South Korea to 
acquire nuclear weapons too.

At the same time, he has  consistently 
praised dictators, Vladimir Putin most of all. In 
2014, he backed Russia’s invasion of Ukraine. 
Since then, he has spoken with admiration of 
Putin’s ‘strength’, of his cruelty, even of his 
penchant for murdering journalists. He does 
not speak of Russia’s economic decline or 
its fierce authoritarianism, perhaps because 
he does not know about them, or perhaps 
because he does not care. His campaign had 
open assistance from Russia in the form of 
hacking and leaks, and he publicly called on 
Russia’s security services to steal more.

From the start of his political career he 
has surrounded himself with people linked 
to Putin, to Gazprom and to Russian oli-
garchs. Newt Gingrich, the man who may 
be Trump’s secretary of state, has recently 

described Estonia as a country ‘in the suburbs 
of St Petersburg’ and thus not worth defend-
ing. Whatever Trump says tomorrow or the 
next day, the doctrine of deterrence has been 
 officially abandoned: it cannot be defended 
by a man who does not believe in it.

A few weeks ago, I spoke at an event 
attended by commanders of land forces from 
across Europe. To a man, they remained  grimly 
committed to their job, which everyone in the 
room understood to be to protect Europe 
from terrorism and from Russian military and 
hybrid-military invasion. The meeting was 
led, as is natural in a Nato context, by Ameri-
can generals. Now we can no longer assume 
that they will always be leading such meet-
ings. We cannot assume that Russian military 

advances, whether into Ukraine or the Bal-
tic states, will be pushed back by an alliance 
of like-minded countries. Russia’s successful 
intervention in US politics means that the 
same kinds of tricks can be played here too.

Under President Trump, we cannot assume 
that America is still the leader of the free 
world — or the leader of anything. Please 
have no illusions about the terrific free trade 
deals that Brexit Britain will now get from the 
new US administration. Protectionism, not 
free trade, has just won this election. We have 
to expect that transatlantic and transpacific 
trade treaties are not going to be passed. We 
have to assume that the North Atlantic Free 
Trade Alliance will be unpicked. Walls, both 
metaphorical and physical, will go up all over 
the western world — between western coun-
tries and also against outsiders.

None of this will happen quickly. It will 
take time — years and years — for the con-
sequences of the transformation of the inter-
national political system to unfold. The initial 
stock-market crash will probably reverse itself. 
The first impact will fade just as it did after 
the Brexit vote. Treaties take years to unravel, 
and a policy shift of this kind takes a gener-
ation. But change is coming, as the  populists 
have been telling us in so many countries. It 
is important to be clear-eyed about what the 
end of the western liberal order might mean 
for the UK, and to begin to prepare for the 
consequences.

The doctrine of deterrence
cannot be defended by a man

who does not believe in it

When Britain voted to leave the 
European Union, the government 
was at pains to insist this was not a 
vote to leave Europe. With Donald 
Trump in the White House, this 
distinction will be crucial: the UK 
will suddenly become a lot more 
important to the security of the 
continent.

The Donald has not bothered 
to court foreign leaders. Downing 
Street, which prides itself on its 
ability to befriend US presidential 
contenders, has no relationship 
with him; neither does anyone 
else in Europe. As a result, there 
is no certainty that America’s new 
commander-in-chief will feel bound 
by Nato’s Article 5 obligation to 
defend any member that comes 
under attack. If that assumption is 
shaken, then what?

In such times, the argument 
for Britain having its own nuclear 
deterrent is a lot easier to make and 
the importance of the UK’s defence 
capability should lead to a more 
mature discussion about Brexit. 
EU countries should respond by 
showing that they understand 
that Brexit was not a hostile act, 
more a recognition of divergent 
political paths.

Another consequence of 
Trump’s victory is that TTIP — the 
proposed free-trade deal between 
the US and the EU — is dead. 
Trump will be far more of a hate 
figure in Europe than even George 
W. Bush was, making whatever 
deal is negotiated pretty much 
unsellable to European voters. On 
the campaign trail, Trump himself 
has been unremittingly hostile to 
complex multinational trade deals. 
By contrast, a post-Brexit US-UK 
deal might be simple enough for the 
Trump administration to negotiate 
and Congress to ratify.

Trump’s election is a challenge 
to the security and unity of the 
West. But his enthusiasm for Brexit, 
in marked contrast to the Obama 
administration, does provide 
opportunity.

 — James Forsyth

An opportunity
for Britain
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ROD LIDDLE

Trump will be much, much better for Britain

almost all those cases — perhaps the last 
aside — I was horribly wrong and the Amer-
ican voters right. The only one on which we 
accorded was Clinton in ’96. The other Clin-
ton, the one with the cigar and the semen. 

I was briefly for Obama in 2008 until 
the witless euphoria began to dissolve my 
brain and I switched at the last minute. The 
Mandela fication of Obama — crass, patronis-
ing and misplaced — annoyed me more than 
McCain’s evident dimness and negative cha-
risma. It is a bad thing to dislike a candidate 
simply because people you hate revere him, 
as was the case eight years ago. And scarcely 
better to prefer a candidate simply because 

people you hate hate him, as was the case this 
time around.

That being said, I found it hard to buy 
into the Trump camp’s mythologising, part-
ly because I have a mistrust of self-made 
men who became self-made men as the con-
sequence of a vast inheritance and partly 
because of his utter inability to construct a 
sentence which made anything approaching 
sense. And I was suspicious too of the vitri-
ol and odium heaped upon Mrs Clinton, no 
less absolutist and hyperbolic in its tone. She 
may well be unlikeable, devious and part of 
a dynastic machine, but the insistence that 
she should be in prison struck me as a totali-
tarian impulse, as unpleasant as the counter-
claim that Trump would press the little red 

button as soon as he got himself the nuke 
codes. 

Such polarisation! Do you remember 
those days when political parties — here and 
in the States — yearned for ‘clear blue water’ 
between themselves and their rivals? For an 
ideological difference between our various 
elected elites, all of whom seemed to believe 
— à la Fukuyama — in the same thing? In 
the US and in Europe the lazy consensus that 
bound the leading parties together has all but 
evaporated. Now, from Budapest or Athens 
to San Francisco (via London and Warsaw), it 
is a case of populism of the left or right versus 
the vested interests. There’s plenty of clear 
blue water now. Be careful what you wish for.

I was for Trump in the end, by a  whisker, 
by a wisp of his ridiculous hair, simply for 
pragmatic domestic reasons. Trump will be 
much, much better for Britain. I have never 
signed up to the notion of a special relation-
ship: the US does whatever the hell it wants 
and if we’re on board, then so much the bet-
ter, insofar as it matters a damn. But do not 
expect even the slenderest reciprocation 
in Suez or Grenada or the Falklands, or in 
attempting to extradite IRA terrorists. There 
is no reciprocation and never has been — 
perhaps (if you are American) rightly. 

But it is also true that the Democratic 
party is, in general, far less mindful of Brit-
ish interests than the Republicans and, par-
ticularly, Donald Trump. Hillary Clinton has 
repeatedly said she wishes us to get around 
the table with Argentina to discuss the future 
of the Falklands. Why thank you, ma’am, for 
the offer — but no. It was the Democrats 
who insisted that we stay in the EU and then 
scolded us that we would be at the back of 
the queue for trade deals once we left. Trump 
was jubilant about Brexit and may well not 
know where Argentina is. The Democrats 
have their guns pointed towards nasty, hom-
ophobic Russia, while Trump knows well who 
are the true enemies of the West.

We stayed up with chilli dogs and pump-
kin pie to watch the results. I like to imag-
ine that in Boston and San Diego, Americans 
stay up on the night of our general elections 
with bangers and mash and Sussex pond pud-
ding. That doesn’t happen, does it?

Anyway, don’t forget to hold your loved 
ones close.  Priceless.

The deplorables are rather wonderful 
people, aren’t they? Both here and in 
the United States. The people’s revo-

lution continues apace, defying the odds each 
time, defying the pollsters, defying the elite. 
I cannot tell you how pleasurable it was to 
scamper downstairs on Wednesday morning 
to check out the reaction on the Guardian’s 
website. It kept me cackling for hours. The 
previous morning the paper had concluded 
its fatuous leader column with the words: 
‘Americans should summon a special level of 
seriousness and display a profound responsi-
bility when they go to the polls.’ That alone 
had made me yearn for a Trump victory — 
the arrogant, chastising tone which liberals, 
especially European liberals, always adopt 
when dealing with commoners and plebs, the 
people who do not buy into their palpably 
failing and idiotic worldview. 

That unintentionally hilarious sentence 
about a ‘special level of seriousness’ fol-
lowed paragraph after paragraph of hyper-
bolic stupidity: Trump is a fascist racist who 
will devour your first-born and lead us all to 
Armageddon. This is the voice of that hor-
rible tranche of self-righteous and authori-
tarian leftist opinion which petitioned to 
have Trump banned from entering the UK 
because he said things with which these 
imbeciles disagreed. 

The reaction the next day when it became 
clear that the Americans had indeed gone 
to the polls with a special level of serious-
ness did not disappoint. Not just the shriek-
ing readers, but the columnists, too. ‘This is 
a terrifying moment for America. Hold your 
loved ones close’, for example, from the reli-
ably hilarious Stephen Thrasher. ‘People 
of colour, women, Muslims, queer people, 
the sick, immigrants: all are threatened by 
Donald Trump. They need your love, your 
warmth, your support.’ Oh, how we laughed.

My own preference for the US presidency 
was always going to be a bit of a long shot: a 
joint Ted Cruz/Bernie Sanders ticket. Redis-
tribution of wealth, protectionism, a curb on 
immigration and the healing power of Lord 
Jesus Christ. That would have done me. But 
the Americans almost never do as I wish. I 
was for McGovern in 1972 but grew to like 
Nixon — and look what they did to him. I was 
for Mondale, Dukakis, Perot and McCain. In 

I was briefly for Obama in 2008  
until the witless euphoria began  

to dissolve my brain

‘You can’t sell those. They might  
encourage smokers to eat sugar.’



18 the spectator | 12 november 2016 | www.spectator.co.uk

In defence of post-truth politics
Is is really a betrayal of democracy to vote with your heart?

CLAIRE FOX

the vote, describing themselves as ‘in mourn-
ing’. Trump’s win will undoubtedly unleash 
similar sentiments in America.

Even if Hillary’s ‘facts’ had sneaked in 
under the wire, would it really have been a 
victory for reason? This sudden deference 
to ‘the facts’ has partly been created by the 
fashion for ‘evidence-based’ policy, and the 
tendency to declare any opinion or principle 
invalid unless backed up by peer-reviewed 
research. I have been a panellist on Radio 
4’s Moral Maze for more than a decade, but 
in the past few years there has been a notice-
able shift in the arguments made by the pro-
gramme’s guests — many of whom now try 
to avoid taking moral positions on contest-
able issues. Instead, they prefer to cite stats, 
show graphs and wave a PhD thesis or sci-
entific study in my face to back up the policy 
they prefer, as though the very act of doing 
so concludes the argument.

It’s as though we can’t decide anything 
— from what makes a good parent to what 
makes a good school — without consulting 
figures. Making a case for sovereignty or 
freedom on its own merit is met with a sneer 
of ‘show me your evidence’. In this context, 
the truth everyone seems so keen to defend 
is reduced to what can be measured. Feeble 
politicians are delighted to outsource their 
decision-making to so-called ‘neutral’ aca-
demics and number-crunchers.

It is surely these experts that Gove 
disparaged. They seem to believe that they 
can transcend the grubby world of partisan 
politics without submitting to any demo-
cratic scrutiny whatsoever. ‘The facts show’ 
is a phrase designed to cut a conviction 
politician off at the knees. Logically, what 
follows on from this is the belief that an 
aloof group of well-qualified grandees can 
and should provide a set of established, pre-
scriptive truths, for us mere plebs to nod 
along to deferentially.

But how true are these truths? Increas-
ingly, as academic and scientific research is 
used to serve a social or economic purpose, 
it becomes dangerously close to advocacy 
because the research conducted is not open-
ended. And as the economist William Davies 
has pointed out, we are placing ‘expectations 
on statistics and expert testimony that strain 
them to breaking point’.

D onald Trump’s shock US election 
victory has provoked a transatlantic 
howl of disbelief from a cosmopoli-

tan elite aghast that American voters have 
had the temerity to reject its one true liberal 
world-view. Hillary Clinton’s loss is seen less 
as the rightful humiliation of a discredited 
machine politician and more as proof that 
the masses have, once again, rejected ‘the 
facts’ of the situation. To this elite, installing 
the Donald in the White House represents 
the apocalyptic dawn of a ‘post-factual era’.

After all, Hillary Clinton’s chief weapon 
against Trump was an army of fact-checkers. 
Instead of attempting to defeat his argu-
ments by the power of her own, she encour-
aged voters watching the debate to look up 
‘the facts’ on HillaryClinton.com. ‘I hope the 
fact-checkers are turning up the volume,’ she 
insisted at one point. ‘Please, fact-checkers, 
get to work.’

The retort by Jeffrey Lord, one of Trump’s 
most prominent media supporters, was to 
describe fact-checking as ‘an out-of-touch, 
elitist media-type thing’ and that has reso-
nated. For while his infamous 3 a.m. tweets 
might have contained wild fabrications — 
Politifact calculated that more than 70 per 
cent of Trump’s statements were ‘mostly 
false’, ‘false’, or ‘pants on fire false’ — still 
Clinton was not able to martial her ‘facts’ to 
trounce him. Commentators over here have 
rushed to the airwaves to denounce Ameri-
can voters who embraced him as presenting 
a serious problem for democracy: a populist 
demos not interested in the truth, too easily 
swept away by conspiracy theories and the 
emotive hyperbole spouted by a demagogue.

I’m no fan of Trump but we might take 
a step back before drawing dangerous anti-
democratic lessons from the result. Let’s 
consider the debate closer to home. Michael 
Gove’s now-notorious claim that ‘people in 
this country have had enough of experts’ 
continues to provoke outrage months after 
he made it, interpreted, as it was, as a rebuke 
to empirical research. As someone who 
finds the prevailing relativism ‘there’s no 
such thing as truth’ galling, perhaps I should 
be signing up to fight post-truth politics — 
but the present obsession with condemning 
post-truthers makes me queasy.

Take the Brexit campaign. Practically the 

entire global economic, scientific, legal and 
financial establishment lined up with ‘evi-
dence-based’ arguments to warn of the con-
sequences of leaving the EU. When 52 per 
cent of the country disagreed, the immediate 
response was to explain away Brexit voters 
as ill-informed, gullible types who fell for the 
Leave campaign’s ‘lies’. Sir John Major even 
talked of British people having been bam-
boozled by ‘a whole galaxy of inaccurate and 

frankly untrue information’. Millions of vot-
ers were written off as the credulous victims 
of emotion and rhetoric. As the Economist 
put it, ‘Feelings, not facts, are what matter in 
this sort of campaigning.’

Caricaturing one’s opponents as hav-
ing succumbed to their own feelings neatly 
avoids having to explain what it is they feel 
so strongly about. Justified anger has been 
the driver of social change for centuries. 
While outright lies appear to be what the 
truth brigade attacks, scratch the surface and 
their real beef seems to be that others hold 
opinions they don’t agree with. Ironically, 
many of the Remainers making such charges 
were the very same people who indulged in 
highly public gestures of despair after losing 

Many of us written off as post-truth 
ignoramuses may simply have a 

different philosophical perspective 

‘So I said, what about Brexit at 
Tiffany’s, she said…’
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To be fair, there has been some soul-
searching among some experts — seeking to 
understand why they are being ignored by 
the masses. Some blame the media for seiz-
ing on attention-grabbing half-truths and 
printing sensationalist headlines. But when 
boffins conclude that perhaps they should 
adopt the ‘chatty tone of the tabloids’, ‘step 
away from the jargon’ and drop ‘complicat-
ed words and unintelligible acronyms’, they 
condescendingly assume that if voters ‘only 
understood the facts’ they would change 
their minds.

But why should it be assumed that peo-
ple who ‘vote with their hearts’ are delu-

sional? Perhaps ever-increasing numbers of 
people are reacting, quite rightly, against 
reductionist, sterile utilitarianism? They 
may also suspect that the ‘facts’ being cited 
are selective or that the margin of error in, 
for example, forecasts of climate change is 
monstrous. And of course expert opinion on 
everything from thalidomide to the econ-
omy before the 2008 crash has often been 
wrong in the past. 

I, for one, believe that there are deeper 
truths beyond scientific accounts — which, 
after all, can only tell us what is, rather than 
why it is or what it could be. The IMF, the 
Royal Society, the CBI are undoubted-
ly invaluable institutions, but they are not 

clairvoyants. I am with Bertrand Russell, 
who noted that those who entertain a nar-
row version of empirical truth damn us all to 
the tyranny of the status quo: ‘The man who 
has no tincture of philosophy goes through 
life imprisoned in the prejudices derived… 
from the habitual beliefs of his age.’

Many of us written off as post-truth igno-
ramuses for ignoring supposed expert advice 
may simply have a different philosophical 
perspective. You cannot reduce politics to 
a straightforward morality tale of fact ver-

sus fiction. Hillary Clinton may well have 
had ‘the facts’ on her side. She may have 
deployed them, again and again, to trump 
Trump’s ‘lies’. Yet she was still plagued by 
popular hashtags such as #CrookedHillary 
because she failed to convince millions 
of American voters that she is an honest, 
straight-talking, principled politician.

Perhaps Trump’s victory and the Brexit 
vote tell us something more profound about 
truth: that the whole project of politics is 
about challenging the notion that the future 
is a fixed fact. We as citizens are not the pas-
sive victims of preordained laws, determined 
by algorithms. Nor are we predictable, like 
lab rats in a clinical trial. Human beings were 
the creators of history — and we are still 
capable of changing economic and politi-
cal reality today; transforming yesterday’s 
dreams into today’s facts while dispensing 
with yesterday’s facts altogether.

Perhaps it’s the international pro-truth 
brigade which is truly the ill-informed and 
irrational party — at least in relation to the 
lived experience and aspirations of millions 
of people across the globe. You don’t have 
to be a relativist to recognise that truths are 
contingent on different perspectives. The 
fact that so many experts so easily disregard 
the true views of the masses, I would argue, 
means they ought to stop poring over the 
evidence — and get out more.

‘I’m checking your investment as we speak.’

The Spectator’s US election coverage 
is brought to you in association with

Follow the aftermath at 
spectator.co.uk/us-election



Hair-raising  
volatility?

After a controversial US presidential 
campaign, what’s next for global markets? 
Take a view on the post-election impact.

Take a position on global indices including the US 30 with spreads from just 1.4pts,  
and forex pairs like EUR/USD from 0.7pts with our award-winning Next Generation  
trading platform*.

Switch today at cmcmarkets.co.uk

Spread betting  |  CFDs  |  FX  |  Binaries

Spread betting and CFD trading can result in losses that exceed your deposits.  
Spreads may widen during volatile markets. Volatility can increase risk.

* Best Trading Platform Features among spread betters, 
CFD and FX traders in the Investment Trends 2016 UK 
Leveraged Trading Report.



the spectator | 12 november 2016 | www.spectator.co.uk 21

MATTHEW PARRIS

Can we trust the people? 
I’m no longer sure

balanced a quiet faith that after considera-
tion, in the light of experience and in the long 
run, most people as a collective would always 
see sense. That is what I meant by the ‘crowd’.

Socialism wouldn’t work so we’d give it 
a go, see as much, and vote the Conserva-
tives back. In time we’d see through Gordon 
Brown. Nixon was an unsavoury character 
and in due course America would rumble 
him. An imposter like Trump would never 
get the Republican nomination, but, if per 
impossibile, he did, the election campaign 

would show him in his true colours and he’d 
fast implode.

Besides, it did occur to me that I’m some-
times wrong — in which case, thanks to the 
wisdom of the electorate, a better way than I 
recommended would be identified, tried and 
proved right. Thus, and falteringly, with many 
false starts and wrong turnings, after many 
decisions taken in haste and repented of at 
leisure, and infuriatingly slowly, a democratic 
nation would find its way through history as a 
half-blind bat, her radar squeaks bouncing off 
solid obstacles, finds her way through a wind-
ing cavern to the light. 

The crowd — ‘true democracy’ — could 
be wise where a mob might be foolish, 
because we weren’t governed by the mob, 
real or virtual. There was no internet, no 
Facebook, no Twitter, no social media. The 
closest you got to the mob was radio phone-

ins. Opinion polling was in its infancy, and the 
remark that election day offered ‘the only 
vote that counts’ dignified the act of voting 
and distinguished it from a pollster’s clip-
board. The phrase ‘the privacy of the polling 
booth’ meant more than plywood and cur-
tain: it meant quiet reflection, away from the 
noise of others’ opinions. ‘The crowd’ was a 
collective noun for millions of individuals, 
often conferring but finally thinking alone. 
That was what elections — general, presiden-
tial — were for.

But as I watched the American presiden-
tial election gather steam, and endured the 
vile time we called the European referen-
dum campaign — as I recoiled from the mass 
media reaction to the judges’ ruling on Brexit 
last week — it has seemed that the crowd and 
the mob have begun to merge into each other. 
Now we can so easily discover what a ‘major-
ity’ think they want at any one moment, and 
— worse — ignorant hooligans can discov-
er with a click on a keyboard that there are 
millions like them out there — our faith in 
democracy, our faith in the ‘government by 
the people’ part of the trio, is being tested to 
its logical limit. 

In this magazine’s edition of 19 January 
1867 we quoted a letter from Tom Macaulay 
railing against the idea of universal suffrage. 
This would (Macaulay wrote) ‘in no long time 
reduce us to a depth of misery and degrada-
tion of which it is not easy to form an idea’ 
making ‘Great Britain in three generations as 
barbarous as Madagascar’.

The Spectator chided Macaulay for 
exaggeration. ‘All he meant to say was, we 
presume, that universal suffrage was unfa-
vourable to civilisation, which is probably, 
though not certainly, true.’ 

As so often, The Spectator came early to 
Conservative doubt. But I am catching up. 
Unless we find a way to fold the popular 
will into many other and sometimes oppos-
ing considerations that make for good gov-
ernment, and unless we find procedures for 
distinguishing between the evanescent and 
the more considered manifestations of public 
opinion, the Trumps and Farages of our age 
will kill our faith in democracy.

The election of Donald Trump as pres-
ident of the United States may have 
signalled the death of the closest thing 

we have to a religion in politics. On both 
sides of the Atlantic, democracy risks being 
knocked from the high altar as an unmitigat-
ed and unquestioned good. 

The man’s obviously a fool and a nasty 
fool too. The contest should have been a 
walkover for Hillary Clinton. But it wasn’t. 
What happened? Can we be sure any longer 
that democracy works? Is it really the relia-
ble bulwark against political madness that we 
always supposed?

Without hesitation I plead guilty to the 
obvious charge: Trump supporters could level 
it at me, enthusiasts for Brexit do. Spanish 
enthusiasts for the left-wing populist party of 
protest, Podemos, and French supporters of 
Marine Le Pen would tell me the same and 
they’d be right. The reason I am beginning 
to question democracy is that it is producing 
results I profoundly dislike.

So in that sense — yes — I’m a bad loser. 
All of us with a now faltering faith in the will 
of the people as the lodestar of a civilised 
nation’s political journey are bad losers. The 
lemming who halts before the cliff’s edge, 
defying the vote to jump, is a bad loser too.

But why now? When Richard Nixon 
was re-elected, did we who had preferred 
George McGovern despair of democracy? 
When British Conservative governments fell 
and socialist governments were elected, did 
 Liberal or Tory democrats develop doubts 
about democracy itself? Why did we trust the 
people then, even though they had given the 
‘wrong’ answer — but not now? What was it 
that people like me did believe, when we said 
we believed in democracy?

I believed in the wisdom of crowds but 
not mobs. Democracy was of course about 
inviting the considered view of the crowd but 
it was just as much about keeping the mob 
from the gates. I knew public sentiment slosh-
es around, sometimes quite violently, and I 
knew huge numbers of voters could be hor-
ribly if temporarily misled by false prospec-
tuses, by lies, by unreasonable hopes and by 
sudden fears and hatreds. But against that I 

Democracy was about inviting the 
considered view of the crowd but also 
about keeping the mob from the gates



22 the spectator | 12 november 2016 | www.spectator.co.uk

The new first lady
How on earth will Melania cope with what lies ahead?

LARA PRENDERGAST

It was a race between the first dude — Bill 
— and the first nude — Melania. And in 
the end, the first nude won, appearing 

next to her husband in the early hours wear-
ing a white jumpsuit straight out of  Charlie’s 
Angels. It may seem unfair to judge Mrs 
Trump so early on, but judged she will be. 
She awaits her turn, just as Hillary Clinton 
once did.

How will she fare? Well, liberal Ameri-
can voters will want targets, and she looks 
like one. People are already making jokes 
about Michelle Obama writing Melania’s 
first speech, to save her the trouble of pla-
giarising again.

There is so much for her to live up to. She 
must be as elegant as Jacqueline Kennedy; as 
eloquent as Mrs Obama; as astute as Nancy 
Reagan; as political as Hillary Clinton. For 
an immigrant from a former Eastern Bloc 
country whose strongly accented English is 
far from perfect, who has naked photos of 
herself plastered all over the internet, whose 
face looks too obviously gummed together, 
and who only received her green card in 
2001, it’s a tall order.

Above all, Melania must stand up to the 
scrutiny of America’s women as they come 
to terms with the reality of a president who 
thinks sexual assault is by-the-by and who 
apparently fancies his own daughter. ‘I like 
him the way he is,’ Melania says. 

Perhaps the sisterhood will be kind; but 
it is more likely that she’ll be made into 
either a victim or an apologist. The newspa-
pers will spend their time dredging up old 
stories about her. And she will never be able 
to escape the ghost of Hillary, the woman 

who almost became the first female presi-
dent.

Her life will be part fairytale, part goth-
ic horror. She will pout and parade around 
in the designs of the day. The new president 
will see to it that he ‘hangs his brand’ on 
her coltish frame. She will meet the Queen, 
greet foreign dignitaries, host parties in the 
presidential ballroom (which her husband 
has said he will redesign for her). She will 
become even more of a sex object. She will 
be compared to Ivanka, her stepdaughter 
and the ‘de facto’ first lady, as Vanity Fair put 
it. She will be at the president’s side when 
matters of war and peace are decided. Will 
she be able to offer any counsel?

But perhaps she can make a virtue of her 
weak position. The opportunity to win over 
America lies ahead. Many will never forgive 
Trump, but they may forgive her. She is an 
immigrant, after all. She speaks five languag-
es. And unlike her husband, she really did 
start from the bottom, living in a concrete 
tower block in a socialist republic. Under-
neath that strange, frozen face lies vulner-
ability. While many will ogle those photos, 
plenty will sympathise too.

People scoffed when she said she want-
ed to campaign against cyber-bullying if she 
were to become first lady. After all, hasn’t 
Trump just unleashed a new era of hate? 
‘Our culture has gotten too mean,’ she said. 
‘It is too mean and too rough.’ 

There’s truth in that. America could do 
with some kindness. If the new first lady is 
prepared to offer it, as a foil to her husband, 
she may make it through the next four years 
better than he does.

Frenzied 
outrage from Leavers and comical 
paeans of praise from Remainers 
greeted the High Court’s decision to 
instruct government that Parliament 
had to agree to the triggering of the 
clause that will initiate the UK’s exit 
from the European Union.

In 406 BC, the Athenians 
demonstrated just how dangerous 
such hysterical reactions could be.

The Athenians had defeated 
the Spartans in a sea battle off 
Arginousai, with the loss of 25 
ships. Against all usual practice, 
their sailors had been left to drown, 
either because a storm had made it 
impossible to pick them up, or those 
in charge were at fault. The eight 
generals were dismissed, and six 
of them returned to Athens. They 
were ‘remanded in custody’, and 
the matter referred to the sovereign 
Assembly (all male citizens over 18).

At the first hearing, when the 
severity of the storm was the key 
issue, no decision was reached. At 
the next hearing, sentiment seems to 
have hardened, and it was proposed 
that, all the evidence having been 
heard, the Assembly should vote at 
once on a capital charge applying 
to all the generals en bloc. This 
proposal was challenged, on the 
grounds that it was illegal: the 
generals had to be tried individually. 
There was uproar: ‘and the majority 
of citizens shouted out that it was 
monstrous if anyone did not allow 
the Assembly to do whatever it 
wanted’. 

The presiding body caved in 
— with the exception of Socrates, 
who said that he would approve 
nothing that was illegal. It made no 
difference: the six were found guilty 
as a group and executed. Two 
months later, the Athenians changed 
their minds.

If we want mob rule in the UK, 
then hysterical ‘win-lose’ reactions 
to a legal judgment, as typified by 
the Cleggs and Farages of this world, 
is the way to do it. Meanwhile, if 
anyone wants to bring a charge of 
corruption against a judge, they 
are entitled to do so. And if anyone 
wants to change the law, Parliament 
awaits your proposal.

 — Peter Jones

ANCIENT AND MODERN

Mob law
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ognise four China-ordained Catholic bishops 
in negotiations this month.

Many Chinese converts do not want their 
faith to be controlled by the government — 
and so they join covert congregations like the 
one at Zion, which was founded in 2009. ‘For 
every one of the official churches, there’s at 
least another unregistered church,’ explains 
Ian Johnson, author of a new book on Chi-
na’s religious revival, Lost Souls of China. 
‘Many of those who attend “house” churches 
started by going to official churches and then 
branched out.’ The number of Christians is 
now estimated at around 60 to 70 million — 
much higher than official reports suggest.

In Beijing, Christianity is permitted to 
thrive, as long as it does so quietly, but else-
where in China there has been a crackdown. 
Last summer, in Zhejiang province — a 

region with a rich history of missionary activ-
ity —  crosses were removed from the exteri-
ors of more than 1,000 churches. 

For the most part, the Zhejiang cam-
paign was more about reducing the profile 
of Christianity than about strangling the reli-
gion itself. Any organisation in China which is 
not backed by the government and becomes 
popular is viewed as a threat, particularly 
when it is seen as foreign and requiring Sini-
cisation. Christianity is expanding faster than 
China’s traditional religions, Buddhism and 
Taoism, which helps explain why the state is 

keen to rein it in. In April, President Xi Jin-
ping emphasised that religious groups must 
operate within China’s socialist system ‘and 
abide by Chinese laws and regulations’. Many 
have interpreted these remarks, together with 
an updated draft of the Regulations on Reli-
gious Affairs, as a sign that the government 
is going to further restrict religious freedom.

But damping the fervour may not be 
easy. In his sermon at Zion, Pastor Ezra Jin 
implored worshippers to pass on the word of 
the gospel, and not be disheartened by polit-
ical restrictions. Christian evangelism has 
always been a core part of Christian activity. 
Protestants make up the majority of Chris-
tians in China, where missionaries have long 
had a strong presence. Today, as well as being 
tapped on the shoulder after dark, I talk to 
friends regarding Christianity, and lo and 
behold, they try to persuade me to attend a 
service with them. It doesn’t strike them that 
I’m simply asking out of journalistic curiosity.

As these friends demonstrate, Christian-
ity is growing fast within cities among the 
young and well-educated Chinese. ‘People 
don’t see a contradiction between modernity 
and Christianity,’ Ian Johnson says. ‘Particu-
larly for many who are already westernised, 
or have studied abroad, Christianity may be 
more acceptable than Buddhism or Taoism.’

The young also seem well able to recon-
cile their Christian faith and China’s growing 
consumerism: I spot the designer handbag 
one young woman is carrying as she passes 
me by in the hallway of Zion. The congrega-
tion is far from meek and lowly.

China’s rapid transition from communism 
to capitalism may explain exactly why some 
young people here are so hungry for spiritual-
ity. At lunch with a women I met at Zion, who 
is in her early thirties, she claims that ours is 
a generation that has to seek out its own val-
ues. ‘For our parents’ generation, communism 
provided a strong society with a selfless pur-
pose. When that collapsed, the focus shifted 
to the self,’ she says. ‘For those who grew up 
in an era where the only social value has been 
money, it’s left a spiritual blank.’

For Ms Guo, an episode of depression was 
what initially led her to seek out faith as a stu-
dent. She felt that Buddhism and Taoism had 
failed her. ‘They were focused on suppressing 
one’s nature and changing behaviour with-
out allowing for human flaws,’ she explains. 
‘Christianity recognises we are all guilty and 
gives us the opportunity to change from the 
root.’ Both women agree that the personal 
aspect that Christianity offers — a relation-
ship with God and a sense of community — 
is something in which the more traditional 
 Chinese religions fall short.

For the time being, a cloak of invisibility 
seems to hang over Christians in China. The 
message from above seems to be: practise as 
you will but don’t flaunt it. But as one vet-
eran preacher told me: ‘Rest assured, pass on 
the word we shall … because that’s what the 
Bible tells us to do.’

Beijing

A strong coffee always perks me up 
on a smoggy day, especially when I 
can drink it somewhere clandestine 

— like an ‘illegal’ church. Seek, and you shall 
find — but when it comes to Christianity in 
China, you’re likely to get a bit lost. Without 
being told where it was, I could have spent a 
lifetime walking past the anonymous, seem-
ingly empty office block, never knowing that 
inside it was abuzz with religious activity. A 
discreet sign in the lobby is the only indica-
tion that a Sunday service is in progress. In 
other parts of the world, a church announc-
es itself to the faithful with a cross on a stee-
ple. The absence of this is one reason you 
can’t find Chinese churches — though the 
Zion Protestant Church is one of the most 
 prominent, albeit unregistered, churches in 
Beijing.

Zion may not resemble a traditional 
church on the outside, but it’s not exactly 
‘underground’ either — along with coffee, 
you can buy little bears wearing ‘Jesus loves 
me’ T-shirts in its bustling café. By 10 a.m. 
the central hall is packed out for the second 
Chinese service of the day (there are also 
services held in Korean and English). A few 
hundred people were singing along to hymns 
played by a live band on a stage. Some had 
their arms in the air and part of me hoped 
it would turn into Sister Act. But the congre-
gation remained very earnest, much like the 
clean-cut young women who approach me 
on the streets after dark and ask if I want to 
learn about Jesus. The words ‘I am willing to 
preach the Gospel’ flash up on multiple plas-
ma screens across the room.

There are officially recognised churches 
in China, in which both the building and its 
pastor have been state-sanctioned, the latter 
trained in schools where teaching is aligned 
with Communist party ideology. Mainstream 
Christianity in China is, in fact, a not-so-holy 
trinity formed of the Chinese Patriotic Cath-
olic Association, the Protestant Three-Self 
Church and China Christian Council, which 
is set up by the state. The Pope doesn’t get 
a look-in — at least not where the Commu-
nist party rules supreme. China ceased diplo-
matic relations with the Holy See in 1951. But 
China is a rising power on the world stage, 
with a fast growing number of Catholics, so 
the Vatican is still keen to embrace the faith-
ful in Beijing — it is expected to formally rec-

China’s quiet Christians
Inside the ‘secret’ churches whose congregations 

are growing week by week

YUAN REN

The transition from Communism to 
capitalism may explain why young 
people are so hungry for spirituality
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HUGO RIFKIND

Let’s shut out this angry, unrepresentative mob

weekend, Ukip’s erstwhile leader (and per-
haps current leader, but who ever really 
knows?) tilted not just at these particular 
judges but at the very concept of judicial 
independence itself. Noting that one of 
them, Lord Thomas, had co-founded the 
European Law Institute, he alleged intrin-
sic, inevitable bias. ‘If somebody is directly, 
politically conflicted by their past,’ he chor-
tled, ‘they should not sit in judgment!’

At first, it sounded like a real gotcha 
gaffe. ‘By that logic,’ I thought immediately, 
‘he’s saying that he himself couldn’t ever be 
impartial either!’ And then suddenly I real-
ised that this was exactly what he meant to 
say. Suzanne Evans, the Ukip leadership can-

didate, who within a day was declaring that 
judges should be ‘brought under democrat-
ic control’, clearly thinks much the same. 
These people truly believe that  judges can-
not be impartial. That it simply isn’t possible, 
nor even credible as an aim. They believe 
this because they themselves, in the same 
situation, would not make even the slightest 
effort to be impartial, even if that was what 
their job and their oath required. 

This is also why they are opposed to the 
idea of a parliamentary vote on Article 50. 
It is because they cannot comprehend that 
a bunch of MPs who once voted Remain 
might henceforth regard it as their demo-

cratic — albeit reluctant — duty to trigger 
our departure from the EU. They expect a 
blithe disregard for democracy because, if 
the shoe were on the other foot, a blithe dis-
regard for democracy is precisely what they 
would have. All that lofty talk about parlia-
mentary sovereignty, about the glories of the 
British rule of law, about the will of the peo-
ple, which must be obeyed — well, it was all 
arrant bullshit, wasn’t it? They only believe 
in that sort of stuff when it agrees with what 
they were going to do anyway.

Not everybody. I’m not saying that. I’m 
wholly prepared to believe that the vast 
majority of those who campaigned for Leave 
truly do want to live in a country where a 
British executive is constrained by British 
law, as set down by the acts of a democrati-
cally elected British parliament, and so on 
and so forth, and all those other phrases that 
one can only now hear, for some reason, in 
the somewhat absurd tones of Jacob Rees-
Mogg. Only this is the beast they brought 
along for the ride and which, in retrospect, 
they maybe shouldn’t have allowed to carry 
the suitcases. A beast which doesn’t just hate 
Brussels but also hates everybody in charge 
of everything. Including Westminster and 
the courts and the rule of law itself. And 
which has hit upon the trick, worst of all, 
of pretending it hates all of these things on 
behalf of everybody else.

I don’t much like the idea of venerating 
judges. They invariably used to be lawyers, 
after all. Nor am I wild about venerating 
Westminster or Brussels. I would take rule 
by all three, though, any day, over rule by 
the sort of angry, unrepresentative mob that 
finds itself marching on a court at the behest 
of a fascist and a smirking millionaire. It 
would be too easy for bitter old Remainers 
such as me to shrug and point fingers and 
tell you Leavers that this, this, this is the Brit-
ain you voted for. Only, I don’t think it is, 
really, is it? In fact, it doesn’t feel very Brit-
ish at all. 

Please. I’m begging you. Shut these peo-
ple out. Don’t let them set the tone. Take 
back control. 

Hugo Rifkind is a writer for the Times.

If you’re aiming to refute the sugges-
tion that you can’t comprehend the 
difference between mob rule and the 

rule of law, then I suspect it’s probably a 
bad idea to raise a mob and lead it march-
ing on a law court. Just my little hunch. Yet 
here come Nigel Farage and his piggybank 
Arron (Piggy) Banks with a plan to do just 
that. When the Supreme Court meets next 
month, the chaps behind Leave.EU aim to 
lead a march of 100,000 people to Parlia-
ment Square, to remind the chaps in wigs 
what Britain jolly well voted for. As if that 
had anything to do with anything at all.

So far, criticism of the High Court judg-
ment — which the Supreme Court will 
affirm or overrule — has come in three dis-
tinct varieties. We have had the valid, the dim 
and the frankly sinister. In the first category 
sits anybody who simply wonders whether 
the court has got it wrong in claiming that 
the law requires a parliamentary vote on 
triggering Article 50. Perfectly reasonable, 
that. Disputing the independence of judges 
may nudge you towards being a conspiracy 
theorist, but disputing their infallibility most 
certainly does not. I’ve read arguments on 
both sides, and what the hell do I know? This 
is what appeals are for. We’ll see.

Then comes the dim, which I’m afraid 
includes the likes of Andrew Murrison, the 
Conservative MP for South West Wiltshire. 
‘If judges can frustrate a referendum out-
come,’ he tweeted last week, ‘why not the 
result of a general election that isn’t to their 
liking?’ Thereby in only 114 characters dis-
playing that he had either failed to under-
stand what the judgment had meant, or what 
the referendum had meant, or perhaps what 
courts are for, or possibly all three. There’s 
a lot of this stuff around, and life is simply 
too short not to ignore most of it. This guy, 
though, used to be a government minister. 
What a wazzock.

And so to the sinister, by which I mean 
the likes of Farage, whose fury at the High 
Court judges would almost be less alarming 
if it were cynical than it is because it seems 
 sincere. Funny the way people give them-
selves away when they get properly cross. 
Speaking to Andrew Marr on the telly last 

All that lofty talk about parliamentary 
sovereignty – they only believe in it 
when it agrees with what they want

‘We might have to consider locking people up.’
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in mud at a rock festival to meet that many 
potential sexual partners. The 1960s notion 
of instant intimacy leading to quick sex was 
summed up perfectly by the Doors song that 
went, ‘Hello I love you, won’t you tell me 
your name?’ In the age of Tinder it’s more, 
‘Hello. Let’s shag.’

In the 1960s, stripping off and sharing 
your naked body with the world was pro-
moted as a means of personal liberation. In 
those pre-smartphone times, we did not have 
the ability to send pics of our private parts to 
strangers, like today’s exhibitionists; but we 
had the underground press and porn maga-

zines for hippies. Germaine Greer, among 
many, shared her vagina in Suck maga-
zine in 1969. As a teenager I came across a 
photo of my naked dad in that same publica-
tion; nearly 50 years later, my therapist says 
I’m making good progress on that one.

At the forefront of the sharing economy 
is Uber, an app to share a ride. We didn’t 
need this; back then, you just stuck out your 
thumb and after about six hours in the pour-
ing rain a car or truck would stop and pick 
you up. Then there is Airbnb, which allows 
you to travel around the world and stay not 
at some soulless, corporate hotel chain for 
tourists, but at someone’s actual home. We 
had a form of this in the 1960s too — it was 
called the crash pad. You didn’t need to stay 
at a hotel; you could ‘crash’ at someone’s 
pad who was a friend or a complete stran-
ger. (It was Airbnb without the clean towels 
and sheets.) There were people who trav-
elled for years all over the world crashing 
at people’s pads — and leaving their pubic 
hair on your soap. We called them freeload-
ers; today they’re called ‘the nomads of the 
sharing economy’.

One of those international crash pads 
was my parents’ house. As good bohemians, 
they welcomed everyone regardless of race, 
colour or personal hygiene to come and 
crash for a few days. I can remember arriv-
ing home late one night with my girlfriend 
and finding a large bearded man with long 
greasy hair sleeping in my bed with his ‘old 
lady’. When I asked for my bed back, instead 
of an apology I got a long lecture about what 
was mine was his, and what was his was mine. 
‘Man, you need to learn to share!’ he said.

You often heard the share mantra in the 
1960s, usually from people who had nothing 
to share. To be fair, he did offer to move over 
and share my bed with me and my  girlfriend.

Today’s sharing economy isn’t just about 
goods and services — it’s also about sharing 
your self: what you think, want, believe and 
like. There’s no aspect of your life, however 
brilliant or banal, that you’re not encour-
aged to share on social media.

Mark Zuckerberg may have created Face-
book in 2004, but its underlying concept — 
that everyone is interesting and should share 
their story with everyone else — comes from 
the 1960s. (I blame Joni  Mitchell. She put it 
into people’s heads that they were golden 
and full of stardust.) Traditional notions of 
the private self and the value of reticence (as 
expressed in the idea of the stiff upper lip) 
began to be undermined by the 1960s ethos 
that to experience personal liberation you 
must ‘let it all hang out’.

The only thing we don’t share in today’s 
sharing economy is the profit we make from 
sharing. That’s the deceptive thing about the 
utopian idealism of it all; it lets people feel 
all alternative and radical and that they’re 
riding the wave of history into a better 
future. Sorry, but I’ve been there, borrowed 
the T-shirt and sold it on eBay.

On the same day I put my spare room 
on Airbnb I also had my first cab-
share experience, courtesy of Uber. 

When I mentioned this to a young friend of 
mine, he patted me on the back and said, 
‘Welcome to the sharing economy!’

The sharing economy is one of those 
buzz terms that everyone uses these days — 
but what exactly is it? Apparently, it refers 
to a whole range of online goods and servic-
es that instead of buying and owning, we can 
borrow, rent or have access to — sometimes 
free, usually for a price. Likewise, we can be 
the ones providing these goods or services, 
and make a profit. Share a taxi ride, borrow 
a dog for an afternoon or rent out your flat 
for the weekend and you’re part of the shar-
ing economy.

But you’re also part of a brighter and 
better future — at least according to shar-
ing economy evangelists. They claim it’s a 
grassroots movement that’s going to radi-
cally change capitalism and consumerism as 
we know it. As my young friend put it, ‘No 
more yours and mine. In the future everyone 
will be sharing everything.’

It was then that it suddenly hit me: this 
sharing future was something I’d already 
experienced in the past. It was called the 
1960s! Of course, we didn’t have the internet 
and apps back then — but we had the vision 
and the values that underpin today’s shar-
ing economy. Property was theft and profit 
was evil, we said. Consumerism was bad for 
you and bad for the planet. We were going to 
create an alternative society with an econo-
my based on sharing — and sharing every-
thing: your property, your car, your tools, 
your body, your mind, even your spouse.

That was called free love. Free lov-
ers were against marriage, monogamy and 
exclusive sexual relationships of any kind. It 
was the era of orgies, one-night stands and 
open marriages (my bohemian parents had 
one of those). This was called ‘alternative 
lifestyle experimentation’. I called it being 
a selfish slag.

In today’s sharing economy you still 
have free love; but now it’s called Tinder 
and it offers sex with thousands of people 
at a mere swipe. We had to spend three days 

Like Uber, but for hippies
The app-enabled sharing economy is merely 

a cleaned-up imitation of what we had in the 1960s

COSMO LANDESMAN

I remember arriving home late one 
night with my girlfriend to fi nd a large 

bearded man sleeping in my bed

FROM THE ARCHIVE

Conditions for surrender

From ‘How to Shorten the War. I. Prisoners’, 
The Spectator, 11 November 1916: 
Unless we altogether mistake the 
mental character of the German military 
authorities, they will hold that there is 
only one effective way of dealing with our 
invitation to a British fireside in a prison 
camp, and that is by stamping with the 
utmost ferocity upon any symptom of 
readiness to surrender… If once we can 
set one or two plain questions rolling in 
the German lines, we shall have done what 
we want to do. ‘Is it worth while to bear 
this? Are we doing any good by bearing it? 
Does not the way we are treated give us 
a right not to bear it?’ By such questions 
an atmosphere is bound to be created 
which from the German point of view 
will compel treatment which in the case 
of many thousands of men will be the last 
straw, and prepare them for surrender. Not 
merely must ‘Kind Treatment for Prisoners 
a Speciality’ be our advertising head-line, 
but we must add to it: ‘Every Facility for 
Quick and Easy Surrender Provided in the 
British Trench Line. Do it Now.’
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LETTERS

tightly rolled reputation for good judgment. 
Denying that he ever canvassed Fife in a 
Bentley, he says it was a Mercedes, because 
‘a Bentley would be most unsuitable 
for canvassing’. In 1959 I helped Alan 
Lennox Boyd canvas Mid-Bedfordshire. 
He always used a dark-blue Bentley Mk VI 
Drophead Coupé, preceded by me in a Land 
Rover towing a blue caravan from which 
champagne or gin and tonics were dispensed 
to interest constituents. He was re-elected 
for the seventh successive time in 25 years.
Sir John Weston
Richmond, Surrey

Helpful ministration
 
Sir: Growing up in the vicarage in a beery 
Midlands industrial town in the 1980s, we 
were frequently visited by those hoping for 
donations towards their travel ‘to see their 
sick granny’ (‘Vicar, can you spare a dime?’, 
5 November). On one memorable occasion 
my father called the chap’s bluff and walked 
him to the station, bought him a ticket to 
Birmingham, where said granny apparently 
resided, put him on the train and waved him 
goodbye. My father described the man’s 
face to us as the train pulled out. He never 
troubled us again.
Timothy Morris
Abingdon, Oxfordshire

Call me Mrs
 
Sir: Though it is sadly rare these days to be 
asked for one’s ‘Christian’ name, (Letters, 
5 November) when asked for my first name, 
I find that ‘Mrs’ is effective yet inoffensive. 
This of course has nothing to do with the 
incredulity with which my actual Christian 
name is usually greeted…
Mrs Fanny Prior
London NW3

Incorrect form of address
 
Sir: When it comes to forms of address, 
things are even worse than Charles Moore 
(Notes, 29 October) imagines. I am well over 
80 and I find it infuriating to be addressed 
by young shop assistants or waitresses as 
‘my love’ or, even worse, ‘my lovely’! My 
immediate reaction is to reproach the 
girl for her over-familiarity, but I don’t. 
I say as little as possible and leave. This 
happens often, and I wonder why shops 
and supermarkets do not have rules that 
guide staff on how to address customers. 
I would also love to have a ready rebuke 
which I could use, gently but firmly, to give 
offenders a clear idea of where they have 
gone wrong. Any suggestions?
Irene Slade Crombie
Tunbridge Wells, Kent

A downbeat Brexiteer
 
Sir: Alexander Chancellor (Long Life, 
22 October) wondered why Brexiteers 
were not more upbeat about their victory. I 
suspect many, like me, were worried about 
Remainers trying anything they can to 
overturn the vote. The news that the judges 
have ruled that Brexit cannot be triggered 
without a parliamentary vote shows how 
sadly right we are to be downbeat.
Marion Gurr
Pury End, Northants

Shakespeare’s ‘nothing’
 
Sir: Charles Moore comments upon 
the difficulty of selecting just one word 
to sum up Shakespeare’s poetry. Like 
Cordelia, I would suggest ‘nothing’. The 
word occurs 654 times in his works, with 
greater frequency in the great plays, and 
provides the hinge upon which perhaps 
his greatest, King Lear, turns: ‘“Nothing, 
my lord.” “Nothing?” “Nothing.” “Nothing 
can come of nothing. Speak again.”’ 
Shakespeare plays with it, loving its range 
of meanings, from innuendo to existential 
despair, to growing spiritual greatness in 
the embrace of ‘nothing’. It suggests the 
unencompassable quality of Shakespeare’s 
thought, as well as his worldly humour and 
the importance of the numinous in his plays. 
Lastly, it also occurs in many of his most 
celebrated speeches: ‘A tale told by an idiot, 
full of sound and fury, signifying nothing.’ I 
hereby cast my vote for nothing.
Samuel Johnson
Medellín, Colombia

The ‘aye’ has it
 
Sir: ‘Aye’ was perhaps the word Charles 
Moore was searching for in ‘getting’ 
Shakespeare. He much preferred it to ‘Yes’ 
in comparison to his peers.
Peter Hoffmann
Edinburgh and Strathpeffer

Oh dear, oh dear
 
Sir: I have sympathy for Melanie 
McDonagh and her complaints over the 
early arrival of holidays (‘Ghosts of the 
Seasons’, 22 October). In December, it 
has become depressing to observe well-
educated people singing about ‘The 
Twelve Days of Christmas’ with no clue 
where those days land on a calendar. May 
I offer a thought for consolation? While 
we may despair when hearing ‘Good King 
Wenceslas’ belted out on a day other than 
Stephen’s, at least we can enjoy peace and 
quiet in the true festive season. Peace and 
quiet from a commercial culture that misses 

the significance of Christmas, to the point of 
allocating it the wrong part of the year.
Neil Jopson
Beckenham, Kent

Lovely Jeremy
 
Sir: I am a contented Church of England 
priest. Over the years your magazine 
has been a feast of stimulating variety 
gladdening my heart. Up until now its least 
stimulating fare has been to do with the 
faith I love. No longer. Jeremy Clarke’s 
article of 5 November so resonated an 
oblique, gentle Christian charity, I read it 
to one of my congregations in place of a 
sermon. Not for the first time either. What 
a lovely fellow Jeremy must be. A low-lifer 
of the sort surrounding Jesus of Nazareth, 
bowled over by his charity sufficient to turn 
the world upside down. Thank you.
Canon Andrew Neaum
Lymington, Hampshire

Canvassing in a Bentley
 
Sir: Spectator Life’s cover story (‘Mogg’s 
Millions’, 5 November) contains one quote 
from Jacob Rees-Mogg that undermines his 
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ANY OTHER BUSINESS| MARTIN VANDER WEYER

Should I pop a cheque in the post or 
 brave the dangers of online banking?

a lot cheaper to exploit than this one. Now 
the first of those headaches has been cured 
with a £240 million injection from Hancock 
Prospecting (master company of Australia’s 
richest woman, the formidable mining heir-
ess Gina Rinehart) plus up to £760 million 
from City institutions in equity and bonds 
— making a billion in total and one of the 
largest fundraisings ever achieved for an 
Aim-listed company.

So I doff my flat cap across the moors 
to Sirius chief executive Chris Fraser, who 
has defied the doubters to complete the 
first and toughest of the several financing 
rounds that will be needed before the mine 
becomes operational. He can now send in 
the diggers in the hope that potash will be 
flowing through the tunnel by 2021 — and 
that by then the global balance of supply 
and demand will justify the whole venture.

The shares, meanwhile, have been fod-
der for speculators, many of whom got their 
comeuppance when the price halved from 
a 48 pence peak — as a result of dilution 
by the new capital-raising — back to where 
they were after the planners’ vote. My 
champagne- bearer got in early and low, so 
he’s OK; but if you bought later, having read 
about Sirius here, all I can say is hang on for 
the long haul. At 24 pence, if you feel lucky, 
you might even buy a few more.

The wild card

‘I have a horrible feeling he has enough 
gimmicks to be the wild card… I mean, he 
could go on to win it.’ We’re just beginning 
to come to turns with the dangerous tenden-
cy of today’s voters to reject the convention-
al and competent in favour of unqualified, 
undignified, unlovable candidates who con-
duct themselves like showmen and clowns. 
I speak of course of former Labour shadow 
chancellor Ed Balls on Strictly, and I quote 
from waspish judge Craig Revel Horwood. 
But by the time you read this I shall be on a 
flight to Houston, whence I shall report as to 
how that tendency has played out with the 
electorate of Texas.

T here’s an electronic device on my 
desk that looks — through its bubble  
wrap — like a cheap miniature cal-

culator. It’s still in the packaging a month 
after it arrived because I’m irritated by the 
idea that I have to master a new gadget spe-
cifically designed to complicate a familiar 
action. The thing is a debit-card reader, and 
I gather I must activate it whenever I want 
to send money from my bank account via 
the internet to a new payee. At first that was 
done simply by typing the payee’s details 
into boxes on my laptop screen; then it 
involved waiting for a security code to pop 
up on my phone, sometimes requiring a 
walk round the garden waving the phone to 
find a signal; now I must have my card and 
reader to hand each time, and it will prob-
ably be quicker to write a cheque and walk 
down to the postbox.

But then again, I’m lucky I’m not with 
Tesco Bank, 9,000 of whose 136,000 current 
 account holders have just suffered a collec-
tive £17 million theft by online hackers. The 
customers, whether or not cheesed off like 
me by changing security procedures, were 
in no sense to blame: the money was sim-
ply drained from their accounts, and much 
of it seems to have been sent to Brazil, which 
is these days the hottest of many emerging 
markets for banking fraud.

Even so, some might cry caveat emptor: 
it serves you right if you’re foolish enough 
to park your cash with a supermarket that 
famously has black holes in its own profit- 
and-loss account, rather than a proper bank. 
But the bigger the bank, the more it may be 
prone to computer cock-ups too — as Nat-
West and RBS recently demonstrated when 
they had a spot of trouble with withdrawals 
— while major online retailers and mobile 
phone networks are subject to multiple daily 
attempts at mass theft of data.

In this respect, no trusted brand can be 
trusted any more: after buying a birthday 
bouquet from Marks & Spencer’s website a 
couple of months ago, I must have received 
a hundred fraudulent emails inviting me to 
claim ‘cash prizes’ from M&S, Morrisons 

and other temptingly reputable retail names. 
‘We’re in thrall to a phenomenon we can-
not control or escape,’ I wrote about inter-
net commerce a while ago, ‘and it’s only ever 
going to be three clicks from anarchy.’ So 
what can be done?

External policing of cyber-crime is mini-
mal in relation to the explosive scale of the 
problem. Governments, however sophisti-
cated their own communications systems, 
can do little or nothing against cross-border 
attacks or even teenage hacker nerds. Inter-
nal corporate controls are obsessively dis-
cussed in every boardroom and consultants 
get rich as a result, but customers only find 
out how ineffectual they really are when 
breaches occur.

All we can say is that if regulators find 
Tesco Bank to have been exceptionally slack 
in its internal controls — or even, as some 
experts suggest, to have fallen to ‘an inside 
job’ — then it deserves to be shut down to 
encourage the others. Meanwhile, if you’re 
thinking of changing, a Which? survey last 
month gave First Direct and HSBC the best 
security ratings, followed by Barclays, M&S 
Bank (despite the phishing attempts after 
my floral purchase) and Nationwide.

End of the tunnel?

One day last summer a reader arrived on 
my doorstep with a bottle of champagne. 
He was convinced (largely because I had 
claimed here ‘it was The Spectator wot won 
it’) that my positive comments on Sirius 
Minerals, in which he is a shareholder, had 
swung the eight-to-seven local planning 
committee vote in favour of opening a huge 
new polyhalite potash mine near Whitby in 
North Yorkshire.

The share price doubled as a result, but 
even so there were concerns about the pro-
ject’s viability: that it would struggle to raise 
sufficient capital to dig the hole and the 
23-mile tunnel by which the product will 
be conveyed to a processing plant on Tees-
side; and that the world already has ample 
reserves of potash fertiliser, many of them 
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‘The Day’s End’, 1927, by 
Ernest Procter
Daisy Dunn — p52

James Delingpole is 
considering giving up on 
terrestrial TV altogether
Lloyd Evans suggests that 
men play unhinged 
warlords better than 
women

Cressida Connolly delights 
in the school stories of girls 
with grit and gumption 
Philip Hensher savours the 
queerness of the Bensons
Mark Mason mourns the 
demise of the milkman – 

who doubled as district 
nurse, handyman and 
general superhero
Damian Thomson admits 
he used to think 
northerners knew nothing 
about classical music
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BOOKS & ARTS

CHRISTMAS BOOKS I

Books of the year
A selection of the best and most overrated books of 2016, chosen by some of our regular contributors

Mark Cocker

Two nature books have really stood out this 
year. The Great Soul of Siberia: In Search of 
the Elusive Siberian Tiger (Collins, £16.99) is 
by the Korean filmmaker Sooyong Park, who 
has been on the trail of his totem animal for 
20 years and singlehandedly obtained most 
of the cinematic footage which humankind 
possesses of this, the largest felid on earth. 
He has now produced a classic evoking the 
utterly bleak landscapes of Siberia as well as 
the grotesque abuse meted out to wildlife by 
poachers. Yet the book is most memorable 
for its soaring beauty and for Park’s Francis-
can love for his fellow creatures.

Jennifer Ackerman’s The Genius of 
Birds (Corsair £14.99) is by a journalist, but 
her command of the latest findings on avian 
intelligence matches that of any top-notch 
researcher. This is science writing at its best: 

Craig Raine

Philip Hancock’s pamphlet of poems Just 
Help Yourself (Smiths Knoll, £5): charm-
ing, authentic, trim reports from the world 
of work — City and Guilds, pilfering, how to 
carry a ladder, sex in a van (‘From the dust-
sheet, wood slivers/ and flecks of paint stick 
to her arse’). One poem is called ‘Know-
ing One’s Place’; these poems know the 
workplace.

Nutshell by Ian McEwan (Cape, £16.99) 
was hilarious and compelling. The Pier Falls 
by Mark Haddon (Cape, £16.99) was grim 
and compelling. Both books are ripping, 
gripping yarns — narrative Velcro.

Paul Johnson

John Bew’s biography of Clement Attlee, 
Citizen Clem (Riverrun, £30), is a winner, 
though it might have been improved by 
cutting. Attlee was a more interesting man 
than people supposed. He read an average 
of four books a week, wrote a good deal 
of verse and almost made a movie. He was 
acerbic. The sharpest letter I received dur-
ing the six years I edited the New Statesman 
came from him. My consolation was that he 
regularly received similar rebukes from his 
fierce wife, Violet, delivered verbally.

The book I most relished was Edgar 
Peters Bowron’s Pompeo Batoni: A Com-
plete Catalogue of his Paintings, two volumes 
in a boxed set (£195). It fully holds up Yale’s 
reputation as the world’s best art publisher: 

Stephen Bayley

I told James Stourton that the world didn’t 
need to know anything more about Lord 
Clark of Trivialisation. And I was wrong. 
His meticulous and elegant book, Kenneth 
Clark: Life, Art and Criticism (Collins, £30) 
perfectly captures the contradictions of ‘K’, 
an Olympian snob, but a true democrat who 
was thrillingly honest and also hard on him-
self. Britain’s best writer on art since Ruskin 
now has the biography he deserves. 

Before he took his life with his own hand, 
the Infinite Jest author had used that same 
hand to play tennis at the US equivalent 
of county standard. The sport remained an 
obsession and if tennis is not itself a high 
art, writing about it this well most certainly 
is — as David Foster Wallace does in String 
Theory (Library of America, £15). 

My manic eccentricity award goes to 
Graham Robb, whose books on French 
culture have been justly popular. Now, in 
Cols and Passes of the British Isles (Par-
ticular Books, £20), the easygoing Robb 
has researched and catalogued Britain’s 
2,002 cols, many of them hitherto unno-
ticed (including one in south London): 
a delicious and hypnotically fascinating 
masterpiece of squinty-eyed fanaticism.  

scrupulous scholarship, superb illustrations 
and matchless reproductions. Batoni was the 
most accomplished of the Grand Tour por-
traitists and for anyone building up a library 
of 18th-century culture, this is a must. 

Finally a word in favour of Grum-
bling at Large: Selected Essays of J.B. 
Priestley, with an introduction by Valerie 
Grove (Notting Hill Editions, £14.99). The 
master-craftsman misleadingly known as 
‘Jolly Jack’ writes: ‘I have a sagging face, a 
weighty underlip, a saurian eye and a rum-
bling voice. Money could not buy a better 
grumbling outfit.’

a book of knowledge, packed with mind-
stretching information, but also steeped in 
a sense of wonder and written by someone 
clearly moved by the vast complexities of 
life.
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Ruth Scurr

‘Memory is a creature that is alive…  
nobody has simple relations with memory,’ 
Svetlana Alexievich told the Cambridge lit-
erary festival earlier this year. She was speak-
ing through a translator about Second-Hand 
Time, first published in English in 2016 (Fitz-
carraldo Editions, £14.99) and her earlier 
books including Chernobyl Prayer and War’s 
Unwomanly Face. Alexievich claims that 
she does not conduct interviews, only con-
versations, and that the stories she collects 
— about the collapse of communism, the suf-
fering of those with radiation poisoning, and 
the experiences of women during the sec-
ond world war — involve giving something 
of herself. Her books are repositories for  
voices that would otherwise be lost. Lest any-
one think Alexievich is concerned only with 
grim and disturbing topics, her next book is 
about the experience of love. She is my dis-
covery of 2016.  

 
Hilary Spurling

I choose Ian Collins’s Rose Hilton (Lund 
Humphries, £35), a remarkable artist 
elbowed aside, like so many women of her 
generation, by a more established, much  
better known and far more forceful husband. 
Roger Hilton reckoned there was room for 
only one artist in their household, and that 
was him. This handsome, inviting and splen-
didly illustrated volume follows Rose as she 
makes her own way, with a lot of help from 
Matisse and not much from Roger, to emerge 
after his death as an authoritative colourist of 
great strength and warmth in her own right.  

Catrine Clay’s Labyrinths (Collins, £20) 
tells a parallel story from 50 years earlier, fol-
lowing Emma Jung as she too fought free of 
Carl’s shadow, to take her own place, after 
years of struggle and rebuff, in the turbulent 
world of psychoanalysis.

A.N. Wilson

Michael Denton’s Evolution: Still a Theory 
in Crisis (Discovery Institute Press, £16.80). 
A sequel to his 1985 book — Evolution: A  
Theory in Crisis — this takes us up to date 
with the dazzling developments of life scienc-
es over the past 30 years. Denton is a sceptic 
about Darwin’s theory of evolution on purely 
scientific grounds. It is hard to see how any-
one reading his book could not be persuaded. 
Palaeontology provides abundant evidence 
of evolution within species, but none of one 
species morphing into another. Denton is 
fascinatingly clear in his exposition of the sci-
ence of genetics, and how it destroys the Dar-
winian position. A truly great book.

The best new novel of the year, for me, 
was The Huntingfield Paintress by Pame-
la Holmes (Urbane Publications, £8.99), 
about the Victorian wife of a Suffolk parson 
who paints the parish church in all the poly- 

chromatic glory it would have known in pre-
Reformation times. The story is a true one, 
but Holmes has written a profound novel 
about Mildred Holland’s marriage, and her 
relationship with her times. A double treat, if 
you read the book, and then go to see Mil-
dred’s stupendous work for yourself. Golden 
angels sing from the beams and technicolour  
saints halloo you from the roof of the nave. 

Jan Morris

Two of my most memorable books of the year 
were by two of the most brilliant writers of 
our day, and were both, to my simple mind, of 
opaque allure. Colin Thubron’s novel Night 
of Fire (Faber, £16.99) evokes the emotions of 
seven tenants, plus their landlord, when their 
apartment house is burnt down, and fascinat-
ingly jumbles them all into a mystique con-
templation of something or other. 

Geoff Dyer’s White Sands (Canongate, 
£16.99) is subtitled ‘Experiences from the 
Outside World’ and is a virtuoso display of 
his particular kind of travel writing, some-
times fact, sometimes fiction. I was only half 
convinced by it all, but quite bowled over by 
the title story of the collection, which seems 
to me a little masterpiece. 

But for pure unchallenging delight, I 
most enjoyed an astonishing collection of 
works of art created by explorers and adven-

turers down the centuries. It is a beautiful  
multi-edited sort of album, entitled Explor-
ers’ Sketchbooks and published by Thames & 
Hudson at £29.95. If it were not such a sump-
tuous volume it would be glorious for reading 
in the bath.    

Anna Aslanyan

The philosopher Simon Critchley wrote On 
Bowie (Serpent’s Tail, £6.99) to say, with elo-
quence and feeling, what many have tried to 
say over the past year. Upon learning of the 
death of the icon, Critchley spent the evening 
of 11 January listening to Blackstar. ‘It sim-
ply sounded different, and (although this is 
obviously absurd) it sounded like Bowie was 
speaking directly to me.’

The Transmigration of Bodies is the sec-

Frank Boas’s sketch of an iceberg made en 
route to Cumberland Sound. From Thames & 

Hudson’s Explorers’ Sketchbooks

ond novel by the Mexican writer Yuri Her-
rera to appear in English (And Other Stories, 
£8.99). Herrera’s talent for portraying ‘liminal 
situations’ puts him in the same league as J.G. 
Ballard, while his ability to switch between 
registers and his inventive language, skilful-
ly rendered by the translator Lisa Dillman, 
make for unique reading.

The Man Booker judges were impressed 
enough by J.M. Coetzee’s The Schooldays of 
Jesus (Harvill Secker, £17.99) to longlist it, 
but it was as disappointing as its prequel.

Richard Ingrams

The death of Jeremy Thorpe aged 85 in  
2014 finally made it possible to tell his 
extraordinary story without fear of the libel 
laws. John Preston has seized the opportunity 
in his gripping account A Very English Scan-
dal (Penguin/Viking, £16.99). The leader of a 
political party involved in a murder plot eas-
ily trumps any other political scandal of our 
times; but the fact that in the event it was only 
a dog that died gives the story an air of farce.

Apart from Thorpe himself, vain and 
intensely ambitious, Preston handles with 
great skill a cast of astonishing characters. 
These include Thorpe’s devoted ally, Peter 
Bessell, who later betrayed him; and his mon-
ocled, cigar-smoking mother, Ursula; not to 
mention the two lawyers who got him off the 
hook — the brilliant barrister George Car-
man and the grotesquely biased judge Sir 
Joseph Cantley. All the major players are 
now dead, apart from the troubled soul who 
started it all — Norman Scott, who lives on in 
a Dartmoor village with 70 hens, three horses, 
a parrot, a canary and five dogs.

Daniel Hahn

I’ve chosen two very different stories of 
young American lives. In Another Day in the 
Death of America (Guardian/Faber, £16.99), 
the journalist Gary Younge anatomises 
American society and its squandered poten-
tial by means of a simple conceit: he chose 
a random date in 2013 and investigated the 
lives of those children and teenagers shot and 
killed on that day. It’s a profoundly important 
piece of reportage, seemingly written with 
restraint but devastatingly powerful. 

 Bonnie-Sue Hitchcock’s debut, The Smell 
of Other People’s Houses (Faber, £7.99), is a 
gorgeous young adult novel, interweaving the 
lives of four teenagers in small-town Alaska 
in the 1970s — their community, their strug-
gles and joys. Younge and Hitchcock prob-
ably have little overlap in their readerships, 
but their books, besides being two of the best 
I’ve read this year, are also exceptionally 
good at taking characters one would expect 
to be incomprehensibly distant and bringing 
them close — making us feel an intimate part 
of their lives and they of ours. They’re both, 
in short, exemplary reminders of that thing 
books do best.
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Mark Mason

I thought I knew my Macca, but then along 
came Philip Norman’s Paul McCartney: 
The Biography (Weidenfeld, £25). We see 
the star asking for vegetarian food in his 
Tokyo jail (he is allowed apples and orang-
es, but not bananas, in case guards slip on 
the skins) and letting a visitor to his Sus-
sex home handle the famous Hofner bass. 
‘Don’t drop that,’ says McCartney. ‘It’s 
insured for two million.’

Jonathan Mayo’s Titanic: Minute by 
Minute (Short Books, £8.99) is gripping. It 
took longer than you’d think for the end-
ing to become clear — nearly half an hour 
after impact, passengers were happily add-
ing fragments of the iceberg to their cock-
tails.

Stewart Lee’s Content Provider: Selected 
Short Prose (Faber, £14.99) is as brilliantly 
crafted as his stand-up. Could there be a 
better summation of Louise Mensch than 
that one of her ideas ‘spurted though the  
Twitterverse like a frozen spear of urine 
falling from an aircraft toilet’?

Daniel Swift

My book of the year was not published but 
reissued this year. It is The Last Samurai 
by Helen DeWitt (Vintage, £9.99), and was 
first published in 2000 but fell into some 
obscurity, partly due to the release of a truly 
rotten Tom Cruise movie with the same 
title in 2003. DeWitt’s novel (not Cruise’s 
film) is about Greek dictionaries, compara-
tive linguistics, Bach and samurai. A hyper- 
educated single mother brings up her son 
by exposing him only to high culture and 
works of genius. In the second half of the 
book the son, kitted out like a samurai with 
only this rarefied equipment, sets out on 
a quest to find — or perhaps to invent — 
his absent father. It’s a brilliant and sad 
book, about being a child, about reading 
and parenting, about art’s relation to the 
world. It’s also the funniest book I’ve read 
in years. Let’s not let it vanish again. 

Mark Amory

Anne Tyler’s Vinegar Girl (Hogarth, 
£16.99), her modern version of The Tam-
ing of the Shrew, came as a surprise: the 
funniest book she has written, much fun-
nier than Shakespeare. 

Private Eye considers that I should not 
praise Ferdinand Mount because I was at 
Eton with him but we never spoke to each 
other there, so perhaps it is acceptable to 
mention his English Voices: Lives, Land-
scapes and Laments 1985–2015 (Chatto, 
£15.99): a large volume of his reviews, I 
think literally without a dull page.

Otherwise, I have been catching up on 
good books I have never got round to. I 
was going to say that Paul Scott’s The Raj 

Quartet was underrated until I came across 
a review stating that it was Tolstoyan in 
scope and Proustian in detail, so I’ll settle 
for a huge, gripping achievement. Among 
Penelope Fitzgerald’s extraordinary nov-
els, I particularly liked The Beginning of 
Spring (Harper Perennial, £8.99) and The 
Bookshop. I thought I did not care for his-
torical novels but it seems I do.

Disappointment: Dickens thought that 
he was at the height of his powers when he 
wrote Martin Chuzzlewit. He was wrong.

Clare Mulley

2016 has been a good year for the Nazis. 
For The Gestapo: The Myth and Real-
ity of Hitler’s Secret Police (Hodder & 
Stoughton, £9.99), Frank McDonough 
trawled surviving records to provide new 
insights into the workings of Hitler’s terror 
state and the perennial questions around 
coercion and consent. 

Two books examining responses to the 
Nazis’ rise and fall have also stood out for 
me this year. Anne Sebba’s Les Parisiennes: 
How the Women of Paris Lived, Loved and 
Died in the 1940s (Weidenfeld, £20) skilful-

ly weaves the history of wartime and post-
war Paris through the stories of women 
from all walks of life. Turning the better-
known Paris tapestry over in this way 
reveals fascinating and sometimes long-
hidden threads. It is the responses of artists 
and writers to the aftermath of Nazi Ger-
many, as Europe began its new transfor-
mation, that are examined in Lara Feigel’s 
engrossing The Bitter Taste of Victory: In 
the Ruins of the Reich (Bloomsbury, £9.99). 
All three books address differing human 
responses to crises and atrocities, and all 
three resonate today.

An elegant Parisienne examines  
what’s on at the Paris opera in 1941

Sara Wheeler

Far and Away: How Travel Can Change the 
World is a collection of  pieces by the Ameri-
can essayist Andrew Solomon (Chatto, £25). 
From Moscow to Mongolia, Antarctica to 
Afghanistan, Solomon observes the world 
and reflects what he sees both on himself 
and on his own country. Resilience, hope, 
flux: Solomon has an outsider’s eagle eye. A 
dazzling volume. 

I also enjoyed On Reading, Writing and 
Living with Books (Pushkin Press, £4.99).  
This slim tome is among the first of a gor-
geous new series culling extracts from the 
shelves of the London Library, an institu-
tion which celebrates its 175th birthday this 
year. Authors anthologised include Virginia 
Woolf and George Eliot. In half an hour, this 
book delivers the fruits of many days cruis-
ing the stacks in St James’s Square.

Marcus Berkmann

I loved Deborah Levy’s Hot Milk (Hamish 
Hamilton, £12.99). It’s a short, characteris-
tically oblique story of a young woman in 
southern Spain with her crapulous moth-
er, there to attend a dodgy-sounding, mar-
ble-adorned medical establishment where 
they hope to find — at last — a cure for the 
mother’s inability to walk. It’s no surprise it 
didn’t win the Man Booker prize, because 
as well as being elegant and deeply strange, 
it’s hummingly funny throughout. As we all 
know, prize juries regard jokes as a distinct  
disadvantage.

I’m reviewing the year’s cricket books 
at the moment for next April’s Wisden, and 
the outstanding volume so far has been 
The Grade Cricketer, by Dave Edwards, 
Sam Perry and Ian Higgins (Melbourne 
Books, £14.99). This is actually even fun-
nier than Hot Milk, a faux-memoir by a 
low-level Australian cricketer of modest 
talents, who knows that scoring runs and 
taking wickets matter less than the pos-
session of a good ‘rig’ (body) and a decent 
grasp of Anchorman quotes. ‘Most grade 
cricketers have contemplated switching 
clubs at one stage or another. As humans, 
we have an inherent tendency to think the 
grass is greener on the other side. But all 
grass looks the same when you’re stand-
ing on it for six fucking hours every Sat-
urday, wondering what you’re doing with 
your life.’

Peter Parker

My novel of the year was What Belongs to 
You (Picador, £12.99), Garth Greenwell’s 
slender, poised, clear-eyed and devastating 
account of the depths to which unrequited 
sexual obsession can lead you, particularly 
if you become entangled with a rent-boy 
in Sofia. I also enjoyed and admired Ara-
vind Adiga’s funny and touching Selection 
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Day (Picador, £16.99), in which cricketing 
prodigies in Mumbai face googlies from 
both bowlers and life. And Tom Bullough’s 
densely and thrillingly written Addlands 
(Granta, £14.99), which traces the lives 
of a farming family on the Welsh borders 
through 70 years. Treat of the year was Rich-
ard Stokes’s The Penguin Book of English 
Song (Penguin, £30), an original and inval-
uable anthology of poems that have been 
set to music. Arranged in chronological 
order by author, from Geoffrey Chaucer to  
Sidney Keyes, it is supplemented with suc-
cinct, elegant and illuminating descriptions 
of the lives and works of both poets and 
composers.

Kate Womersley

As events unfolded this year, it was reas-
suring to read superb non-fiction that cel-
ebrated expertise. Two stand out. Trials: On 
Death Row in Pakistan (Penguin, £16.99)  
tells how Isabel Buchanan, fresh from a 
law degree, applied her feeling and intelli-
gence to apprentice in a jurisdiction which, 
by 2014, saw a person executed every day. 
Ed Yong’s magnificent revaluation of bacte-
riology, I Contain Multitudes (Penguin, £20), 
counsels humility for student doctors like 
me: modern medicine’s pathogens may be 
the future’s therapeutics.

And then there is Mark Greif’s Against 
Everything (Verso, £16.99), which — as its 
title suggests — matches brilliant critique 
with improbable optimism. His essays risk 
embarrassment to analyse the irritations of 
urban life — hipsters, foodies, gym-goers 
— so that we might see these characters in 
ourselves, and treat them with, if not more 
kindness, more interest.

From the lives of others elsewhere to 
the trillions of microbes inside us, all three 
books interrupt our unimaginative mono-
logues, and prompt us to ask better ques-
tions.

James Walton

Lionel Shriver’s The Mandibles: A Fam-
ily, 2029–2047 (Borough, £16.99) is set in a 
bankrupt America where the middle class-
es are foraging to survive. All aspects of the 
dystopia are thoroughly and chillingly imag-
ined — but without ever losing the psycho-
logical plausibility of a gripping family saga. 

My other favourite novel was Jona-
than Unleashed (Bloomsbury, £14.99), Meg 
Rosoff’s first work for adults. For some writ-
ers, twentysomething Jonathan’s inability 
to ‘cross the huge gulf between childhood 
and adulthood’ might be evidence of male  
inadequacy. Rosoff, though, shows how right 
he is to be scared about growing up, in an 
exhilarating read that makes abiding pessi-
mism very funny indeed. 

Finally, for all music fans, there’s David 
Hepworth’s 1971 (Bantam, £20), which 

argues — and very possibly proves — that 
1971 was the best ever year for rock albums. 
Mixing great anecdotes with thoughtful crit-
icism, this is a richly entertaining reminder 
of when LPs ruled the world.  

Honor Clerk

The Vanishing Man (Chatto, £18.99) by 
Laura Cumming is a moving memori-
al, written in the wake of the death of the 
author’s father. An impassioned celebration 
of Velázquez and a snapshot of the snobber-
ies of the art world in the mid-19th century, 
it’s a cracking good story to boot. 

By contrast, a slow read rather than a 
page-turner, Ann Wroe’s Six Facets of Light 
(Cape, £25) is a compendium of art, litera-

ture and science that takes you from Fra 
Angelico and Eric Ravilious, Milton and 
Gerard Manley Hopkins to Einstein, New-
ton and Clerk Maxwell. A book for winter. 

Graham Robb

My novel-reading year has been dominat-
ed by Barbara Pym, starting with Excellent 
Women (Virago, £8.99). Pym is usually lik-
ened to Jane Austen, but her hilarious sit-
uation comedies and recurring characters 
constantly reminded me of Balzac.

Island Home: A Landscape Memoir (Pic-
ador, £12.99) is an all-too-brief autobiog-
raphy by the novelist Tim Winton. He sees 
Europe with the eyes of an extra-terrestri-
al, finding nature ‘impossibly fertile’ and 
the Alps ‘claustrophobic’. As an unhappy 
schoolboy in Western Australia, he explored 
the violent, delicate landscapes which cars 
have erased, rendering ‘the outlandish mun-
dane’. Winton’s dry, physical descriptions 
have the opposite effect.

Hannah Kohler’s The Outside Lands 
(Picador, £12.99), the tense saga of an Amer-
ican family at the time of Vietnam war, 
struck me as the work of a seasoned Ameri-
can novelist though, apparently, she grew up 
on the south coast of England and this is her 
first novel. 

David Crane

Lyndal Roper’s Martin Luther: Renegade 
and Prophet (Bodley Head, £30) is an 
impressive and fascinating read. I have no 
idea what Lutherans have made of it, but for 
those of us who have harboured an irration-
al dislike of this extraordinary and unpleas-
ant man, it’s a comfort to know we weren’t 
completely wrong.

It’s taken me a long time to come across 
her, but it’s hard to imagine there is a better 
short-story writer than Deborah Eisenberg. 
All unmistakably hers, all intriguingly dif-
ferent, and almost all brilliant, her Collected 
Stories (Picador USA, £17.75) brings togeth-
er 30 years’ work that shows no sign of going 
off in quality. 

John Sutherland

Best novel: no question, Razor Girl by Carl 
Hiaasen (Atlantic Books, £13.50). A Florida 
comcrime (I just made that word up) which 
makes you feel better about the US in a year 
when that’s been tricky. You can be sexual-
ly saucy and inoffensive — a lesson Donald 
has never learned.  

It’s been a crowning year for our best liv-
ing literary critic, Sir Christopher Ricks. 
His long campaign for Bob Dylan to be 
taken seriously in a literary way has tri-
umphed. His edition of The Poems of  
T.S. Eliot, with his co-editor Jim McCue, 
(Faber, two volumes, £26 each) is (literal-
ly) monumental and will last for as long as 
poetry is read.

Peter Parker’s Housman Country: Into 
the Heart of England (Little Brown, £19.99). 
Parker — one of the few biographers, I sus-
pect, who has actually shorn a lamb — pen-
etrates to the Englishness at the heart of  
A.E. Housman. The book is appropriate for 
a year which may see the end, or rebirth, of 
the country.  

The most poignant memoir of 2016 was 
Beyond the High Blue Air (Atlantic Books, 
£14.99), Lu Spinney’s account of her son’s 
vegetative condition after a snowboard-
ing accident and the cruellest decisions a  
mother can be confronted with. Exquisitely 
written. 

Philip Marsden

More of Patrick Leigh Fermor this year, 
with a selection of his letters, Dashing for the 
Post, edited by Adam Sisman (John Murray,  
£30), in which he gushes and charms and 
enlarges the world with his enthusiasm for 
its people and its pasts.  

As a traveller Geoff Dyer is a little more 
sardonic. The faraway places in his White 
Sands (Canongate, £16.99) are filled with 
disappointment, with the press and pallor of 
the present. But he writes with such wit and 
brio that you can’t help wanting to be there 
with him. 

‘Chalk Paths’, by Eric Ravilious
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Old Mutual UK Alpha Fund

Following the referendum, the UK market is proving to 
be remarkably resilient. Richard Buxton and his highly 
experienced team of UK fund managers are perfectly 
positioned to take advantage of the opportunities Britain 
has to offer. As they’ve done before, time after time.

So why not take some time out to discover the  
UK Alpha Fund?

Please remember that past performance is not a 
guide to future performance. Investment involves risk. 
The value of investments and the income from them 
can go down as well as up and investors may not get 
back the amount originally invested.

Talk to your Financial Adviser.
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No one turned a hair 
Philip Hensher
A Very Queer Family Indeed:  
Sex, Religion and the Bensons in 
Victorian Britain
by Simon Goldhill 
University of Chicago Press, £24.50, pp. 344

The Benson family was one of the most 
extraordinary of Victorian England, and 
they certainly made sure that we have 
enough evidence to dwell on them. Edward 
White Benson was a brilliantly clever cleri-
cal young man of 23 when he proposed to his 
11-year-old cousin Minnie Sidgwick. He had 
been the effective head of his family since 
his father’s death nine years earlier; Min-
nie, too, was fatherless. Despite doubts from 
Minnie’s mother, they agreed to marry when 
Minnie was 18. 

She, too, was clever — Gladstone famous-
ly described her as ‘the cleverest woman in 
Europe’ — but had no real attachment to 
Benson or to any other man. Her roman-
tic passions were always directed towards 
women. Curiously, as Benson rose through 
the hierarchy of the Church of England, 
ending as Archbishop of Canterbury, Min-
nie Benson’s passions seem to have con-
tinued without abatement or comment. As 
soon as her husband died, she went to bed 
with Lucy Tait, the daughter of a previous 
Archbishop of Canterbury, and apparently 
stayed there.

Everyone seems to have known about 
this liaison and many others, and no one 
seems to have cared. One of Minnie’s sons, 
Fred, wrote about his mother and Lucy 
sleeping together much later; and created, 
too, as a sort of in-joke, a statuesque maid 
called Lucy, who catered to an enthusiastic 
lesbian painter, Quaint Irene, in his Mapp 
and Lucia novels. E.F. Benson — Fred’s pub-
lishing name — is now the best remembered 
of the Benson children; but all were extraor-
dinary. None married. At least five of them 
were clearly lesbian or homosexual.

Arthur (A.C.) was a pillar of professional 
life, the distinguished editor of Queen Victo-
ria’s letters, remarkably dull in his published 
work and remarkably intense in his unpub-
lished diaries. He was famous for passionate 
friendships with Cambridge undergraduates: 
there is an adorable photograph here of the 
aged Arthur arm in arm with a young Dadie 
Rylands, working it. Nellie died young, but 
had a relationship with Ethel Smyth, who 
went through the Bensons, mother and 
daughters, like a dose of salts. Fred was the 
one Benson who really did not care about 
religion at all, as anyone who remembers 
the Scots padre in Tilling will realise. His 
indifference to God scandalised his siblings, 
though not, oddly enough, his saucy cheerful-
ness about gay and lesbian heroes and hero-
ines in his likeably middlebrow fiction, from 

Mrs Benson and her three sons, 1884
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the lecherous school story David Blaize to 
the splendid lesbians who run off together at 
the end of Paying Guests.

Hugh appalled the family by converting 
to Roman Catholicism and becoming first 
a priest, then a Monsignor. He was an inti-
mate friend of that sinister fantasist Fred-

erick Rolfe, Baron Corvo, and wrote some 
bizarre novels intended to further the Cath-
olic faith. Martin died very young, and some 
of the hopes of his father died with him.  
Finally, Maggie was an archaeologist and 
Egyptologist. Despite disliking and distrust-
ing her mother’s lover Lucy, she moved in 
with the pair of them after her father’s death, 
bringing her own lover, Janet.

The family has attracted considerable 
interest, and some biographers. It’s been a 
while since anyone has attempted a book 
about the whole family, and the labour would 
be very daunting. A.C. Benson’s extant 
manuscript diary is three times the length 
of Proust; four of the children published at 
least 14 books about their own family. I’ve 
read quite a lot of E.F., but wouldn’t claim 
to have got through more than half of his 
novels. Between them, they knew absolute-
ly everyone, from Queen Victoria to Elgar. 
(A.C. wrote the words to ‘Land of Hope and 
Glory’ and invented King’s College’s Nine 
Lessons service.)

This isn’t the biography, and actually suf-
fers from the lack of the obvious thing to 
do — 50 pages telling the story of the six 
principal characters to frame the discus-
sion. Simon Goldhill, who is professor of 
Greek at Cambridge, sets his cards on the 
table at the start by declaring biography 

As soon as her husband died,  
Minnie Benson went to bed with Lucy 

Tait – and apparently stayed there
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All Right

Last credits, and the Emergency Exit for
A basic small man to escape fire, or flood 
– Or crowds of people – was surely all right
For me to leave by? A helpful light
Flashed on as the auditorium door
Closed behind me with a very final thud,

And here were some stairs – or steps – and a bare steel 
Handrail down between grey walls icy to touch
– Ending soon, though, at a concrete landing, a space
Where another bulb lit up for a new staircase
And another landing. I started to feel
It could go down for ages, and from such

A descent there might be no recovery,  
Only going always down with more lights, walls and steep   
Repeats of steps without Exits for basic men.
So I thought I should keep moving, fast. – And then
An alarm bell started up somewhere behind me,
Loudly and why? Only empty lights back there, and so deep

A cold below, it looked bottomless. Was it seven, eight
Landings (I hadn’t counted) before there came 
PUSH BAR TO OPEN? The third time I tried
It did yield, having until then denied
All my struggles to shift it. But then, outside, it wasn’t too late...
The world was still there, still completely the same

Streets and traffic as before, now engaged with the night
I hadn’t been banned from into some hell
Of downwardness, or forced to rise again
Out of some trial of weariness and pain
Into redeeming radiance. No, the world was all right.
Still as shabby, basic, normal. Sound as the bell.

 — Alan Brownjohn

‘a ludicrous genre’, as ‘the attempt to sum-
mon up a life in neatly chronological prose 
is bound to be an expression of its own fail-
ure’. It seems a perverse decision, particular-
ly since almost all the writing by the Bensons 
on which the book is based is not available 
to the reader — whether out of print, never 
printed or ludicrously vast in substance, 
like A.C.’s diary. Moreover, the small parts 
of the Bensons’ work that are available —  
E.F.’s delightful novels, for example, or the 
ghost stories that they all wrote from time to 
time — are passed over in silence.

Goldhill discusses three aspects of the 
Bensons’ lives, and inevitably it seems like 
a commentary on material that the read-
er doesn’t have much access to. None of 
them emerges clearly as personalities, or 
as proponents of intellectual positions in 
the way they do from even quite ordinary 
biographies. 

First, Goldhill focuses on their attitudes 
to writing, and especially to the acts of con-
fessional in an age where families were being 
examined in detail by writers from Philip 
Gosse to Samuel Butler and the Grossmiths.

Secondly, the vexed question of the Ben-
sons’ sexuality is gone over. Goldhill points 
out, quite rightly, that identifying individuals 
as homosexual or lesbian is not quite appro-
priate for those living in the 19th and early 
20th century. The vocabulary was only just 
emerging; very few people either thought 
of themselves in such a way or could actu-
ally consider such a thing was possible. Nev-
ertheless, we know that individual Bensons 
did discuss what they called the ‘homo sex-
ual’ issue between themselves, and labelled 
others as ‘homo sexual’. There is no doubt 
that most of them had concluded that het-
erosexual relations, and certainly marriage, 
were not possible for them. A.C. Benson, like 
Tchaikovsky, even acquired the traditional 
appendage of the distinguished homosexual, 
an immensely rich patroness, in a Madame 
de Nottbeck. Like Tchaikovsky’s Nadezhda 
von Meck, Madame de Nottbeck handed 
over large sums of money and stipulated that 
they were never to meet. 

Lesbianism was less a subject of discus-
sion, and how women might find sexual ful-
filment remained a matter of the utmost 
bafflement to half the human race until the 
1920s. When the Canadian Maud Allan sued 
an English paper which had described her 
as leading a ‘cult of the clitoris’ in 1918, the 
court heard that 23 out of 24 professional 
men who had been consulted had no idea 
what the clitoris was.

The third area of the Bensons’ interest 
is religion, but this seems too large a ques-
tion for Goldhill. The archbishop’s contri-
bution to the development of the Church of 
England, and Hugh’s curious religious per-
sonality (including his terrible betrayal of 
a conversion), the very strange novels and 
the friendship with the fantasist Rolfe need 
exploring with reference to an immense 

world of Victorian debate which we’ve more 
or less lost interest in. Most of Gladstone’s 
library — still open to the public — consist-
ed of theology. There may be a market for 
discussion of the Bensons’ engagement with 
theological thought, but it does appear a very 
complex subject.

A book on the whole story of the Ben-
sons ought to be a compelling one. But 
it seems especially odd to set one’s face 
against biography when it was the means by 
which most of the Bensons sought to under-
stand their own existence — and when their 
ideas and their means of expression are now 
quaint at best, and utterly obsolete at worst. 
Goldhill’s book is generally solid, though 

not without blunders, like calling Edward 
Carpenter ‘Thomas’ and saying that Fred’s 
novels ‘parodied’ Rye, ‘the small and very 
conventional Sussex town’ he was mayor of. 
(You can parody a literary work, but only 
satirise a town.) It is strange to call their era 
‘Victorian’ when some lived into the second 
world war. And there is no index, which, 
considering this is a very involved argu-
ment about several extremely active writ-
ers and personalities, seriously damages the 
book’s usefulness. It seems a curious way to 
approach a family whose lasting legacy, as 
Goldhill idiosyncratically refuses to admit, 
is Mrs Emmeline Lucas’s war against Miss 
Elizabeth Mapp.
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Fine silks and fiery curries 
Boyd Tonkin
Spitalfields: The History of a Nation 
in a Handful of Streets
by Dan Cruickshank 
Random House, £25, pp. 760

Genial, erudite and companionable over 
most of its 760 pages, this stout Georgian 
brick of a neighbourhood history at length 
flings itself in fury through a toff’s win-
dow. Much of Dan Cruickshank’s book has 
shown with learned charm how, in its tangle 
of ancient streets just east of the City of Lon-
don, Spitalfields has always hosted the rough 
with the smooth, tumult beside elegance. 
The East End patch where he has lived for 
four decades — his own 1720s home, a fine-
ly embellished history of inner London in 
itself, gets 15 loving pages — has ‘constantly 
embodied paradox: great wealth alongside 
appalling poverty, beauty juxtaposed with 
squalor’. 

As he nears his finale, the twin streams 
of this urban microcosm join. The patrician 
and pleb, the gentleman aesthete and the 
riotous rabble-rouser, meet. He presents 
a quietly mutinous indictment of the lat-
est villain to threaten these beloved streets 
with ‘huge and irredeemable change’ in the 
name of the profit-hungry redevelopment 
that has convulsed this area ever since, in 
1539, the Dissolution began to break up 

the great estate of St Mary’s Priory and its 
hospital: Spitalfields. 

Five centuries on, Cruickshank has an 
ample target in his sights: Boris Johnson. 
As mayor of London, the current Foreign 
Secretary overruled the local council and 
approved two grandiose plans to flatten 
many older buildings and erect yet more 
bland corporate barracks. Johnson’s ‘auto-
cratic intervention’ proves for Cruick-
shank that ‘Spitalfields’ character… is being 
assaulted, compromised and homogenised’ 
in the 21st century.

Not that his story, both epic yarn and 
parochial soap opera, will give much com-
fort to Spitalfields sentimentalists. These 
hipster nostalgists enjoy heartwarming 
tales of hardworking, highly skilled French 

Huguenot refugees welcomed by toler-
ant Cockneys until the merry Irish, the 
resourceful Jews and the Bangladeshis, with 
their delicious Brick Lane nosh, replaced 
them in the rich, well-woven fabric of this 
traditional silk-weaving quarter. Spice with 
some celebrity incomers, from Gilbert & 
George to Tracey Emin and Jeanette Win-
terson, and you have inner-city heaven 
complete with ‘classically correct’ Doric 
doorcases. Cruickshank loves Spitalfields, 

honours its people as much as its architec-
ture, and with this heroic and heartfelt book 
caps a career devoted to its heritage. Still, 
as a kosher urban historian rather than a 
tour guide, he lays as much emphasis on the 
‘dark underbelly’ of ethnic strife, ‘terrify-
ing moments’ of mob rule, gang crime and 
developers’ vandalism as on the safe haven 
afforded to enterprising migrants — or on 
those lovely Huguenot master-weavers’ 
houses, ‘a fusion of elegant home and prac-
tical workshop’, now cherished on Fournier 
or Folgate Streets.

Anti-foreigner riots broke out here as 
early as 1675. A pamphlet from 1681 snarls 
that ‘Weavers all may curse their fates/ 
Because the French work under rates.’ Plus 
ça change, as they might well have muttered 
in Spitalfields. In the late 18th century, the 
decline of the textile trades not only prompt-
ed peaceful ‘combinations’ among early 
trade unionists but outbreaks of machine-
wrecking and the brutal mob lynching of 
suspected informers. His (literally) blow-
by-blow account of the ‘ritualistic’ death by 
stoning of the weaver Daniel Clarke in 1771 
is one of those episodes when Cruickshank 
slows down the flow, and the historian’s  
telescope becomes a microscope. 

This double face of Spitalfields — a ref-
uge for ‘distressed strangers’ who thrive 
and enrich their new homes, and the ‘wild 
and alien’ slumland of crime and vice that 
Jack the Ripper stalked — looms around 
every corner. In the 1940 Blitz, Mickey 
Davis (‘a 3ft 3in tall optician, of Russian 
Jewish descent’) won national and world-
wide acclaim when he reorganised the 
shambolic air-raid shelter at the Fruit and 
Wool Exchange. His DIY venture became 
‘a monument to grassroots East End initia-
tive and spirited self-help’. Later, as deputy 
mayor of Stepney, Davis started the Val-
lance Club for boys. It gave much needed 
help to two boxing-mad kids from a very 
rough family. Their names? Ronnie and 
Reggie Kray.  

London history buffs love multi-course 
banquets of books: the literary equivalent 
of some all-you-can-eat buffet on Brick 
Lane. Cruickshank’s Spitalfields will not dis-
appoint devourers of Peter Ackroyd and 
Jerry White, although psychogeographical 
flâneurs who prefer Iain Sinclair or Will Self 
may find him too empirical. Non-metropol-
itans might wonder what, for all its fine silks 
and tasty curries, Spitalfields has ever done 
for them. Well, in the mid-19th century some 
bright spark put together battered fish ‘in 
the Jewish fashion’ with potatoes fried ‘by 
the French method’. Although rival claims 
exist, these streets thronged with French 
and Jewish ghosts should claim the match- 
maker’s glory. For all its heft and detail, 
Cruickshank’s brick-by-brick story- 
telling never lacks salt — and neither, as he  
flays plutocratic wreckers, does he want  
for vinegar. 

The decline of the textile trade 
prompted machine-wrecking and 

brutal mob lynching

Terraced houses in Fournier Street in 1909, with Christ Church and Spitalfields market in  
the distance
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On the up. 
How is Britain  
 performing  
post-Brexit?
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One Day

One day, my love, the good times will be over,
Never to return. And it could come  
Quite suddenly – the news that either one
Of us is ill, unlikely to recover. 
How will we deal with that? Day after day
Of grief and sickness? Will we both be brave
And kind in everything we do and say
And, failing that, be able to forgive? 
We’ll have to do our best to stay afloat,
Despite our anger, tiredness and fear,
Trusting in our love, a sturdy boat
That’s served us pretty well, year after year.
We’ll hope it can survive the stormy weather
And bring us safely into port, together. 

— Wendy  Cope

Weird and wonderful 
Stuart Kelly

The Un-Discovered Islands:  
An Archipelago of Myths and 
Mysteries, Phantoms and Fakes
by Malachy Tallack,  
illustrated by Katie Scott 
Polygon Books, £14.99, pp. 144

The Un-Discovered Islands could not be 
more different in substance — though it 
is similar in style — to Malachy Tallack’s 
debut, Sixty Degrees North. In that he book 
he took a revealing pilgrimage around the 

Between pony club 
and the altar 
Cressida Connolly

Terms and Conditions: Life in Girls’ 
Boarding Schools, 1939—1979
by Ysenda Maxtone Graham 
Slightly Foxed Editions, £17.50, pp. 272

If you were to take a large dragnet and scoop 
up all the shoppers in the haberdashery 
department of Peter Jones in Sloane Square, 
your catch would be a group of women of 
the kind given voice in this marvellous lit-
tle book. Readers old enough to remember 
Joyce Grenfell will know the type.

Ysenda Maxtone Graham characteris-
es them as people who sleep with the win-
dow open in all weather; who know how to 
cast on and off in knitting; are thrilled by the 
arrival of a parcel, even if it’s just some Hoo-
ver bags bought on Amazon. They haven’t 
done up their kitchens since the early 1970s 
and they always feel homesick on Sunday 
evenings, even though they’re at home. The 
mainstays of Riding for the Disabled and 
the church flower rota, they have names like 
Bubble Carew Pole and Gillian Charlton-
Meyrick. The word gumption doesn’t appear 
in these pages, oddly enough. But that’s what 
comes to mind: these women have gumption.

It may seem almost absurdly niche, but 
this is a book which deserves a wider audi-
ence than its title suggests. Like Dear Lupin 
and its sequels, it finds comedy and a touch-

ing sort of home-grown courage in the rath-
er narrow social group it describes. Ysenda 
Maxtone Graham has an eye for the droll-
ery of detail and an abundance of wit, which 
helps. She is good at keeping a straight face. 
Describing the horrors of school food, she 
writes: ‘Putting pilchards into one’s pock-
et was a risky business.’ When interview-
ing one cluster of women whose school had 
been especially lax, she asks if, between 
apricot crumble and hockey, they’d had 
any afternoon lessons, or learned anything  
much: ‘They weren’t sure but thought  
probably not.’

Apart from Cheltenham Ladies’ Col-
lege (always a bastion of intellect), many of 
the schools were pretty hopeless. There was 
folk dancing and needlecraft and lacrosse, 
but most of the teaching staff had not been 
to university. Science was especially scant: 
as Nicola Shulman notes in her very funny 
introduction, the word ‘lab’ meant labra-
dor, not laboratory. This didn’t matter too 
much, since the schools were essentially 
holding-bays in which to keep the girls dur-

ing those awkward years between pony club 
and getting married. Indeed, one might posit 
a strong causal link between the demise of 
such establishments and the burgeoning 
divorce rate. What better training for long-
haul marriage could be devised? Kindness 
and service to others were inculcated. Girls 
learned to put up with being cold and with 
sharing a bedroom; they learned to forgive 
the bathroom habits of their fellows. Soppi-
ness was to be discouraged; tedium borne. 
‘Boredom was really the essence of our 
existence,’ recalls one former pupil, ‘I actu-
ally resorted to reading Solzhenitsyn and 
Henry James: you have to be very bored to 
read Henry James, in my opinion.’ 

Say what you like about internet porn, 
at least today’s young people know roughly 
what goes where. For these young women, 
sex was ‘(a) purely a medical matter and (b) 
dangerous’. Even regarding their own bod-
ies, information was in short supply. Artemis 
Cooper found a packet of white shiny pads 
in her drawer at school and thought, ‘How 
useful! I’ll use those for cleaning my shoes.’ 

All of this is amusing, but the occasion-
al glimmers of racism and exclusion are 
not. Snobbery was rife. The headmistress 
of St Mary’s, Ascot, began a Latin lesson 
with this ice-breaker: ‘Now, hands up those 
of you whose house is open to the public.’ 
The young Judith Kerr (author of the chil-
dren’s masterpiece The Tiger Who Came to 
Tea) had left Germany in 1933. At board-
ing school, she was asked whether she was 
a Cockney, ‘because we’ve all been discuss-
ing it and we’ve decided your vowels aren’t 
pure’.  One dark-skinned old girl met up with 
a schoolfellow years later: ‘It wasn’t that we 
didn’t like you: we just didn’t know what to 
do about your skin colour.’  

Such examples are mercifully rare.  

Mostly these pages abound in memories of 
chilblains and the waft of overcooked cau-
liflower, of hard loo paper and hymn books 
and linoleum. Teachers wore long cardigans 
over their shelf-like bosoms and had nick-
names like ‘Jellybags’ and ‘the Turnip’. The 
girls under their care seldom saw a Bunsen 
burner or even attempted maths O-level, but 
many of them grew up to be pillars of the 
community — loyal, courteous and stoical. 
They’re a dying breed, now. Terms and Con-
ditions is a fitting tribute.

Science was especially scant.  
The word ‘lab’ meant labrador,  

not laboratory
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places which lay, like his home of Shetland, 
on the 60th parallel, and found a range 
of concerns about ecology, land owner-
ship, both solitude and community, and 
what it means to be considered periph-
eral. This book is an account of 24 non- 
existent islands, yet is suffused with the 
same elegiac frostiness as before. Tallack’s 
style is precise without being perjink, and 
the overwhelming feeling is of something 
lost, or disappearing. It’s just this time, 
what is lost never was.

He divides the islands into groups of 
four: terrestrial afterlives, such as the Gar-
den of the Hesperides; islands from the 
earliest explorations, like the Ultima Thule 
of Pytheas, where the air was not just gelid 
but jelly; those from the great age of explo-
ration, like the strangely moving Hy Bras-
il; ‘sunken’ islands, of which Atlantis is the 
most famous; outright fakes; and recent 

un-discoveries — islands which have lin-
gered on maps without having existed. I 
have only listed the most obvious, as part 
of the charm of Tallack’s Borgesian book is 
its geographic breadth, from Japan to New 
Zealand, the Antarctic to the Bering Strait 
and, oddly enough, the middle of Iraq. It 
is sumptuously illustrated throughout by 
Katie Scott — the art being inspired by the 
fantastical Baedeker rather than attempt-
ing to envision the unimaginable.

Tallack gives plausible explanations for 
the various imaginary islands, from simply 
being lost, to being a deliberate myth, to 
cartographic ineptitude, to currying favour 
with whoever is funding one’s expedition 
(it’s unlikely that Jean-Frédéric Phély-
peaux, an early 18th-century French sec-

retary of state for maritime 
affairs, was ever likely to 
check if the Isle Phelipeaux 
‘discovered’ in Lake Supe-
rior was actually there). 

But being fictitious does 
not stop something hav-
ing actual consequences. 
One of the most intrigu-
ing chapters is about Ber-
jema, which first appeared 
on maps in the 16th centu-
ry. By the 19th century, its 
actuality was being called 
into question. But dur-
ing negotiations stretching 
from the 1970s to the pre-
sent day, Berjema’s exist-
ence was central to disputes 
about the ‘doughnut holes’ 
— areas that were out-
side the 200-nautical mile 
limit of either Mexico or 

the United States in the Gulf. If Berjema 
existed, Mexico had more possession, and 
since there might be oil and gas reserves, 
the exact delineation meant a lot. Of 
course, when Berjema was found, repeat-
edly, not to be where the maps said it was, 
or even to be there at all, rumours spread 
that it had been blown up by the CIA. 
Some of the religious islands are beautiful-
ly evoked alternative theologies: Kibu, in 
the Torres Strait, from where ghosts could 
return, showed that ‘the divide between 
the life and afterlife was like that between 
islands: it was real but not insurmountable. 
It could be crossed.’

The melancholy that typified Tallack’s 
first book is evident throughout this one. 
We moved, he says, from an age of discov-
ery to an age of un-discovery, where GPS 
and satellites can disprove these phantom 
places. The age of un-discovery itself is 
coming to an end and these imagined lands 
are ‘endangered and headed for extinction. 
We are paying for our cartographic com-
pleteness with a feeling that something, 
somewhere is missing.’ 

It is a slight regret that Tallack did not 
include more literary imagined islands.
Atlantis, after all, is a product of Plato’s 
mind rather than a mistaken iceberg or 
an optical illusion, and it would have been 
intriguing to see him write about Swift’s 
Laputa, or Trollope’s Britannula, or Nick 
Harkaway’s legal limbo of Mancreu. It is 
perhaps wise to have excluded the second-
most famous literary island, More’s Uto-
pia, since it is not an island at all: King 
Utopos cuts it off from the mainland. 

This is a splendid and wistful book. 
Unlike Tennyson’s Ulysses, Tallack memo-
rialises, rather than is fired by, the gleam of 
that untravell’d world whose margin fades 
forever. Even in the imagination, technol-
ogy means it is too late to seek a newer 
world.  

We have moved to an age of un-
discovery, where GPS and satellites 
can disprove these phantom places

Illustrations by Katie Scott from 
The Un-Discovered Islands

A very special relationship 
Harry Eyres
Footprints in Spain:  
British Lives in a Foreign Land
by Simon Courtauld 
Quartet, £20, pp. 223

You learn startling things about the long 
entanglement of the British with Spain on 
every page of Simon Courtauld’s absorb-
ing and enjoyable new book, which is not 
a travelogue but a collection of historical 
vignettes arranged geographically. Did you 
know, for instance, that the first Spanish 
football team was founded by two Scottish 
doctors working for Rio Tinto in Huelva, 
and that in 1907 a team of seminarians 
from the English College in Valladolid 
defeated one representing Real Madrid? 
Or that the first visit by a reigning British 
monarch to Spain occurred when Queen 

Victoria went to have lunch with Queen 
Maria Cristina at the Aiete Palace in San 
Sebastián, travelling by train from Biarri-
tz and returning the same afternoon? The 
English, Scottish, Castilian and Aragonese 
royal families had of course been intermar-
rying with abandon since the 12th century.

As well as forging alliances, these 
nations have also spent quite a bit of time 
fighting each other, or even in one case lib-
erating one another from foreign invasion. 
That case is the Peninsular War, in which 
British armies under Wellington and Sir 
John Moore joined with Spanish armies 
to repel the Napoleonic invasion of Spain 
and Portugal. This is one of the unifying 
threads in the book — an epically sangui-
nary conflict which is surprisingly little 
remembered either in Spain or Britain.

Maybe not so surprising, when you 
recall (as Courtauld does, with some rel-
ish) the appalling bloodshed and may-
hem which followed the sieges of Badajoz 
and San Sebastián. If you thought Brits in 
Spain behaved badly mainly on the beach-
es of Benidorm, think again. British troops, 
described by Wellington himself as ‘the 
scum of the earth’, massacred and raped the 
inhabitants of Badajoz and set fire to San 
Sebastián, destroying most of the old city. 
You don’t find many memorials to Welling-
ton in Spain, though he is arguably one of 
the country’s greatest benefactors. And he 
behaved with exemplary honour — a story 
surprisingly left out by Courtauld — when 
he offered to return the paintings, includ-
ing four by Velázquez, pillaged from the 
Royal Palace in Madrid by Joseph Bona-
parte, which he captured after the bat-

If Simon Courtauld were a sherry 
he’d be a manzanilla pasada rather 

than an oloroso dulce
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Figures in a landscape 
Andrew Lambirth
The World New Made: Reshaping 
Figurative Painting in the Twentieth 
Century
by Timothy Hyman 
Thames & Hudson, £32, pp. 256

Timothy Hyman’s remarkable new book 
makes the case for the relevance of figura-
tive painting in the 20th century, a period 
effectively dominated by modernist abstrac-
tion. He identifies an alternative tradition 
of potent human-centred painting, coming 
out of Cubism and Expressionism and trac-

ing its lineage through Chagall and Leger, 
the Italians Carlo Carra and Mario Sironi, 
the Germans Max Beckmann, Otto Dix and 
George Grosz, to Stanley Spencer, Edward 
Burra and William Roberts. 

Hyman claims many of the great  
independent artists for his argument — 
Balthus, Kirchner, Bonnard, Ensor — and 
registers them as resistance fighters in the 
war of influence and received opinion. He 
is not interested in traditionalist academ-

ic painting or straight realism, being more 
concerned with ‘artists who create narra-
tives and microcosms’ who also wanted to 
renew pictorial language and explore the 
hard-won freedoms of Modernist painting. 
(Chief among these freedoms is the ‘licence 
to remain unfinished, to retain the evidence 
of process and making, to conjure up sug-
gestion and ambiguity’.) 

The overwhelming success of abstract 
painting was based on the belief that repre-
sentation was somehow no longer relevant 
to humanity’s concerns, that it had failed 
mankind by not allowing access to the spir-
itual or metaphysical. Figuration was seen 
as provincial and reactionary, and great 
originals such as Stanley Spencer were dis-
missed as wilfully idiosyncratic. Hyman’s 
book, which he describes as ‘the history of 
a collective retrieval’, offers an alternative 
reading of 20th-century art by stressing the 
period’s stylistic diversity and reposition-
ing certain marginalised figures near the 
epicentre of creative endeavour. It is par-
ticularly heartwarming to see Ken Kiff and 
R.B. Kitaj given such prominence, along 
with Alice Neel, Paula Modersohn-Becker 
and Bhupen Khakhar.  

The book is really a lengthy series of 
meditations on individual paintings, full of 
the kind of wisdom acquired during a life-
time’s looking and reading and thinking. 
Hyman is himself a successful figurative 
painter, but is perhaps more widely known 

Chagall’s etchings for Gogol’s Dead 
Souls resulted in perhaps the greatest 
illustrated book of the 20th century

‘Man eating Jalebee’, by Bhupen Khakhar (1976)

tle of Vitoria. His offer was refused, with  
grateful thanks, and the paintings now 
hang in Apsley House.

The one British general who is remem-
bered fondly in Spain is Sir John Moore, 
who led the long retreat to La Coruña in 
1809 and was mortally wounded while pre-
siding over a Dunkirk-style evacuation. 
Maybe the Spanish share our own taste 
for gallant losers (though Napoleon him-
self acknowledged that Moore’s skilful 
retreat had played a key part in the even-
tual French defeat). Moore is celebrat-
ed in a remarkable elegy by the Galician 
poet Rosalía de Castro. One of the most 
touching moments in the whole book is 
the description of the beautiful garden 
— the Jardín de San Carlos — devoted to 
Moore’s memory in La Coruña.

I would have liked rather less gore, and 
certainly less on bull-fighting, but that is a 
personal preference. Courtauld writes well 
on tauromachy, and certainly more sober-
ly than the English theatre critic Kenneth 
Tynan, whose book Bull Fever, dyed purple 
rather than blood-red, is too liberally quot-
ed. Courtauld’s own prose is not at all pur-
ple but, to change metaphors, more on the 
dry side. If he were a sherry, he would be a 
manzanilla pasada, not an oloroso dulce or 
a treacly Pedro Ximénez.

This writerly self-effacement is admira-
ble but also leads to a rather spare treat-
ment of the succession of British writers, 
from Richard Ford and George Borrow 
through Laurie Lee and George Orwell 
to Gerald Brenan, who made Spain their 
theme. All of these make fleeting appear-
ances, but in the chapter on Málaga Cour-
tauld devotes far less space to Brenan than 
to the eccentric Sir Peter Chalmers Mitch-
ell, founder of Whipsnade Zoo. Unlike 
nearly all the other Brits, Chalmers Mitch-
ell remained in Málaga for the duration of 
the war, during which it was blown to bits 
by repeated Nationalist bombardments, 
while the Anarchists carried out savage 
reprisals. ‘It was my home; I had come to 
love and respect the people who possibly 
were going to face more terrible things, 
and I was unhappy about my garden and 
flowers.’

Let us hope love and respect between 
the British and Spanish prevail over dark-
er emotions in the difficult times which lie 
ahead following the Brexit vote. Two par-
ticular crunches look like being the long-
disputed status of Gibraltar and the future 
of the hundreds of thousands of Britons 
resident in Spain. One small cavil: the edi-
tors at Quartet have been maddeningly 
slapdash with Spanish accents. You mess 
with these at your peril, as I know from 
a piece I wrote in which an affectionate 
comment about a new bridge in Seville — 
‘it’s just two years old (tiene dos añitos)’ 
— came out as ‘it’s got two little arseholes 
(tiene dos anitos)’.
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as a writer, and particularly as the author of 
monographs on Bonnard and Sienese paint-
ing. In The World New Made he focuses on 
some 50 painters who epitomise the figu-
rative project. Beguilingly illustrated with 
more than 150 colour plates, many of them 
with usefully detailed captions, the book’s 
central debate is how an artist organises and 
interprets reality. 

The examples Hyman selects to illus-
trate his thesis are extremely apt if some-
times unexpected. Carra’s ‘Pine Tree by the 
Sea’ (1921), with its debt to Giotto, is mag-
nificent, as are the etchings Chagall made 
for Gogol’s Dead Souls, resulting in what 
Hyman dubs ‘the greatest illustrated book 
of the 20th century’. It’s very good to see 
the American Marsden Hartley included 
here and represented by the marvellous 
portrait ‘Adelard the Drowned, Master of 
the Phantom’. Also Nolde, Vuillard, Frida 
Kahlo and Philip Guston, who turned figu-
rative late in life after a successful career 
as an Abstract Expressionist. These are 
real painters, using the materials of their 
profession with passion, inventiveness and 
originality. As Hyman writes: ‘Like true 
poetry, true painting goes deeper than con-
cepts.’

Inevitably I don’t find myself in sym-
pathy with all of Hyman’s choices, and I 
cannot share, for instance, his interest in 
the work of Charlotte Salomon. But this 
is Hyman’s pantheon, not mine, and the 
range of reference is impressive, the learn-
ing lightly worn and the book both illumi-
nating and a delight to read and handle. 
Hyman is especially good on Leger, Beck-

mann, Ensor, Howard Hodgkin 
and Kitaj.

This is richly evocative and 
thought-provoking wri t ing, 
refreshingly uncluttered with 
footnotes. (Sources are listed at 
the end of the book, by chapter.) 
In terms of timing, its appear-
ance could scarcely be bettered. 
With a major survey of Abstract 
Expressionism currently at the 
Royal Academy, a retrospective 
of Bhupen Khakhar at Tate Mod-
ern and an Ensor exhibition now 
open (also at the RA), the debate 
is played out in the capital’s pub-
lic galleries. I love the best abstrac-
tion (some of which is showing in 
the RA’s Ab Ex show), but I also 
love the best figuration, and it’s 
clear that figurative work has long 
been regarded as the poor relation 
of what was generally considered 
to be the most radical and avant-
garde art — abstraction. 

It’s time that the balance was 
redressed, and Timothy Hyman’s 
scholarly and enjoyable book sets 
about the task with great vigour. 
The quality of the writing makes 

the reader want to look again and more 
closely at the artists discussed. The World 
New Made will take a special place on my 
bookshelves, next to that other perceptive 
and celebratory text, Christopher Neve’s 
Unquiet Landscape. Hyman does for figure 
painting what Neve did for landscape, and 
both enrich our understanding of some of 
the best art of the 20th century.

Worse than Big Brother 
Nicholas Blincoe

The Terranauts
by T.C. Boyle 
Bloomsbury, £18.99, pp. 508

The California novelist T.C. Boyle has often 
taken true stories and created alternative 
histories, from John Harvey Kellog and the 
birth of the breakfast cereal in The Road 
to Wellville to Alfred Kinsey and the crea-
tion of sexology in The Inner Circle. This 
might draw comparisons with James Ellroy, 
Boyle’s exact contemporary, except that 
where Ellroy aims at the very darkest ver-
sion of a tabloid reality, Boyle takes a New 
Age perspective conveyed though whimsy 
and surrealism. 

Ellroy, of course, was born in Califor-
nia while Boyle chose to live there. He is 
a native of the culture rather than the ter-
ritory. This is a problem in The Terranauts, 
where the assumptions and aspirations of 
a group of scientists inside a giant geo- 
desic dome are left unexplained. Why 

would anyone compete for a chance to be 
imprisoned in a greenhouse for 24 months? 
Boyle takes it for granted that our desire 
for new worlds would lead us to accept a 
shoddy facsimile in the Arizona desert.

Boyle’s story is based on a real event 
that unfolded in parallel with the 1994 US 
World Cup. Maradona’s last great competi-
tion coincided with the soap opera of seven 
people locked inside the grandiosely enti-
tled Biosphere 2 (so named because planet 
earth is Biosphere 1). This was long before 
the advent of documentary soaps like Big 
Brother and though there were limited 
opportunities to watch the Biosphere pris-
oners in real time, the world was gripped. 
Especially when the company went bank-
rupt with the team locked inside, while 

disgruntled staff vandalised an air lock, 
and everyone began arguing among them-
selves, before the whole thing was aban-
doned. 

This was the summer of O.J. Simpson’s 
leisurely break for freedom along the Cal-
ifornia freeway, a time of madness that 
unfolded at a relaxed West Coast pace. The 
O.J. car chase is mentioned in passing, but 
Boyle ignores the real events. His story is 
told by three narrators who closely resem-
ble the characters in Scooby Doo who are 
not Shaggy and Scooby. 

The story recounts their personal jeal-
ousies and what happens when the two 
good-looking ones have a baby, and that is 
pretty much all. Boyle ignores the real-life 
drama, perhaps because he saw Biosphere 
2 as a genuine experiment that sheds light 
on ecological issues and prepares human-
ity for outer space. His mission completes 
its two-year run, though Boyle hints a sub-
sequent mission ends in failure and leaves 
enough clues to tell us why. The book clos-
es with a cliffhanger, as though pointing to 
a soap we will never see.

The terranauts may be physically 
removed from our world, yet in every 
other respect they are always around, 
their presence mediated by communica-
tion technology. This is why the original 
Biosphere 2 proved to be a forerunner of 
contemporary docusoaps. Younger writ-
ers have been inspired by media and social 
networks to write dystopian soaps; Scar-
lett Thomas’s Bright Young Things, for 
instance, or Douglas Coupland’s Micro- 
serfs and Dave Eggers’s The Circle. The 
Terranauts takes a similar set-up, but 
watches from the perspective of the New 
Age, not the digital age. Perhaps this is 
why the story lacks an edge; at any rate it 
is rather more soapy than Boyle’s readers 
might have expected.

Why would anyone compete for 
a chance to be imprisoned in a 

greenhouse for two years?

‘Child with Doll’, by Henri Rousseau (1904)
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The milk of  
human kindness 
Mark Mason

No Milk Today:  
The Vanishing World of the Milkman
by Andrew Ward 
Little, Brown, £13.99, pp. 292

One of David Cameron’s choices on Desert 
Island Discs, this book reminds us, was 
‘Ernie (The Fastest Milkman in the West)’. 
The book does not, however, explain why 
Cameron chose the Benny Hill ditty. Con-
sulting the online archive, I found the then 
leader of the opposition explaining that 
‘when you’re asked to sing a song’, ‘Ernie’ 
was the only one to which he could remem-
ber all the words. Sue Lawley tested him, 
and Cameron responded: ‘You can hear the 
hoof beats pound as they race across the 
ground, the clatter of the wheels as they 
span round and round’. It’s a miracle the 
Notting Hill Set was ever seen as smart. 
And yet I know what Cameron means. 

For our generation milkmen are an 
exercise in nostalgia. It seems incredible 
that a novelty song about one could reach 
the top of the charts, but then it seems 
incredible that the job existed in the first 

Milk delivery on skis 
in London during 
one of the bitterest 
winters on record, 
December 1962

is a scholarly narrative and commentary, 
and Dannatt generously acknowledges the 
part played by his researcher and draft-
er, a young female PhD. It is at its most 
interesting to the general reader, per-
haps, when it goes authentically ‘behind 
closed doors’ — the time at which Dann-
att himself was moving from the wings to  
centre stage.

Having moved centre stage, say his 
detractors, he then seemed to forget his 
lines, and began improvising. This he 
addressed in his autobiography, Leading 
from the Front, published in 2010 not long 
after his retirement. He reveals more, now, 
doubtless aided by the passing of time and 
the politicians who so plagued him. One 
reviewer has said that it is not part of  
Dannatt’s ‘caste or creed to criticise the 
military leaders who were complicit in 
Blair’s wars’ (or, he might have added, 
complicit in wrecking much of the institu-
tion under discussion). The clues may be 
in the index, however. Of the Chief of the 
Defence Staff at the time of the Iraq inva-
sion, Admiral Sir Michael Boyce, there is 
nothing. Of the two who followed Boyce 
during the chaotic occupation of Basra and 
the adventure into Helmand, General Sir 
Michael Walker and Air Chief Marshal Sir 
Graham Stirrup, there is likewise nothing 
at all.

Perhaps corrections will indeed be 
made in subsequent editions.

place. In the late 1960s there were 40,000 
milkmen in this country: the figure now is a 
tenth of that. Before the milkie disappears 
completely, Andrew Ward — who rattled 
the pints himself — has documented the 
once-familiar creature and his world. 

There are tactics for protecting your 
product from birds (one milkman cov-
ered the bottles with a fur collar resem-
bling a cat), though the feathery thieves 
became less interested when full-fat 
gave way to semi-skimmed. There are 
tricks for warming yourself on frosty 
mornings, like putting a brick on your 
float’s accelerator and running along-
side it (what could possibly go wrong?).  
And there are occasional stints as a super- 
hero: one guy on Merseyside put out a  
caravan fire with bottles of lemonade from 
his van. He increased their effectiveness  
by shaking them up first. Look me in the 
eye and tell me you wouldn’t love to do 
that.

Milkmen were heroes on a much more 
mundane level, too. One stopped every day 
to fit a customer’s false leg. Others found 
jars left out on the doorstep so they could 
loosen the lids. A 72-year-old in Burnley 
was done for supplying his elderly regulars 
with cannabis, while in the days of horse-
drawn floats consideration extended to fit-
ting the animals with rubber shoes. Sadly 

these sent the horses lame, so the experi-
ment in noise-reduction had to end.

All of this in the face of customers who 
often made life difficult. ‘I’ve got three bot-
tles in my right hand and three bottles in 
my left hand,’ remembers one operative, 
‘and the dog’s owner says “he’s all right if 
you stroke him”.’ Collecting money could 
be tricky. One young girl answered the 

door, went away, returned and announced: 
‘Mummy says she’s not in.’ Sometimes, 
however, the poverty was real. Sir Timothy 
Kitson, MP for Richmond in Yorkshire, 
was told by a milkman that he needed to 
take an empty bottle for occasions when 
two pints were shared between three fami-
lies. This was 1978.

Even the bottles themselves had sto-
ries to tell. They once bore the message 
‘the milk is thine, the bottle mine’ (can 
you imagine that today?), but customers 
still nicked empties to use as rolling pins. 
During the 1981 London riots dairies were 
asked to notify the Met about stolen bot-
tles: a concentration of thefts could mean 
Molotov cocktails were being produced. 

A 72-year-old milkman in Burnley 
was done for supplying his elderly 

regulars with cannabis
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Eventually the Tetra Pak carton took over, 
making its inventors, the Rausing brothers, 
the richest people in Britain. 

No Milk Today isn’t going to win any 
prizes for prose style, and to get the most 
out of it you’ll probably need to have 
been a milkman yourself. (Sean Connery, 
perhaps, who once delivered to Fettes 
in Edinburgh, then went on to play the 
school’s most famous old boy.) But the rest  
of us can still bathe in the warm milk of 
reminiscence, contemplating a figure from 
history who was both fascinating and  
anonymous. 

Perhaps milkmen are best summed up 
by the one in EastEnders: despite the actor 
who played him regularly visiting Express 
Dairies to keep his research up to date, 
the character didn’t get a line for his first 
ten years. When he did, it was: ‘This yours, 
squire?’

Surreal parables 
Nicholas Lezard

Fine, Fine, Fine, Fine, Fine
by Diane Williams 
CB Editions, £8.99, pp. 115

There is a common assumption that experi-
mental writing — for want of a better term 
— is obscure, joyless and arid. Or worse: 
that it is fake (or ‘pseudy’), a deception 
practised upon either the deluded or gul-
lible reader. So I wonder what people who 
hold such assumptions would make of 
this. It constitutes the final paragraph of  
‘Specialist’, one of the stories in this collec-
tion. The story itself is, not untypically for 
this book, less than a page long: 

The cyclist hit me, and it’s vile after my life 
ends in the afterlife. Lots of incense, resin, 
apes and giraffe-tails — all acquired tastes. I 
don’t like that kind of thing. 

Several things may strike you. First, 
of course, is the breaking of the narrative 
convention that holds that no first-person  
narrator can report back from death. This 
is certainly not an unbreakable convention, 
but there is something about the speed and 
airiness with which this death happens that 
amounts almost to insolence. And that list 
of aspects of the afterlife (not to mention 
the strangely skewed grammar of ‘after 
my life ends in the afterlife’): what’s that 
about? We might think of the cargo of 
Solomon’s ships in Chronicles 9; or of the 
gifts of the Magi; or even John Masefield’s 
‘Cargoes’; but the reference is hazy, as if 
recalled in a dream. 

And then we get ‘all acquired tastes’ and 
‘I don’t like that kind of thing’. What kind 
of thing? Acquired tastes? Or incense, etc? 
Moreover, in what position is the narrator, 
that she (I assume she’s a she, but there is 

no evidence of one gender or another) can 
express irritation at the way the afterlife 
has been arranged? What bizarre eschatol-
ogy is going on here?

I venture to suggest that this is actually 
very sophisticated comedy. Williams, who 
has been writing these surreal parables 

— also, for want of a better term — since 
1990, is now one of the most acclaimed 
writers in America, and I would like to add 
my voice to that acclaim (it is a remarkable 
coup, by the way, for this publisher to have 
snaffled her up). 

She is an expert at hinting at an awful 
lot through the artful arrangement of non-
sequiturs — to the point where we ques-
tion whether they are non-sequiturs. (After 
all, I would imagine that giraffe-tails are an 

acquired taste; and that it is perfectly rea-
sonable not to want to acquire a taste for 
them. And yet...) The joke is based on a 
very well-tuned ear for language. Williams 
uses cliché and common turns of phrase 
with deliberate inappropriateness, so that 
we can look at the world anew. 

To put it another way, it’s why the 
line ‘we’ve gone on holiday by mistake’ 
in Withnail and I is only funny to native 
English speakers. Williams’s technique is 
similar. From ‘Sigh’: ‘He is a calm man by 
nature and not liable to break anything 
really nice by accident.’ The joke of that 
sentence resides in the way that the quali-
fiers build up to describe someone around 
whom we would actually be wise to feel 
uneasy, and hide fragile objects from. 

So do not expect conventional sto-
ries here: in a way, each story contains, in 
essence, several stories; we can build up 
whole lives from the brief clues Williams 
gives us. She makes you pay attention to 
her very commas.  

Changes — Eulogy

Play and fun and easy answers,
Kneecaps like familiar faces
In the haze of scraped elbows and nonsensical jokes

Dirt covered hands and muddy socks
Blue aprons the colour of cheap staffroom chairs
And caterpillars abandoning clumsy leaf homes

Sounds and simple and starting again,
Tracing paper and shaky letters, smudged pencil
Held in small, soft hands

Pencils and paper and pastels,
Watercolour rivers running through fingers,
Hands flecked with shards of rainbow

Words and meanings and mispronunciation,
A hundred and one questions I’ll ask again tomorrow
About classics and poets and words I don’t know

Essays and research and copy and paste,
Blue computer screens reflect tired eyes,
Certainty and dizzy sentences

Solutions and sequences,
Formulas and red pen ticks with rulers and straight lines
To tell me that I’ve changed

— Silver Eliot (aged 12)

I would imagine giraffe-tails are 
an acquired taste, and one that it’s 
reasonable not to want to acquire
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Death by television
Tanya Gold on the 1976 film that foretold Donald Trump’s presidency

Forty years ago this month a film 
appeared, so prescient I wonder if its 
author, Paddy Chayefsky, saw the 2016 

American presidential election campaign in 
a crystal ball. It was called Network and it 
foretold the rise of Donald Trump.

The plot is King Lear appears on News-
night: a newsman run mad. The protagonist 
is Howard Beale (Peter Finch), an anchor-
man at a failing network. The year is 1976, 
and America is embattled with inflation, 
depression and the end of the Vietnam war. 
It is not a time for American heroes, to par-
aphrase Chayefsky’s acolyte Aaron Sorkin 
writing in The West Wing.

Beale’s ratings are low. He is fired. He 
announces that he will kill himself, live on 
air.

‘I just run out of bullshit,’ he says. 
‘Bullshit is all the reasons we give for liv-
ing.’ There is ‘the God bullshit’ and also ‘the 
noble man bullshit . . . if there is anybody 
out there who can look around this dement-
ed slaughterhouse of a world we live in 
and tell me that man is a noble creature — 
believe me that man is full of bullshit’. Beale 
is right, and his viewers know it. He speaks 
their anger, but they can do nothing. They 
are stupefied by toasters and television. It is 
already too late.

But something can be done: Beale’s 
despair can be monetised for profit. The 
head of drama, Diana Christensen (Faye 
Dunaway), takes the Beale show from the 
news division — news is explicitly drama 
now, for who cares for fact? She does not put 
Beale in a hospital, but back on television. 

He is a prophet, she says, articulating ‘the 
hypocrisies of our times’. If this is not dark 
enough, Christensen hires terrorists to shoot 
footage of themselves committing crimes so 
she can ‘base a movie of the week around it’. 
She turns communists into capitalists. 

So, an hour into Network and Chayefsky 
has invented reality TV, the IS propaganda 
channel and foretold the degradation of the 
modern left. Mental illness is not a tragedy, 
but a spectacle to tempt viewers. Privacy is 
dead; news is entertainment; op-ed (shout-

ing) is more fun than fact. (This is a news-
room the Sky reporter Kay Burley would 
enjoy.) Beale broadcasts in his pyjamas and 
delivers the famous ‘I’m as mad as hell, and 
I’m not going to take this any more’ speech. 
He begs his viewers to turn off the televi-
sion, but they cannot. They are numb, and 
can only feel through television. ‘You dress 
like the tube [the TV],’ he screams. ‘You eat 
like the tube, you raise your children like 
the tube, you even think like the tube! This 
is mass madness, you maniacs! In God’s 
name, you people are the real thing! We are 
the illusion!’

‘I’m a human being!’ he screams. ‘My life 
has value!’ It does not of course, not of itself, 
and not when the ratings fall. When the rat-
ings slump — the novelty is gone, the public 
want another soul to feast on — the network 
executives murder him, live on air. It gets ‘a 

hell of a rating’ and, by this time, the viewer 
is not surprised. Anything becomes possible.

The doubter is Max Schumacher. He is 
played by William Holden, that great inter-
preter of American mediocrity, the protago-
nist of Sunset Boulevard, which eviscerated 
cinema in the way that Network does tele-
vision. Both exposed the destructive power 
— the narcissism — of the forms they dealt 
with. Schumacher is head of the news divi-
sion, where he presides over an annual 
$32 million deficit. This is his catchphrase: an 
annual $32 million deficit, which follows him 
around the executive floor. There cannot be 
a journalist alive who does not know this 
cry. Of anything else pertaining to the news 
division, we hear little. What matters is what 
rises to fill the gap, which is simply a drug 
to stop us from hearing — from even want-
ing — the real news. For when you take the 
drug, the cognitive dissonance with reality is 
too much to bear. His pleas to save his friend 
Beale from ‘grave robbers’ is drowned in 
the emerging future. Schumacher recognis-
es that television is a charnel house prepar-
ing to overwhelm civilisation. He fantasises 
about the news shows of the future: suicide 
of the week. Execution of the week. The 
Death Hour. He tells his lover Christensen: 
‘You are television incarnate, Diana: indif-
ferent to suffering; insensitive to joy.’

I do not know why Chayefsky did not 
write a Donald Trump character in Network: 
perhaps he thought no one would believe in 
him? Even satire must have limits. It must 
be plausible.

Now, it is. Network is a film designed 

As TV dictated what the world 
would be like, of course a TV star 

would rise to rule it
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third worlds. There is no West. There is only 
one holistic system of systems, one vast and 
immane, interwoven, interacting, multivari-
ate, multinational dominion of dollars.’ Eve-

rything is now determined by television; it 
can dictate geography. He looks into Beale’s 
bewildered face and tells him: ‘The world 
. . . is a business.’

Pauline Kael, then the most famous 
film critic in America, hated Network. Per-

Amusing ourselves 
to death: Faye 
Dunaway as Diana 
Christensen in 
Sidney Lumet’s 
‘Network’

for Donald Trump: a dystopia marketed at 
an audience that has ‘shot up, fucked itself 
limp and nothing helps’. As TV dictated 
what the world would be like, of course a 
TV star would rise to rule it. It was logi-
cally inevitable.

And he would be a businessman. News, 
in Network, is a business; and facts will bend 
to it. This is told, explicitly, in the climac-
tic scene, when the head of the network’s 
parent company, Arthur Jensen, speaks to 
Beale. ‘There are no nations,’ Jensen tells 
Beale. ‘There are no peoples. There are no 
Russians. There are no Arabs. There are no 

haps she recognised a superior stylist in 
Chayefsky? ‘The screen,’ she wrote, ‘seems 
to be plastered with bumper stickers.’ It 
was a ‘ventriloquial harangue’. But Kael 
lived through the last golden age of cinema, 
and Network, to her, was only one possible 
future. She didn’t live to see Ed Balls danc-
ing for a political second act — from shadow 
chancellor to, literally, a dancing monkey — 
or a reality TV star become the president of 
the USA.

Chayefsky died, burnt out, at 58, and we 
live in his prophecy. That would be a fine 
obituary, if it didn’t belong to us all. 

News is explicitly drama now, 
for who cares for fact?
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Theatre 
Angry bird 
Lloyd Evans

King Lear
Old Vic, until 3 December

Dead Funny
Vaudeville Theatre, until 4 February

Dynastic affairs and international relations 
were once a seamless continuum. Royal 
weddings accompanied peace treaties. An 
heirless realm was vulnerable to invasion. 
Botched successions led to war.

This is the political context of King Lear 
but Deborah Warner sets the play in mod-
ern times, which muddles everything. Britain 
in the Dark Ages is represented by a scout 
hut or a therapy suite. Plain walls, bleached 
flooring, a semi-circle of blue plastic chairs. 
Enter the king’s court led by a crownless 
Glenda Jackson (Lear), sporting a black 
ensemble topped by a chic scarlet cardi-
gan. Is this a brutal tyrant on the brink of 
a psychotic meltdown? Nope. It looks like 
Granny wearing ‘something special’ for 
her 80th at the care home. She and her col-
leagues discuss the dismemberment of the 
kingdom and the scene moves to a vacant 
warehouse with a fridge full of beer, cen-
tre-stage. It’s Goneril’s palace, apparently. 
The action continues with an air of random 
whimsicality. Here comes the Fool (Rhys 
Ifans) in a Superman costume. Sargon Yelda 
does a funny-foreigner accent that makes 
Kent unintelligible. Simon Manyonda plays 
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Edmond as a sporty teenager who deliv-
ers the ‘God, stand up for bastards’ speech 
while flexing his abs and doing some yoga. 
A bemused William Chubb performs Alba-
ny in a crumpled tweed suit that makes him 
look like C.S. Lewis regretting his decision 
to join the Magdalen Amateur Players.

Doubtless they had lots of fun rehears-
ing this stuff and receiving ‘brainwaves’ in 
the dressing-room but it’s a bore to watch 
because nothing means anything. Canni-
er cast members realise that the embellish-
ments will misfire. Excellent Celia Imrie, 
though too old for the newly-wed Goneril, is 
crisply authoritative in a Hillary trouser suit. 
Karl Johnson plays it straight as Gloucester 
in a navy blue sports jacket (Matalan, £29.29).

The synthetic thunderstorm is quite good. 
Wobbly sheeting, video hail, bangs and flash-

es. But the actors are inaudible despite micro-
phones (Shakespeare’s fault for writing an 
unplayable scene). Glenda gives it a decent 
shot. She’s too mannered at times, often 
snarly rather than menacing. Without weap-
ons or armour her violent threats are mean-
ingless. Once she nearly throws a plastic chair 
at Kent. At the end of the play, she’s sad but 
it’s a borrowed sadness, the product of train-
ing and preparation, not of true suffering.

One imagines that the placement of 
a female in the lead role was intended to 
make this mad old yarn clearer and more 
dramatic. Consider another mad old yarn. 
‘Humpty Dumpty’. Would it be clearer or 

more dramatic if Humpty 
were played not by an egg 
but by a satsuma? The four-
hour grind reveals very little 
except that history dramas 
should be set in the past and 
that men play unhinged war-
lords better than women.

Naturally the show has 
delighted its target audi-
ence, the connoisseurs and 
the aficionados, the been-
there-done-that crowd 
who need novelty to mask 
their frustration that they 
can never again approach 
Shakespeare with the fever-
ish excitement of a novice. 
Hesitate for an eternity 
before exposing teenagers 
to this ordeal. Chances are 
you’ll convert them into 
lifelong Bard-dodgers.

Farceurs are taught to 
avoid plots that turn on 
financial gain. ‘Money ain’t 
funny.’ To this prohibition 
another might be added. 
‘Avoid comedies about 

comedians.’ Terry Johnson’s 1994 play takes 
a huge risk by postulating a suburban club 
devoted to the TV stars of the 1970s. When 
Benny Hill dies the fans gather to perform 
karaoke versions of his best-known sketches 
and songs. It’s hard to imagine a device more 
likely to alienate audiences. What if you hate 
Benny Hill? What if you’ve never heard 
of him. What if you’re a woman? Johnson 
shrewdly places a Hill-hating female charac-
ter, Eleanor, at the centre of the action. We 
sympathise with her instantly and yet we’re 
chivvied into watching Hill’s sketches with 
forgiveness because the men perform them 
with such innocence and love.

The comedy is only the pretext for a 
story that turns on a sexless marriage. Elea-
nor contemplates a future without children 
and begins to suspect her husband of father-
ing a baby elsewhere. Ultimately, this is a 
mediation on power, specifically on female 
power, and the ability of a wronged woman 
to assert her primacy within her own house-
hold. Extraordinary Katherine Parkinson 
plays the pivotal role. Her voice, which is 
almost a character in its own right, is full of 
bizarre complications. It’s low, wheedling, 
obscurely sexy, jokey, clever and gloriously 
sarcastic. Yet it’s not quite suited to stage-
work. It lacks volume. There’s a natural 
sibilance whose effect is compounded by a 
tendency to compress syllabic groups that 
might be articulated more distinctly. And 
yet it perfectly conveys Eleanor’s defining 
virtue, her insouciant obduracy.

This is one of the funniest plays I’ve ever 
seen. And one of the saddest. Hats off to 
Terry Johnson for faultless direction of his 
own work.

Would ‘Humpty Dumpty’ be clearer 
if Humpty were played not by an 

egg but by a satsuma?

Snarly rather than menacing: Glenda Jackson as King Lear
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Exhibitions 
Order, order 
Daisy Dunn

The Mythic Method: Classicism in 
British Art 1920-1950
Pallant House Gallery, until 19 February 
2017

The catalogue to Pallant House Gallery’s 
latest exhibition features a favourite anec-
dote. It is 1924 and a competition is being 
held to find the woman with the most pleas-
ing vital statistics. As a paradigm, the judg-
es choose the Venus de Milo. Thousands of 
women queue up to find out whether their 
measurements — not only bust, waist and 
hips, but thighs, calves, neck, wrists even —
approximate closely enough to those of the 
ancient sculpture to earn them the prize of 
£5. No one thinks to mention that the Venus 
is missing both arms. 

Classical myth was all the rage after the 
first world war. When the world felt like 
chaos, it was only logical to go back to the 
beginning. The Greek poets, after all, pic-
tured Chaos not as the end of time but as 

the original divinity, before whom there was 
nothing. Chaos offered the opportunity for 
a fresh start. 

The curator of this wide-ranging exhi-
bition proposes that British artists sought 
a ‘return to order’ in the interwar period 
by rekindling ancient motifs. Just as James 
Joyce and W.B. Yeats used classical refer-
ences as ‘a way of controlling, of ordering, 
of giving a shape and a significance to the 
immense panorama of futility and anarchy 
which is contemporary history’, as T.S. Eliot 
put it, so Henry Moore, Vanessa Bell, Edith 
Rimmington and others are envisaged as 
employing a ‘Mythic Method’ to make 
sense of the world. 

Their work is certainly full of Greek and 
Roman imagery. Lyres and labyrinths, col-
umns and inscriptions, urns and kraters in 
neat, orderly lines, drained of wine. Voluptu-
ous, semi-nude women recline on lawns and 
chaises-longues so velvety you cannot see 
the brushstrokes. An Ionic temple crowded 
with classical allegories and Christian saints 
lends dignity to a scene of British soldiers 
preparing for battle and their families for 
loss in Frederick Cayley Robinson’s ‘War 
Memorial to the Students of Heanor School 
in Derby’ (c.1919–23).

After decades of the avant-garde, you 
can see why many artists found the classics 
so defining. It wasn’t just the precision and 
familiarity of the architecture that appealed, 
but the themes of the poets, particularly the 

When the world felt like chaos 
it was only logical to go back 

to the beginning

Opera 
Brief encounters 
Richard Bratby

And London Burned
Temple Church, London

Jane Eyre
Ruddock Performing Arts Centre, 
Birmingham

When Mozart was commissioned to write an 
opera for the coronation of Emperor Leo-
pold II, he produced La clemenza di Tito: a 
hymn to the benevolence of a Roman des-
pot. When Matt Rogers and Sally O’Reilly 
were commissioned by the Inner Temple, 
they came up with an opera in which the 
protagonist is a law student who tries to 
obstruct the emergency services. The Fire of 
London is spreading, you say. And the only 
way to save life and property is by creating 
firebreaks? Sorry, I think you’ll find that, 
under Section 15 (4) of the Irresponsible 
Pettifogging Jobsworth Act 1661, you can’t 
do that. Truly, an operatic hero for our time. 
As the lights of the surrounding legal cham-
bers shone into the Temple Church, I swear I 
heard the smartly dressed crowd in the pews 
around me purring quietly with approval.

And fair enough. He who pays the piper, 
and all that. It’s actually pretty hearten-

ing that in 2016 a community of lawyers 
should commission an opera to commem-
orate the great fire. The result, And Lon-
don Burned, fulfilled its brief with striking 
musical originality and considerable visual 
flair, even if — for all the efforts of a fresh-
voiced professional cast — that short, futile 
legal squabble was almost the sole moment 
of human drama. The Law Student (Ales-
sandro Fisher) wasn’t even given a name, 
although Dryden and the Duke of York 
(Andrew Rupp in both roles) made fleet-
ing appearances, and the soprano Raphaela 
Papadakis stalked the scene as an allegori-
cal personification of London, initially in 
the light-studded robes of the modern city 
and later stripped of her finery as the fire 
progressed. 

That was the giveaway: this wasn’t real-
ly an opera, but a pageant, a masque. As 
such, the artificiality of O’Reilly’s libretto 
was perfectly appropriate, weaving in bits 
of 17th-century texts to give an agreeably 
Pepys-ish flavour. It looked good, too. Lit 
in half-shades from below, the atmosphere 
of the darkened church did the rest, and 
director Sinéad O’Neill made imaginative 
use of the space — characters declaiming 
from the pulpit; lovers glimpsed embracing 

Joubert’s lyrical score (think Britten 
without his splinter of ice) is 

disarmingly direct

in an archway; the Law Student’s shadow 
thrown by candlelight against wood panels.

So did Rogers, whose grungy, charcoal-
shaded score — conducted with impres-
sive clarity by Christopher Stark — set 
an ensemble of cellos, clarinets and horns 
against the looming, air-shaking rumble of 
the church’s organ, and gave momentum 
to the essentially drama-free plot. When in 
the final moments it resolved into an actual 
17th-century organ voluntary by Matthew 
Locke, you felt a momentary urge to join 
in and sing. And if that response was more 
appropriate to a church cantata than to an 
opera, it just went to show how successfully 
Rogers and O’Reilly had created a work 
that belonged to this venue and this occa-
sion. It’s hard to see And London Burned 
having much of an afterlife; still, the sheer 
creative effort that had been brought 
to bear on this pièce d’occasion command-
ed respect.

John Joubert’s opera Jane Eyre has had 
an altogether unhappier time of it — so 
far, anyway. Completed in 1997, it has only 
now been heard in full, in a concert perfor-
mance by the English Symphony Orches-
tra under Kenneth Woods that doubled as 
a recording session. Joubert and his libret-
tist Kenneth Birkin have taken the Eugene 
Onegin approach, extracting six key scenes 
from a well-loved novel and going straight 
for their emotional heart. Some critics 
have grumbled about a lack of narrative 
continuity; I couldn’t feel it myself, and 
Joubert’s luminous, ardently lyrical score 
(think Britten without his splinter of ice) 
is disarmingly direct. David Stout made a 
suitably brusque and Byronic Rochester, 
but it was April Fredrick as Jane who really 
carried the whole thing. Whether flashing 
with defiance or soaring rapturously and 
with radiant tone over a surging orches-
tra, she looked — and sounded — as if she 
needed to be on stage. Jane Eyre itself cer-
tainly does.

At the end of the performance the 
audience rose and, applauding, turned to 
the 89-year old Joubert. I was left with the 
unhappy thought that this one-off outing 
in a suburban school hall was in all prob-
ability the only time that the composer will 
get to hear his vital, warm-blooded crea-
tion performed live. We tut disapproving-
ly at the way Victorian Britain forced its 
composers on to a treadmill of oratorios. 
But in Joubert we’ve taken a born musical 
dramatist and pigeonholed him as a com-
poser of Christmas carols. Barring a David 
Pountney or a James Conway throwing the 
resources of a national opera company 
behind it, the odds of Jane Eyre receiving 
the full professional staging it begs for are 
vanishingly small. And there’d still be the 
problem of attracting an audience that’s 
long since learned to run a mile from an 
unfamiliar name. This, reader, is why we 
can’t have nice things. 
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tragedians, who knew that loss was a neces-
sary part of life, and determined to make the 
best of both. As James Joyce paired Leopold 
Bloom with Ulysses, so the warriors of the 
Iliad compared themselves to the bigger, 
mightier men of yesteryear whose great-
ness — and existence— was open to doubt. 
And so British artists of the 1920s and 1930s 
looked to Greek myth for legitimacy, only to 
lose themselves in false dreams. 

Artist Harry Morley, one of the many 
less familiar names in this show, was so spell-
bound by ancient visions of Arcadia that his 
‘Apollo and Marsyas’ (1924) has become a 
jolly concert champêtre rather than the usual 
bloody scene of flaying. Vanessa Bell and 
Duncan Grant, meanwhile, clearly had great 
fun reimagining the ancient Muses for John 
Maynard Keynes’s college rooms at Cam-
bridge. Their bright murals (the cartoons 
for which are on display) featured languidly 
draped women and loincloth-sporting men 
leaning against columns, clasping musical 
instruments, and reading from scrolls. If art, 
craft and flesh offered relief from the death-

dealing machines of war, as their murals 
proclaimed, it remained to be seen whether 
learning really was divine. 

It’s interesting to recall that when Chaos 
generated life in Hesiod’s Theogony, it 
spawned Darkness and Night. The dark 
humour of the myths was probably in fact 
the artist’s most useful tool for illustrating 
human absurdity and the capriciousness 
of fate. Look, then, to the three goddesses 
in Royal Academician William Roberts’s 
‘Judgement of Paris’ (1933), who carouse 
like drunken oiks. The dejected typist of 
Eliot’s ‘The Waste Land’ finds her counter-
part in Roberts’s compliant-looking Paris. 
Even the most ridiculous scenes have a dark 
undercurrent, because while the classical 
was authoritative, it was also imperfect.

The ‘panorama of futility’ is only too evi-
dent in the exhibition’s landscape paintings. 
John Armstrong, who designed the costumes 
for Robert Graves’s I Claudius, served in the 
Royal Field Artillery in Egypt and Macedo-
nia during the first world war before paint-
ing ‘The Labyrinth’ and ‘ Psyche on the Styx’ 

(both 1927). Like many of his contemporar-
ies, he favoured tempera over oil paint, since 
it gave sparse scenes like these the requisite 
impenetrability and aloofness. In ‘The Laby-
rinth’, nude Ariadne lurks by the entrance to 
the maze, while nude Theseus races through 
it. If he reaches the middle, he will encounter 
a lazy sloth of a Minotaur. And then what?

By the time Armstrong turned to classi-
cism again on the eve of the second world 
war, futility was metamorphosing into night-
mare. The Third Reich was appropriating 
classical ideals for its own ends. Armstrong’s 
‘Pro Patria’ (1938) offered a disturbingly 
prescient scene of ruined masonry and dead 
vegetation. Tourists had long been used to 
clambering over ancient ruins and making 
garden follies of them. They could no longer 
look at the fractured ancient monuments in 
the same way when the buildings they once 
inhabited came to resemble them so closely 
in the wake of the Blitz. By then, the modern 
world no longer needed to be given mean-
ing and shape through a mythic method — it 
merely needed to survive. 

‘The Judgement of Paris’, 1933, by William Roberts 
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Cinema 
Tongue twister 
Deborah Ross

Arrival
12A, Nationwide

Arrival is a big budget sci-fi film with a 
smaller, more pensive, cleverer film trying 
to get out, which has to be an improvement 
on a dumb film with an even dumber film 
trying to get out, as in the manner of Inter-
stellar, say. So we have that to be thankful 
for, at least.

The film stars Amy Adams, who appears 
to be everywhere these days. (Check your 
sock drawer and under the bed; you never 
know.) She plays Dr Louise Banks, a univer-
sity linguist who lives in a beautiful, mod-
ernist lakeside house, as any academic in 
any American film always does. (Do such 
houses come with tenure?) As we see right 
at the start, she is mourning the death of 
her daughter. You are not meant to under-
stand how this figures until the ‘twist’ in the 
film’s final moment, which has been much 

applauded by other critics, although I have 
to say I saw it coming a mile off, if not ten 
miles off. Not bigging myself up here. Sim-
ply a plain fact.

But the main action in Arrival starts 
when alien pods . . . you know . . . arrive. 
These pods, which look like ginormous 
pumice stones hovering just above the 
ground, are eerily and richly realised, and 
have taken up residence at 12 sites across 
the globe. World governments are per-
turbed, naturally, and Louise is visited by a 
colonel from the US military (Forest Whi-
taker) who plays her a recording of the 
alien’s growly, echoey sounds, like tummy 
rumbles amplified. He wants to know: do 
we think they missed lunch? Shall we offer 
them a baguette from Pret? I’m toying with 
you. He wants to know: could Louise learn 
this language? And determine what the 
aliens’ purpose on earth might be. Are they 
peaceable? Or not?

Louise is shipped to a field in Montana, 
where one such pod hovers, and so far, so 
good. Adams is everywhere — did you 
check behind the sofa cushions? — because 
she can deliver extraordinary emotional heft 
and depth while seemingly doing very little. 
Directed by Denis Villeneuve (Prisoners, 

Music 
Magnetic north 
Damian Thompson

Years ago, when I met a famous concert pia-
nist, I was surprised when he greeted me in 
a northern accent. A soft one, mind you, but 
completely intact. I’d assumed that, by the 
time a conductor or soloist reached a certain 
level of fame, the northern vowels would 
have been erased by Received Pronuncia-
tion or some painful mid-Atlantic hybrid.

I was such a little snob in those days, 
affecting a languid drawl that had my old 
schoolfriends in Reading rolling their eyes. 
But my social climbing had at least given 
me a good ear for other people’s doctored 
accents. London was crawling with northern 
choirmasters and music critics whose self-
taught ‘posh’ accents were about as convinc-
ing as home-tinted hair (which, incidentally, 
some of them also sported).

In contrast, this pianist was perfectly 
happy with the voice he’d been born with. 
Likewise his friends, top-flight musicians 
who had studied at the Royal Northern Col-
lege of Music in Manchester. At which point 
it was time to confront a more fundamental 
snooty assumption of mine – that classical 

music and the North of England didn’t mix, 
because northern folk, being working-class, 
preferred brass bands. And, if they were 
concert-goers, they were aspiring to south-
ern gentility.

How could I have been so ignorant? 
It didn’t help that my experience of the 
North was limited to childhood holidays in 
Blackpool with my grandmother. She was 
a southerner, but her friends were Lanca-
shire matrons still reeling from the shock 
of Martha Longhurst dropping dead in the 
snug of the Rovers Return. (That was very 
big news in 1964.) The only classical music 
I heard up there was a snatch of Mozart’s 
Piano Sonata K545, played freakishly fast 
in the style of Glenn Gould — by the ice-
cream van.

Growing up, I heard about the Hallé 
and the Royal Liverpool Philharmonic, but 
didn’t give them much thought beyond won-
dering how they’d managed to sign up such 
legendary 19th-century Germans as Hans 
Richter and Max Bruch as their conductors. 
(Bruch lived in Sefton Park.)

But this pianist and his friends kept talk-
ing about the Hallé, and when  — far too 
late in the day — I listened to recordings 
of Barbirolli conducting it I realised that it 
was one of the finest orchestras in Europe. 
David Oldroyd-Bolt, an authority on music 
in the North, reckons its dark-hued strings 

bear traces of pre-war German orchestras.
Anyway, once I’d got my head round 

the notion of a northern classical tradition I 
realised what a mighty thing it was. It turned 
the heir to a St Helens laxative fortune and 
a Blackburn switchboard operator into, 
respectively, the most distinctive English 
conductor and contralto of the 20th century.

Thomas Beecham came from the top 
rung of the Lancashire middle classes, Kath-
leen Ferrier from the bottom — but they 
were gripped by an amateur passion for 
making music that was especially uninhib-
ited in the North and the Midlands. Ferrier’s 
break came when she entered the Carlisle 
Festival as a pianist; her husband bet her a 
shilling that she wouldn’t dare try for the 
singing prize, too.

The great champion of that marvellous 
velvety voice was Neville Cardus of the 
Manchester Guardian, the first music crit-
ic to be knighted. He had left school at 13. 
The much-missed Michael Kennedy began 
as a tea boy in the Manchester office of 
the Daily Telegraph and wrote the Oxford 
Dictionary of Music while working as the 
paper’s northern editor. He and his York-
shire-born wife Joyce, a GP and author of 
books on opera, founded the Joyce and 
Michael Kennedy Award for the Singing of 
Strauss.

This summer, Joyce took me to hear the 
Hallé play Mahler at the Proms. It has never 
sounded better: under Sir Mark Elder, Man-
chester still has a world-class orchestra. And 
when we went downstairs afterwards, musi-
cians came rushing out of their dressing-
rooms to embrace her. The air was thick with 
northern accents. I felt like an effete Home 
Counties imposter.

So the tradition is still with us, sustained 
in part by acoustically superior concert halls 
(though I don’t think London needs Simon 
Rattle’s £278 million vanity project in order 
to compensate). But for how long?

According to Oldroyd-Bolt, northern 
music-making thrived because it was ‘a 
great engine of middle-class self-improve-
ment. Bright people who couldn’t go to 
university channelled their energy into 
classical music instead.’ In other words —
and this was true of provincial Germany as 
well — classical music was a means of bet-
tering yourself.

But things have changed. Music teaching, 
once the pride of the grammar schools of 
the North, is as wretched in northern com-
prehensives as it is anywhere else. The con-
cepts of self-improvement and even musical 
appreciation are as outdated as the Edward-
ian music hall. The question is: can classical 
music flourish without them?

I’d say the answer is no — but that it has 
found an unlikely saviour outside Europe. 
In China, 40 million people are learning the 
piano, driven by roughly the same bourgeois 
instincts as the Harrogate solicitors and 
Cheshire housewives of yesteryear. This new 

Classical music and the North didn’t 
mix because northern folk, being 

working-class, preferred brass bands

infatuation has already given us Lang Lang, 
a mixed blessing if you ask me. But one day 
we’ll hear a Chinese Kathleen Ferrier and 
then we’ll know that the future of classical 
music is safe.

The aliens are monstrous but also 
strangely balletic and tender
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Radio 
Country music 
Kate Chisholm

There was something unexpectedly moving 
about hearing not just one but several ren-
ditions of the somewhat naive and rose-tint-
ed but always heartfelt ‘The Star-Spangled 
Banner’ when I switched on the radio after 
several days’ absence. America has been so 
much in our thoughts these past few weeks, 
but a distasteful, shameful version of itself. 
It was just so refreshing to hear something 
different, something meaningful, yet still so 
American, like a glass of ice-cold water after 
a long walk in the heat.

Last Saturday’s edition of the series 
Soul Music (produced by Sara Conkey) 
gave us Jimi Hendrix’s electrifying version 
of the American national anthem at Wood-
stock in 1969 as well as Jose Feliciano’s con-
troversially funky rendition at a baseball 
game the year before. We also heard from 
John Carlos, one of the medal-winning US 
sprinters at the 1968 Olympics in Mex-
ico City who took the opportunity of the 
medals ceremony to make a stand on the 
podium for Black Power, raising their fists 
as the anthem was played. He explained 
how carefully he and Tommie Smith had 
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planned their demonstration, each ges-
ture meaning something different: the hat 
to remember the lynchings in the Ameri-
can South, the black scarf for black pride, 
the black shirt for the shame of America’s 
past treatment of black people, their shoes 
off for the poverty of so many black Ameri-
cans. There was so much information and 
insight in just 30 minutes of airtime from 
this Radio 4 stalwart, Jimi Hendrix’s broth-
er, who was in the US army, remembering 
how after Woodstock he had been sent off 
to peel potatoes for six months.

The idea behind Soul Music — to take 
a famous, popular or notorious piece of 
music and illustrate what it means to those 
who love or hate it — is so simple. But the 
thoughtful research and sophisticated edit-
ing that underlies each programme always 
succeeds in giving us much more than 
mere anecdote. On Saturday, an American 
woman who was living in France in Novem-
ber 2008 recalled how on the morning after 
President Obama’s first election victory 
she was driving to the airport to pick up a 
friend. She turned on her car radio, which 
was tuned in to a local classical-music sta-
tion, and was surprised to hear not just one 
version but a continuous stream of perfor-
mances of Francis Scott Key’s 1814 poem 
(set to an English ballad), which was adopt-
ed as America’s national anthem in 1931. 

Sicario), the scenes leading up to Louise’s 
first encounter with the aliens are by far the 
best scenes. They’re tense, unnerving, grand-
ly sombre and visually impressive as she 
dons her biohazard suit and enters the pod 
via a tunnel that seems to be no respecter of 
gravity. I won’t describe the aliens in detail 
here because the reveal is 87.4 per cent of 
the fun. I will say only that they’re mon-
strous but also strangely balletic and tender. 
Louise sets to work, as aided by a physicist 
(Jeremy Renner, given almost nothing to do 
as his character is required for only one plot 
point, but he does almost nothing with some 
grace and charm).

The aliens, it transpires, not only have a 
native language, but also a written language. 
Their writing is beautiful: inky, smoky, black 
hieroglyphics as drawn by ‘hands’ that look 
like giant star anises. (That’s all I’ll say.) 

However, their written language isn’t like 
our written language. It’s not simply what 
they speak, written down. Their written lan-
guage, which Louise seems able to decipher 
miraculously quickly — whaaaat? How did 
that happen? — blows her mind, and also 
starts to affect it.

The film is based on the short story ‘Story 
of Your Life’ by Ted Chiang, which explores 
the notion that our view of the world is 
shaped and determined by language, so if 
we had another kind of language, how might 
our world look then? This is something to 
think about, certainly, but then the demands 
of big-budget sci-fi call, so Louise has to rush 
off and race against time to save the world 
and talk down the global powers who have 
misinterpreted the aliens’ intentions and are 
about to declare war on them and blah-de-
blah. (China and Russia are the most war-y, 
obviously.)

At this point, Arrival itself stops think-
ing about thinking and instead opts for the 
usual, sci-fi-genre third act; a third act that, 
in this instance, is noisy and wholly implau-
sible as well as tiresomely familiar. Military 
helicopters, fingers hovering over red but-
tons, and so on. You know the score. The 
film does ask some interesting questions 
but, in the end, ignores the questions it has 
asked, abandons all smarts, and leaves us 
hanging. For example, if the alien’s lan-
guage has rewired Louise’s brain so she can 
see her own future, why can’t she choose to 
not live that future? Also, if the aliens’ pur-
pose was to share their language with us, 
but only Louise understands that language, 
was that really worth 12 pods and all the 
hassle? And why did they want to give us 
their language anyway?

We’ll never know but, like I said, better 
a big film with a clever, smaller film trying 
to get out than Interstellar or similar. Every 
time. 

I saw the twist coming a mile off, 
if not ten miles off
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Television 
Crown jewels 
James Delingpole

Nairobi. February 1952. Laughing children 
brandishing sticks are driving an indig-
nant bustle of ostriches up a rudimentary 
1950s-Africa semi-bush runway towards the 
camera, when — WHOOSH! — right over 
their heads skims the exact BOAC aircraft 
in which the actual soon-to-be Queen Eliza-
beth flew to Kenya, as painstakingly rebuilt 
by the world’s top aircraft restorers at a cost 
of only $27 million. . .

Actually, I made up the last detail. But 
if you want to know why the drama depart-
ments at the BBC, Channel 4 and ITV are 
quaking in their boots just watch a couple of 
episodes of Netflix’s sumptuous, leisurely and 
immaculate recreation of the Queen’s early 
years on the throne. It’s like the moment 
when America entered the war: ‘Such mate-
riel! Such manpower! Never again will we be 
in a position to call the shots.’

Can you believe — I still can’t — that 
Netflix now has a budget of $6 billion to 
play with? So even though The Crown may 
be one of the most expensive TV series ever 
made, its rumoured $100 million budget still 
counts as a drop in the ocean for the sub-
scription channel, leaving plenty spare for 
a projected four more series after this ten-
parter (which ends in 1965 with the death of 
Winston Churchill).

Sometimes, you do wonder whether The 
Crown is not a victim of its own superabun-
dance and attention to detail — such as the 
moment in episode one where they recreate 
the surgical operation on George VI with 
such gory fidelity it would come as no sur-
prise to learn that the actor playing the king 
(Jared Harris) was actually required to have 
a lung removed as part of the contract.

While I’m wearing my hypercritical hat, 
two more things irk slightly. One is that 
every speech made by anyone, be it stam-
mery George VI, ingénue Elizabeth or old 
ham Churchill is always painfully hard won, 
with a nervy, tension-building pause that 
goes on for just that fraction too long. ‘Oh 
for God’s sake, just spit it out, will you?’ you 
find yourself thinking.

The other one is what I call the ‘unsaid 
word’ trick. So, for example, someone will 

First there was a performance by Stravinsky, 
then something quite different by John Wil-
liams. But it was when the DJ put on Hen-
drix’s version that she ‘lost it’ and had to 
stop the car and pull over, tears streaming 
down her face. ‘That this tiny little French 
station in the middle of nowhere was play-
ing such a homage to America.’

There was more soul music in Sunday 
on Radio 4 as part of a news item about the 
opening of the Tavener Centre for Music 
and Spirituality at Winchester University. 
It’s always worth waking up in time for this 
Sunday-morning version of Today, present-
ed by Edward Stourton (and produced by 
Amanda Hancox), because it looks at cur-
rent stories from a different, usually less 
depressing angle. This week, for instance, 
clips from the music of John Tavener (who 
died in 2013) were squeezed in between 
items about the Catholic vote in the US elec-
tions (worth 25 per cent) and a new book 
of epitaphs taken from the gravestones of 
those who died in the battle of the Somme.

Music, it was suggested, is much more 
immersive an experience than reading a 
book or looking at a work of art because it 

surrounds and becomes part of us, taking us 
inside meaning, using clips from Tavener’s 
The Protecting Veil and Song for Athene to 
prove the point, which it did, most wonder-
fully, first thing on Sunday. 

Ian Sansom, who this week gave us five 
Letters to Writers as Radio 3’s late-night 
essay (produced by Conor Garrett), might 
well disagree with putting music above liter-
ature. He writes his letters to Chaucer, Jon-
athan Swift, George Eliot, Virginia Woolf 
and Agatha Christie precisely because he is 
obsessed with words and the pursuit of liter-
ary greatness, which to him matters above all 
else. To begin with he is rather overwhelm-
ing, his voice a little too declamatory, his 
tone queasily self-important. But there’s 
also something disarming about his frank-
ness, his open desire to achieve his own 
kind of literary fame, and his willingness to 
expose himself to the derision of his liter-
ary heroes, or in the case of Virginia Woolf 
to admit publicly how wrong he used to be 
about her. He criticises her self-indulgent 
style, her absurd privilege, her self-regard-
ing bohemianism and her disdain for people 
like him (he first read Woolf’s novels by bor-
rowing them from Romford Public Library). 
But then confesses, ‘I was wrong about all 
of this . . . I was a terrible snob about you.’

Perhaps his finest moment, though, 
occurs after a flurry of bossy letters to 
George Eliot, which she disdains to reply to. 
‘In the house of fiction,’ he decides, ‘she’s in 
Buckingham Palace. I’m in a rented studio 
apartment in the outer suburbs.’

Hendrix’s version made her stop 
the car and pull over, tears streaming 

down her face

be breaking the news that George VI has 
got cancer or that he’s dead. But instead of 
‘cancer’ or ‘dead’, the word will be replaced 
by a meaningful look or a cutaway shot. This 
ought to work brilliantly: film is, after all, a 
visual medium, and scripts are much less 
talkie these days. The problem, once you’ve 
become aware of it (as unfortunately you 
now will be after reading this), is that instead 
of being moved by these scenes, and by the 
script’s economy and by the director’s deli-
cacy of touch, you find yourself going: ‘Ooh, 
that’s right proper posh technique, that is. 
Real arthouse class!’

But I’m being spiteful. Mainly it’s a 
bloody masterpiece. Director Stephen 
Daldry (see what talent all that American 
money can buy!) has done a wonderful job 
recreating the stilted grimness of the early 
1950s British royal court, where everyone 
from Queen Mary down chain-smokes, 
and where even a day’s pheasant-shooting 
comes across like a joyless duty, and of the 
young royals’ largely doomed attempts to 
flutter free of their gilded cage.

You feel especially sorry for and admir-
ing of the young Prince Philip (Matt Smith), 

a dashing thruster still in his prime with a 
bright naval career ahead of him and lots 
of wild oats yet to sow. And now he has 
to give it all up because the King has died 
prematurely, forcing him to play the role 
of jumped-up escort to the most famous 
woman in the world.

Only the deepest love could have inspired 
such a fiercely independent, witty, unstuffy 
chap to such a sacrifice — and Smith con-
veys this brilliantly. I had my doubts — he 
was one of the more irritatingly mannered 
Doctor Whos — but his scenes with Claire 
Foy (who melts whenever they’re together 
and clearly idolises her glamorous Greek, 
because he’s so manly and capable and 
unfawning, at one point even using ele-
phant-whispering skills to tame a rampaging 
tusker outside Treetops) are both touching 
and persuasive. ‘So that’s why he comes up 
with all those gaffes!’ you realise. ‘Because 
he’s so bloody frustrated.’

Peter Morgan’s script is as sensitive, 
intelligent and understated as you’d expect 
from the author of The Queen; the casting is 
extraordinary, from Eileen Atkins’s Queen 
Mary (like Miss Havisham’s grimmer grand-
mother) to the flighty Vanessa Kirby who 
looks more like Princess Margaret than even 
Princess Margaret did. And almost every set 
piece, every tiny domestic scene, is an abso-
lute swooner, such as the one where Marga-
ret and her very soon to be dead dad perform 
a heartbreaking duet of ‘Bewitched’. Sub-
scribe to Netflix asap, I should — and give up 
on terrestrial TV altogether.

Subscribe to Netflix asap, I should 
– and give up on terrestrial TV 

altogether
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It shows how relaxed the British were 
about having revolutionaries on their door-
step. And it’s a reminder of how Clerken-
well has long been a home to radical thought 
— and radical printers and publishers. Before 
it housed the Marx Memorial Library, the 
building was home to the Twentieth Century 
Press, subsidised by William Morris. During 
its time on Clerkenwell Green, the Twentieth 
Century Press produced the earliest English 
editions of works by Marx and Engels.

Communist London depended, like 
everything else in life, on property prices. 
These days, your average Marxist magazine 
editor (or communist dish-washer) couldn’t 
hope to move anywhere near Primrose Hill 
or Haymarket. Anyone who still lazily refers 
to Islington as a hotbed of leftie thought is 
way out of date. Unless you’ve been living in 
the borough for more than 30 years — like 
Jeremy Corbyn — you could never afford to 
live in Islington on a political activist’s wage.

The Marx Memorial Library is a grip-
ping time capsule, free of pastiche or whimsy. 
And it’s due a lot more examination — not 
least because 2018 is the 200th anniversary of 
Marx’s birth; and next year marks the cente-
nary of the Russian Revolution. How odd it 
is that both the revolution — and Karl Marx 
— were fostered in these quiet, peaceable 
corners of north London.

T here’s a small corner of Clerkenwell 
where the communist dream never 
died. The Marx Memorial Library has 

been in its big, classical 1738 building — orig-
inally a school for children of Welsh artisans 
living in poverty — for 83 years. The library 
was set up in 1933, the 50th anniversary of 
Karl Marx’s death.

British Marxism and communism have 
faded, but the library still has a brigade of 
staunch supporters. Jeremy Corbyn, whose 
constituency is just up the road in  Islington, is 
a regular visitor. To tour the library is to 
return to the 1930s when communism was at 
its height — when Philby, Burgess, Maclean 
and Blunt were full of gleaming-eyed opti-
mism about the wonders of Soviet Russia. 
The library (annual membership £20) spe-
cialises in Marxism, the working-class move-
ment, anti-fascism and the Spanish Civil War. 
It owns a full run of the Daily Worker and the 
Morning Star.

One wall of the library is decorated with a 
1934 mural by the Earl of Huntingdon — the 
‘Red Earl’ — a pupil of Diego  Rivera. The 
title of the mural is beyond parody: ‘The 
Worker of the Future Clearing away the 
Chaos of Capitalism’. In the picture, a muscly 
Welsh miner tears down the Houses of Par-
liament, while Lenin looks on approvingly.

Lenin worked in the building from 1902 to 

1903, where he edited the Russian revolution-
ary periodical ISKRA (‘The Spark’), which 
was then smuggled into Russia. His office 
— a small, modernist-Edwardian- minimalist 
room — has been preserved. London was 
packed with communist revolutionaries a 
century or so ago. Lenin lived in Percy Cir-
cus, near King’s Cross. Marx lived in Kent-
ish Town while he was writing in the British 
Library; Engels was in Primrose Hill. Ho Chi 
Minh, the future communist leader of Viet-
nam, worked in the Carlton Hotel on Hay-
market as a dish-washer in 1913.

The library photographed in 1958

NOTES ON …

The Marx Memorial Library
By Harry Mount



EXPERT-LED CULTURAL TOURS. 
Peter Sommer Travels: archaeological 
tours, food tours and walking tours in 
Croatia, Greece, Italy and Turkey. The 
specialist for escorted gulet cruises 
and gulet charters. Tel. 01600 888220. 
www.petersommer.com

FRANCE

23 LUXURY PROPERTIES 
to rent for one week or more in 
South West France, Provence and 
the Côte d'Azur. All sleeping six or 
more, all with pools, some with 
tennis courts. Staff; plus cooks and/
or babysitters if required. 
Tel: Anglo French Properties:  
020 7225 0359. Email: miles.
maskell@anglofrenchproperties.com 
Web: www.anglofrenchproperties.com

BOULOGNE-SUR-MER lovely little 
flats. Great for trysts, shopping & 
French life. £50 a night, £200 a week. 
Full kitchens and linen. 
www.franglaisflats.com

CYPRUS

PAPHOS & POLIS. 
From £350 week. 1 to 6 bedroom 
villas and cottages, all with own 
pool, near sea. Wi-Fi, heated pools, 
2 person discounts. 
Tel: 020 8440 6219
www.sundancevillas.co.uk

PAPHOS & POLIS. 
Two wheelchair accessible 
villas with private pool 
and hoist, wet room and more. 
Villa Timily and Villa Ampelitis 
(heated pool). Tel: 020 8440 6219 
www.sundancevillas.co.uk 

ITALY

ROME CENTRE. S/c apartments 
in royal villa, sleep 2-4. Beautiful 
garden, private parking. 
Tel: 00 43 1712 5091. 
www.valleycastle.com

VENICE CENTRAL. 
Tranquil, sunny apartment. 
Wonderful canalside location. 
Two bedrooms, two bathrooms. 
Tel: 020 7701 7540 or 
www.venicecanalsideapartment.co.uk

TUSCAN/UMBRIAN BORDER.
Hilltop house in 11 acres. Looks 
amazing on the website. 
Even better in real life. Check it out: 
www.myhomeinumbria.com

TUSCANY/UMBRIA BORDER.  
Renaissance Italy. Brilliant 
farmhouse villa - our home. Etruscan/
Roman site. Sleeps 10. Pool. Magical 
views. Therapeutic atmosphere. 
Amazing feedback. 
View: www.ladogana.co.uk

SWITZERLAND

LES DIABLERETS, nr Villars/
Gstaad.Luxury Family Chalet, Sleeps 
10/12. Ski in/out. From £1,800 p.w.
www.coquelicots.co.uk
Email: coquelicots89@googlemail.com

SPEECHWRITING

Relax, I’ll Write It For You!
You’re due to speak / present at a 

wedding / event. Don’t worry -
call Lawrence on 020 8245 8999 or 

check www.greatspeechwriting.co.uk

SPIRITUAL

SPIRITUAL MERIT in need of a 
boost? Take this opportunity to 
turn things round by donating 
to a project to improve everyone's 
wellbeing! We plan to build a British 
Buddhist Meditation Centre in 
Oxford and are in need of funds. 
The transfer of merit is a tried and 
tested system, see for yourself! Email: 
donations@longchenfoundation.org 
for details or head directly to our 
donations page at 
www.longchenfoundation.org

CLASSIFIEDS
Travel & General

TRAVEL

Call to discuss any of your travel needs
First, Business & Corporate Travel 020 7368 1400
Worldwide Holidays & Flights 020 7368 1200
Cruise Trailfinders 020 7368 1300
Private Bespoke Touring 020 7368 1500
European Travel 020 7937 1234
Group Travel 020 7938 3858
Honeymoons & Wishlist 020 7408 9008
Visa & Passport Service 020 7368 1504
Travel Insurance 020 7408 9005

BURGUNDY/CHAMPAGNE BORDER 
Lovely moated château sleeps 

14 – 17. Hard tennis court, 
 

acres with streams, a river and 
a lake. Golf, watersports, ten 
minutes. Calais four hours  

www.ChateaudelaMotte.co.uk 
Telephone: 01225 310822

CHÂTEAU DE LA MOTTE

Millis Potter Travel: Immersive Private Tours 
to the Indian subcontinent, tailor-made 
around your interests. ATOL Protected.

Tel: 020 8265 3064  
www.millispotter.com

SPECIALIST HOLIDAYS

INTERIORS

www.spectator.co.uk/
classifieds

GREAT BRITAIN

Free newsletters: 
www.spectator.co.uk/

newsletters
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AROMATHERAPY
MASSAGE

LUXURIATE AND CHILL OUT. 
Fully qualified and experienced, 
English aromatherapist (ITEC reg.) 
Offers one hour treatments 
in Lancaster Gate. 
Please call on 07597 485185.

BUSINESS
OPPORTUNITY

TRADER SEEKS INVESTOR for 
high returns on stock market and 
financial independence within 4 years. 
Email: leo.ryan3@virginmedia.com

CLASSIFIEDS
General

AWARD WINNING MI CUIT FOIE GRAS
Delicious rich and light mi cuit foie gras.  

One 460g vacuum-packed roulade  
from Perigord region will comfortably feed 12-14.  

 
£45 + p&p. Mail order available. Can be frozen.

Ursula Keeling: 01451 844712   www.foiegrasdirect.co.uk

FINE FOODS

Do you know what your wine is wor th?
WE BUY F INE  WINE

thelondonwinecellar.com
129 Richmond Road, London Fields,London, E8 3NJ

CONTACT US NOW FOR  
A FREE VALUATION

N A T I O N W I D E  C O L L E C T I O N

+44 (0) 207 377 8097   |   +44 (0) 203 091 0733  |  wine@thelondonwinecellar.com

FINE WINE

Advertise in our 
Christmas Triple 10th Dec

020 7961 0145
traceyc@spectator.co.uk

HEALTH

JEWELLERY

Cobra & Bellamy
is the leading name in classically designed 
watches, retro in style reminiscent of the 

1930s, 40s and 50s. Pictured here is the Cobra 
watch available in Stainless Steel at £99, Rose 
Gold Plated and 21 Carat Gold Plated at £115. 

Sienna Miller has chosen to eschew more 

Cobra & Bellamy’s retro inspired watch  
 

“Cobra & Bellamy watches are classic,  

To see the whole Cobra & Bellamy watch 
 

www.cobrabellamywatches.co.uk  
or call 01736 732112

STYLE NEVER GOES OUT  
OF FASHION
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BOOKS

THINKING OF MOVING? We 
buy mainly ‘housefuls’ of books; we 
thin existing collections and clear 
deceased’s libraries. History, Art, 
Architecture, Travel, other subjects. 
Prompt payment; no commission 
or charges. ROTHWELL & 
DUNWORTH. Tel: 01398 323169. 
E-mail: rothwellm@aol.com

MUSEUM BOOKSTORE. Beautiful 
art books and exhibition catalogues 
from the world's greatest museums. 
www.museumbookstore.com

OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS FOUND. 
Free search. No obligation to 
purchase. Tel: 01376 562334 
Email: jeremy.dore@tesco.net

INTRODUCTIONS

DATING 4 GROWN UPS. 
Private client consultations & dating 
introductions for the over 40's.  
Please tel. David who is 'Matchmaker 
Extraordinary'. London/Home 
Counties Manchester & Edinburgh. 
01728 635064 - 07986 213120 
www.dating4grownups.co.uk

LEGAL SERVICES

GARDINERS SOLICITORS. 
Domestic & Commercial 
Conveyancing. Tel: Paul Gardiner, 
020 7603 7245. Email: 
paulgardiner@gardinerssolicitors.co.uk

Not Just Commercial Property 
Lawyers....

BILMES LLP
28-29 Great Sutton Street London 
EC1V 0DS — London & Brighton 

law@bilmesllp.com — Tel: 020 7490 9656
Solving Difficult Problems Effectively

PROPERTY FOR SALE

France

BEAUTIFUL 19th CENTURY 
classic family apartment in central 
Paris for sale. Spacious six-room 
apartment (151 sq.) with high ceilings 
and excellent light on the third floor 
of a lovely cut-stone building with 
elevator. Vast living room (29sq.m.), 
adjoining study (22 sq.), four 
beautiful bedrooms (15 to 21 sq.), 
great layout. Original parquet floors, 
elegant mouldings, fireplace, central 
heating, cellar. Partial professional 
use possible. Located in historical 
9th district, 5 min. walk from the old 
Opera House, Galeries Lafayette, 
and 2 min walk from vibrant Rue 
des Martyrs, near metro lines 7, 12, 
8 and 9 and 7 bus lines. 1,485,000 
Euros. For a private viewing; Email: 
appartementparis9@mail.com

Beautiful silk nightwear, 
her perfect Christmas gift.
Designed and made in Britain and 
luxuriously gift wrapped for her.

www.nuiami.com  
Tel: 020 8940 0707

Sleep Beautifully

FINE CLOTHING

CLASSIFIEDS
General & Property 

JEWELLERY

INTERIORS

 www.pinkcamellia.com 
+44 (0)1785 780956

DETOX

FREE SERVICES

www.melrose-skincare.co.uk

OPEN AIR
SKINCARE

www.melrose-skincare.co.uk

OPEN AIR
SKINCARE

www.melrose-skincare.co.uk

OPEN AIR
SKINCARE

www.melrose-skincare.co.uk

OPEN AIR
SKINCARE

www.melrose-skincare.co.uk

OPEN AIR
SKINCARE

Made by Roberts & Sheppey since 1880.

18g MULTI-PURPOSE
SKINCARE STICK

Soothes sore dry rough skin & lips.
Available only from chemists and

supermarket in-house pharmacies. £3.20.

Ltd

Soothes sore dry 
rough skin & lips.

Available only from chemists 
and supermarket in-house 

pharmacies.£3.20

18g MULTI-PURPOSE
SKINCARE STICK

Made by Roberts & Sheppey since 1880.Made by Roberts & Sheppey since 1880.Ltd

melroseellamay@aol.com

HEALTH

To purchase back issues of 
The Spectator please call 

01795 592886 or visit 
www.spectator.co.uk/

backissues
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‘Is hygge linked with the exclusion of 
foreigners, ask sociolinguists anxiously?’
— Dot Wordsworth, p70

High life 
Taki

New York 
Americans have been to the polls. Eve-
rything is over but the shouting — by the 
loser, that is: honest Hil. I predicted that the 
best Trump could have hoped for was win-
ning the popular vote but losing the Elec-
toral College but I got it wrong: the Donald 
has triumphed. An underfunded campaign 
— he spent barely half of what she did — 
with a skeletal crew and without the par-
ty’s full backing won out because not all of 
America agrees with the values of Jay Z, 
Beyoncé, Springsteen, Hollywood in gen-
eral and gay marriage in particular.

Trump appealed to those who have been 
snubbed, the great ignored. They are mainly 
blue-collar whites who had long been belit-
tled and overlooked by the media, until sud-
denly their knight in a shiny gold Cadillac 
appeared. In a rare moment of openness, 
Hillary described these people as ‘deplor-
able’. Basically, Trump’s message was that 
to embrace extremism was to acknowledge 
the danger in absolute terms: no more Mus-
lims coming in, no more Nafta, a wall to stop 
Mexicans, and so on. Even more profoundly, 
even nice, unsophisticated Americans won-
dered why Hillary or Obama had been so 
squeamish about calling a spade a spade, 
i.e., radical Islamic terrorism. As a Trump 
follower wrote, ‘Moderation in the pursuit 
of evil is no virtue.’

Imperfect as Trump was as a candidate, 
his enemies are the very same people who 
are shocked (in the manner of Captain 
Renault) by the ignorance of hoi polloi, and 
who decided long ago that these people are 
not to be trusted. You know the kind: Belt-
way insiders, media pundits, academics, pol-
icy professionals, Hollywood types, fashion 
elites, TV celebrities, professional race hus-
tlers, gay activists; you name what’s in the 
news nowadays, they were against the Don-
ald. They are part of the arrangement. Their 
European counterparts are in the EU, and 
among the Remainers.

If one had to slice it down even fur-

Low life 
Jeremy Clarke

I didn’t fancy the hotel breakfast, so I wan-
dered into Arles old town looking for a café. 
The weather and the season had changed 
overnight. The day before had been hot, 
golden and still. This morning an icy wind was 
yanking the last of the dying leaves from the 
plane trees and my thin canvas jacket was no 
defence against it. Choosing a café at random 
on the Place du Forum, I pushed through the 
glass door and took a seat in the warmth of 
the café’s conservatory. Three other custom-
ers were inside, lingering over their coffee. I 

ther, this election was basically the politi-
cally correct versus the politically incorrect. 
Although blue collars may not sound too 
sophisticated to snotty-nosed Beltway 
insiders, the blues know that this is no long-
er a war between nation states but a fight 
between civilisations: Islam and the West. 
An American president with an IQ lower 
than his younger daughter’s age invaded the 
Middle East, claiming that the region would 
welcome having American values imposed 
upon it. Hillary voted for that disastrous 
action; Trump was against it from the start.  
Americans see Europe and cringe. They see 
‘Frenchmen’ cheering as their white coun-
trymen are murdered in cold blood by Mus-
lims and realise that this is a war fought by 

immigration. They put two and two together 
and calculate that in 100 years there will be 
more Muslims in Europe than white Euro-
pean Christians, and that Sharia law will 
be imposed from above. And they also see 
a Dutch MP on trial for speaking against 
unlimited immigration, an MP, incidentally, 
who was refused entry to the UK for being 
right-wing, whatever that means.

One political philosopher at Oxford  
asked, ‘What gives a country the right to con-
trol its borders?’ Well, I’m asking who gave 
his mother the right to give birth to such a 
moron, but then not everyone is as rude as 
yours truly. And then, of course, the R-word 
comes into it. That’s what the election was 
and will be all about in the near future. Race 
is to America what immigration is to Europe: 
the large pachyderm crowding everyone out 
of the chic drawing-room in Chelsea.

Whites choose to live, as do blacks, 
among their own — if they have the choice. 
Churches self-segregate and whites flee 
to the suburbs once blacks move in next 
door. The elites, however, call this racism, 
although they would not dream of living 
next to a black family unless they were the 
Obamas, and then some. And as more and 
more Africans move to the States, there 
are more and more natives who feel a kind 
of cultural dispossession and a belief that 
Uncle Sam cannot thrive as an increasingly 
multiracial nation. Those who feel this way 
have been X-rated by the elites, and are 
called racists, homophobes, sexists, xeno-
phobes and morally deformed. These peo-
ple found a champion in Trump.

And now a word about the fourth 
estate: I knew the fix was in long ago — 
never have the media been as incapable 
of separating fact from fiction and truth be 
damned — but when Vogue came out slam-
ming Trump, I almost pissed in my St Lau-
rent silk underwear. Never before have so 
many news outlets abandoned all pretence 
of fairness in reporting an election. Never 
before have newspapers — with the excep-
tion of the New York Times, which always 
mixes reporting news with editorialising 
— allowed reporters to express their opin-
ions in so-called news stories. And the TV 
reportage was just as bad. You know the 
kind of thing: the pursed lips and air of 
healthy scepticism when it came to any-
thing resembling a pro-Trump comment; 
the head tilt of doubt in response to any 
Trump announcement; the look of outraged 
authority when anyone defended Trump. 
The ones I found amusing were the light-
weights of Vogue, those narcissistic onanists 
who somehow viewed Trump as an Ameri-
can version of Brexit. His hair and make-up 
was an affront to their preening self-impor-
tance. They minced their way to Hillary.

But the Donald has won and, best of all, 
the New York Times, the Washington Post, 
the New Yorker and the three main net-
works have once and for all disgraced them-
selves by proving they have no idea what 
this country is about. Yippee!

This is no longer a war between 
nation states but a fight between 

civilisations
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chose a bench seat, from where I could look 
south across the square. A big, blowsy, all-
action waitress cantered up. I asked her for a 
cup of coffee, a croissant and a glass of orange 
juice. She rematerialised almost immediately 
with these items and slid them on to the table 
with a friendly absence of ceremony. Then 
she disappeared out the back, from where 
I could hear her stridently arguing the toss 
about something with a submissive male who 
conceded each successive point of her care-
ful argument. The croissant felt heavy in the 
mouth, almost meaty. The coffee and the iced, 
freshly squeezed orange juice had rough-
ly the same dramatic effect on my constitu-
tion as Jesus had on Lazarus’. Revived and 
restored, I leaned back and took in my sur-
roundings, noticing two things in particular.

One was how very tranquil we three cus-
tomers were when the waitress was out of 
the room. An old man with his back to me 
was sitting motionless over his coffee cup 
as though meditating. On the other side of 
the room a woman was hypnotised by some-
thing on her phone. Outside, the mad, icy 
wind whipped up the fallen twigs and leaves: 
inside was warmth, electric light and a peace 
that passeth all understanding. What is more, 
we could have sat all day, I felt, without buy-
ing anything more than a cup of coffee or 
two and nobody would have minded. I spec-
ulated that this new cold signalled the end of 

the tourist season and now everyone could 
relax. As you were, as it were. The other thing 
I noticed was that I was sitting in more or less 
the exact spot that Vincent van Gogh had set 
his easel when painting the café next door, 
a painting that became known as ‘Café Ter-
race at Night’, whose distinctive hallucino-
genic stars in the sky above have made it a 
firm favourite with the punters. The first of 
his paintings to include those bonkers stars, 

it is also one of his most popular, featuring on 
all the fridge magnets, mugs and mouse mats.

I googled it on my phone and compared 
the scene with present reality. The lighted 
shop opposite the café has gone, if it was 
ever there. Otherwise the scenes tallied. 
Then I sat and thought about the poor man, 
and about the letters he wrote to his brother, 
which I read a long time ago, one after the 
other, in a paperback collection. My over-
riding impression of the voice in the let-
ters, I remembered, was of a Christian saint. 
Not that the locals thought so in the short 
time that the ex-missionary lived, paint-
ed, boozed, whored, and mutilated himself 
among them. Thirty of them signed a peti-
tion demanding that the ‘red-headed mad-
man’ be removed from the town. When Van 
Gogh painted a portrait of the doctor who 
treated him, and gratefully presented it to 
him, the doctor hated it so much he gave it 
to his mother, who nailed it to her chicken 
coop as an improvised repair. 

The waitress ran out of the shop to kiss 
a smoker taking a seat at an outside table. 
They chatted. The waitress wrapped her 
arms around herself against the chill and 
hopped from foot to foot. She came back 
inside shivering in a kind of ecstasy. I caught 
her eye and nodded at my empty coffee cup. 
She ran to the coffee machine, bashed the 
lever, and 30 seconds later slid another cup 
of coffee across the table en route to the rear 
of the café to continue the argument with 
the disembodied male voice, which once 
again gave way too easily. 

I had an old paperback copy of The Last 
Tycoon by F. Scott Fitzgerald in my jack-
et pocket. I took it out and removed the 
museum ticket showing a photograph of the 

Real life 
Melissa Kite

A wonderful email has arrived from Airbnb 
entitled ‘Discrimination and Belonging — 
What It Means For You’.

Having tried to make sense of it, I feel it 
can mean only one thing with any certainty. 
And that is that the Airbnb party is over. The 
web business started by a whizz kid in his 
New York apartment is about to feed itself 
to the ravening equality agenda wolves.

Sadly, the once proud Airbnb corpora-
tion has decided to launch ‘a comprehen-
sive effort to fight bias and inequality in the 
Airbnb community’.

With abject hand-wringing, it says it 
wants to make sure that any householder 
joining its site to host tourists in their spare 
room for extra cash will from now on guar-
antee to choose these tourists without any 
regard for ‘race, religion, national origin, 
ethnicity, disability, sex, gender identity, 
sexual orientation or age’. Furthermore, 
the host will treat their guests ‘without 
judgment or bias’ and also with the dreaded 
R-word — respect. Oh, for heaven’s sake.

Once an individual or company starts 
using the R-word you know it is in full 
flight from what used to be referred to 
as reality.

The email I have received sets out the 
Airbnb Community Commitment, which I 
must sign up to if I want to go on hosting 
students from Taiwan and chefs from Israel. 
The commitment is so verbose it would be 
impossible to explain here.

But these are the highlights: Airbnb is, 
at its core, ‘an open community dedicated 
to bringing the world closer together by 
fostering meaningful, shared experiences 
amongst people from all parts of the world’. 
Its purpose is to ‘build a world where peo-
ple from every background feel welcome 
and respected’ and to ‘promote empathy 
and understanding across all cultures’.

And there was me thinking it was about 
having a messy twenty-something back-
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stone face of Julius Caesar that I was using 
as a bookmark. I’ve read The Last Tycoon 
perhaps twice before, but never with such 
amazed pleasure. It’s odd how one can enjoy 
a favourite book more as one gets older, or 
less. I sat and read the unfinished novel for 
an hour, and not once did I feel that my lin-
gering, unprofitable presence was in the 
slightest bit unwelcome.

The doctor’s mother hated the Van 
Gogh so much she nailed it to her 

chicken coop as an improvised repair
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packer in your spare room for a few quid. 
No. Airbnb is about promoting world 
peace, and the free movement of all peo-
ples to wherever they want to be, in a way 
that makes them feel as happy and accept-
ed and included as possible.

To this end, I must click a box accepting 
that I am ‘becoming part of a community of 
inclusion’, dedicated to ending all barriers 
between races and religions.

Obviously, as I am joining this ‘commu-
nity of inclusion’, I may not decline a guest 
based on race, colour, ethnicity, national ori-
gin, religion, sexual orientation, gender iden-
tity, or marital status. Hosts who demonstrate 
a pattern of rejecting guests from ‘a protected 
class’ will be asked to leave.

In other words, if my bookings don’t show 
a good smattering of members of the ‘pro-
tected classes’ — gay, lesbian, transgender, 
those of all religions and races, people who 
are single, married and, I presume, polyga-
mous, whether Mormon or Muslim — then I 
will be turfed off the site.

As a side issue, who is not in a pro-
tected class these days? Donald Trump? 
The Queen? Members of the Heythrop 
hunt? Me?

But my favourite rule regards disability. 
Obviously, I may not decline a guest based 
on ‘any actual or perceived disability’. But 
also, I may not ‘inquire about the existence 
or severity of a guest’s disability, or the 
means used to accommodate any disability’.

If someone arrives with a guide dog 
unexpectedly, therefore, I must contrive to 
appear not to notice the guide dog. Com-
menting on it, voicing concern that my span-
iel Cydney may not be fully signed up to the 
diversity agenda, will break the Community 
Commitment.

In other words, if my spaniel will not 
accept the guide dog coming into my flat 
without starting a dog fight, I will have to 
remove my spaniel from my property, pay-
ing for her to stay in a boarding kennels, 
an expense which will no doubt exceed the 
amount I earn from Airbnb, in order to show 
inclusion and respect for the guest.

No inclusion and respect will be shown 
to me on my own property. This, of course, 
is Marxism. Airbnb has joined the global 
elite’s attempt to create a world without 
borders, or even closed front doors.

The only snag is that no one in any for-
eign country with a truly hideous hom-
ophobic, woman-hating culture will be 
forced to host anyone from any ‘protected 
class’. Because Airbnb has thought of that, 
and has a get-out clause for oppressive 
regimes everywhere, saying in the weasel 
small print that it ‘does not require hosts to 
violate local laws’.

Meanwhile, back in the West, I am resign-
ing my membership of Airbnb before a 
one-legged Middle Eastern polygamist 
knocks on my door and demands I install 
mobility ramps so he can sleep in my spare 

Long life 
Alexander Chancellor

At the beginning of November 1980, one 
week before Ronald Reagan won a land-
slide victory in the presidential election, 
Henry Fairlie, then writing regularly for 
The Spectator from Washington, finally slid 
off the fence and made a firm prediction. 
‘Jimmy Carter will be the next President 
of the United States,’ he wrote in the first 
sentence of his column. Carter, he went on, 
was ‘personally a not very agreeable man’ 
but had a more persuasive ‘political charac-
ter’ than Reagan, so would win the election. 
Although a much-admired political com-
mentator, who had made his name as a col-
umnist at The Spectator in London, where 
he first gave the name ‘the Establishment’ to 
the social network running Britain, and who 
emigrated to the United States in 1965 when 
threatened with a libel action after insulting 
Lady Antonia Fraser on television, Fairlie 
got it all wildly wrong. But the opinion polls 
got it pretty wrong, too, for they predicted a 
very close result; instead, Carter was thor-
oughly trounced.

There are striking parallels between the 
1980 election and this year’s one. Reagan’s 
campaign slogan, ‘Let’s Make America 
Great Again’, was shamelessly stolen and 
reused by Donald Trump as his own bat-
tle cry. Like Jimmy Carter, who had already 
served as president for four years, Hillary 
Clinton claimed far greater political experi-

ence — as a first lady, senator and secretary 
of state — than her opponent. (‘A Tested 
and Trustworthy Team’ was how Carter’s 
campaign promoted him and his running 
mate, Walter Mondale.) And Trump emu-
lated Reagan by selling optimism to a dis-
pirited electorate, while Hillary followed 
Carter’s example by accusing  her oppo-
nent of stirring up hatred and racism.

The 1980 campaign also foreshad-
owed the one of 2016 by being unusually 
confrontational and featuring candidates 
widely disliked and distrusted. But it was 
very cosy by comparison to this one. In par-
ticular, Reagan would never have stooped 
to the vulgar personal abuse favoured by 
Trump; he was too much of a gentleman. 
Even so, many Reagan supporters misled 
pollsters about their voting intention; and 
if fans of the amiable actor were embar-
rassed to admit publicly their preference, 
wouldn’t there be even greater embar-
rassment among the fans of the outlandish 
Donald Trump?

The answer would seem to be yes: vot-
ers’ deceit fooled Fairlie and the pollsters 

in 1980, and it has duped the experts again 
this year. My fear was that the electorate 
would plump for Trump, and this prospect 
too awful to contemplate has come to pass.

I hoped I might be wrong; after all, the 
final polls still suggested a Clinton victory. 
But Trump is special. If Reagan became 
known as the ‘Teflon president’, Trump was 
the ultimate Teflon candidate. His public 
boasting of sexual assaults, which he dis-
missed as mere ‘locker-room talk’ but which 
several women came forward to confirm, 
would have sunk anyone else’s chances, but 
barely dented Trump’s popular support. Nor 
did last weekend’s claim by the Wall Street 
Journal that he had conducted a long extra-
marital affair with a Playboy model stop the 
erosion of Hillary’s poll lead. Such is Trump 
fans’ hatred of the Washington ‘Establish-
ment’ and their urge to humiliate it that 
they have prevailed over all doubts about 
the candidate’s unsuitability for the world’s 
most powerful office.

We now have a new president, but this 
‘traumatic’ campaign, as the New York 
Times has called it, will have a lasting 
impact. It has left Americans more divided 
and disillusioned about politics than ever. 
A final pre-election poll found that eight in 
ten voters were repulsed by the campaign 
and that a majority saw both candidates as 
dishonest.

Democracy is in serious trouble — 
and more so now that Donald Trump has 
achieved what he calls ‘Brexit plus plus 
plus’ and is on his way to the White House. 
Poor America, what a plight! 

If Reagan became known as the 
‘Teflon president’, Trump was the 

ultimate Teflon candidate

‘A bed is available — we just need nursing staff, 
doctors and a hospital to go with it.’

room with both wives and, when I refuse, 
takes me to court for refusing to foster a 
meaningful, shared experience with a fel-
low world citizen based on inclusivity 
and respect.
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scored a smoothly professional victory over 
hurdles confirming to Malcolm Timmins 
and friends that the fun won’t stop with Bob 
Worth’s retirement.

The coming force is obviously Dan Skel-
ton. Skelton’s Robin Roe was highly impres-
sive at Aintree but for the Twelve I will select 
his novice chaser Itsafreebee and his novice 
hurdler Aintree My Dream. Having already 
won a point-to-point and a bumper, the lat-
ter won his first contest with ease. My two 
trainers to watch this year are Neil Mulhol-
land and Rebecca Curtis: Mulholland’s Fox 
Norton looked a future star in winning the 
Randox Health Handicap Chase at Chelten-
ham but I am including, too, his mare Indian 
Stream along with Rebecca Curtis’s Truck-
ers Glory, an impressive winner at Ffos Las 
last month.

In the north Malcolm Jefferson’s hors-
es have been on fine form. His Black Ivory 
impressed in a maiden hurdle at Hexham 
but I will include instead his Cloudy Dream, 
winner there of a beginners’ chase. 

Gary Moore is not one to over-promote 
his horses. Indeed before Antony ran in the 
Sodexo Gold Cup at Ascot the other day he 
declared that neither he nor the handicap-
per had been impressed with his previous 
run. After Antony’s fluent victory, son Jamie, 
who rode him, was talking of Antony as his 
future Grand National horse. The handicap-
per may not be kind after that performance 
but let us include him in the hope of a lit-
tle divine intervention — appropriately for 
us punters one of his owners is a vicar, who 
weaves her sermons around St Anthony, the 
patron saint of lost causes.

I have always liked Philip Hobbs’s Rock 
The Kasbah, who made an impressive start 
over fences, but won’t include him because 
his form tailed off in the spring last season. 
He’ll win races, too, with the J.P. McManus-
owned Defi du Seuil but we are likely to get a 
better price if we choose as our Hobbs horse 
Roll The Dough. Recovered from a cracked 
pelvis, he jumped well in his first chase. For 
the final pair I shall nominate horses from 
slightly less fashionable yards in the hope 
that they creep under the bookmakers’ 
radar. David Bridgwater’s Accord showed 
up well on his Cheltenham debut and Brian 
Ellison’s Ravenhill Road, a £100,000 pur-
chase after winning an Irish point, coasted to 
victory in a Market Rasen bumper. 

The turf 
Twelve to follow 
Robin Oakley

When Theresa May came to power the 
Turf community was full of hope. Had she 
not been, if only briefly and in partnership, 
a racehorse-owner herself? Perhaps, then, 
she might revive the question Margaret 
Thatcher used to put to her ministers about 
any intended senior appointment in White-
hall: ‘One of us?’ Sadly, those early hopes 
are evaporating fast. It is not just that the 
pound’s collapse since she confirmed that 
Brexit means Brexit has given foreign own-
ers a 20 per cent advantage at the blood-
stock sales. It is fear of the government’s 
puritanical streak, a streak that has led to 
a new gambling review and the suggestion 
that ministers are minded to ban advertise-
ments for gambling before 9 p.m. 

Racing depends on gambling, as the Con-
servative home secretary Rab Butler recog-
nised when he legalised betting shops in the 
1960s, and nowadays it depends on TV to 
build the racing and betting audience. With-
out the income stream available from book-
makers’ advertising, commercial television 
will soon lose the appetite for broadcasting 
racing and racing’s own income will rapidly 
diminish. To misquote Macaulay, there is no 
spectacle quite so depressing as the govern-
ment in one of its periodic fits of morality. 
To quote him correctly, we should remem-
ber his dictum: ‘The Puritan hated bear-bait-
ing not because it gave pain to the bear but 
because it gave pleasure to the spectators.’

My own efforts to encourage gambling 
with our twice-yearly Twelve to Follow have 
brought happy results in recent years. Last 
winter’s Twelve to Follow brought us a profit 
of £101 on a £10 level stake to win. The pre-
vious summer’s return was a jolly £328. This 
summer has been a little leaner. Backing only 
one where our selections clashed we had an 
interest in 36 races and ended with a profit 
of £38, although if Ralph Beckett’s She Is 
No Lady had not lost by a short head at San-
down at 9–1 that figure would have improved 
significantly. Of our nine victories the most 
lucrative was Brando’s 11–1 success in the 
Ayr Gold Cup. Mecca’s Angel produced the 
run of her life to win another Nunthorpe 
Stakes from Limato. She won twice, as did 
Brando, She Is No Lady and Great Order.

So now for another jumping season. We 
must have candidates from Paul Nicholls 
and Nicky Henderson and I was intrigued 
to see owner J.P. McManus and Sir Anthony 
McCoy at Ascot the other day to watch the 
Nicholls-trained Modus, who had run poor-
ly on his last two outings last season. Sure 
enough, the money came for him and he 
stormed up from the rear to be a close-up 
third. The same day Nicky’s Cultivator, win-
ner of the bumper on the same card in 2015, 

Bridge 
Janet de Botton

The last three weekends have not been relax-
ing for those of us playing the Premier League, 
with all its attendant dreams of promotion and 
nightmares of relegation. Last year’s winners 
were relegated to division two and Alexander 
Allfrey’s excellent team won.

Today’s hand features (immodestly) 
moi and came from the second weekend in 
Manchester:

First the bidding: my 2  is game forcing 
but that doesn’t count for anything these days. 
David Price, playing for Mossop, stuck in 3
putting paid to my partner, Artur Malinow-
ski, responding with the relay bid of 2 . He 
passed, as double (from either of us) would be 
for penalties. Paul Hackett, East, raised to 4
on his massive three Queen hand which meant 
I had to pass as well. Now North came into the 
action and Artur’s judgment is pretty faultless 
on these occasions: rationalising that I couldn’t 
have a long suit (6+ cards), or more than one 
diamond, he stuck his hand in the bidding box 
and came out with 6 ! Only one problem 
here — I’m playing it.

Price led 6, which I won perforce with the 
Ace. I played Ace and ruffed a Heart, ruffed 
a diamond in hand, cashed Ace King of Spades 
and ruffed a Spade. Thoroughly enjoying the 
cross ruff theme, I ruffed a diamond with the 

Jack, a Heart with the Ace, a diamond 
with the King and with 10 9 8 of Clubs left in 
dummy I could only lose one trick to the Q. 
No finesse necessary — or taken! As usual the 
whole contract was in the bidding and Artur 
was the only one to bid slam — as he was 
quick to remind me when, glowing with pride 
at making the slam, he told me it was laydown 
and even I couldn’t go off. Sigh. . .

 J 3 2
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Dealer South N/S vulnerable
 

‘No point in hunting when you can order online.’
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LIFE

advance. 32 Rc8+ Kf7 33 Nfd3 Bf6 34 
Nxe5+ dxe5 35 Rc2 Rea7 36 Kg2 Ng5 
37 Rd6 e4 38 Bxf6 Kxf6 39 Kf1 Ra1 
(see diagram 2) Black simply threatens to 
double rooks on his eighth rank. 40 Ke2 Rb1 
41 Rd1 White gives away both his b-pawns, 
the equivalent of resignation, but 41 Rxb6?? is 
met with 41 ... Rd7! and 42 Rd2 walks into 42 ... 
Nf3 43 Rxd7 Rxe1 mate. 41 ... Rxb4 42 Ng2 
Rxb5 43 Nf4 Rc5 44 Rb2 b5 45 Kf1 Rac7 
46 Rbb1 Rb7 47 Rb4 Rc4 48 Rb2 b4 49 
Rdb1 Nf3 50 Kg2 Rd7 51 h3 e5 52 Ne2 
Rd2 53 hxg4 fxg4 54 Rxd2 Nxd2 55 Rb2 
Nf3 56 Kf1 b3 57 Kg2 Rc2 White resigns 
58 Rxc2 bxc2 59 Nc1 Ne1+ 60 Kf1 Nd3 wins.

The World Championship in New York begins 
this week. In the run-up, the defending champion, 
Magnus Carlsen of Norway, has been the heavy 
favourite to retain his title against Sergei 
Karjakin, formerly representing the Ukraine but 
now playing for Russia. Their lifetime score at 
classical time limits, under which the New York 
contest will be conducted, is notably loaded in 
favour of the incumbent.  
   As a final preview, here is a win by Carlsen 
against the former champion Vladimir Kramnik. 
The notes are based on Cyrus Lakdawala’s in 
Carlsen: Move by Move (Everyman Chess), a 
useful compendium for those considering 
Christmas gifts for chess enthusiasts.
 
Kramnik-Carlsen: Wijk aan Zee 2008; English 
Opening
 
1 Nf3 Nf6 2 c4 e6 3 Nc3 c5 4 g3 b6 5 Bg2 
Bb7 6 0-0 Be7 7 d4 cxd4 8 Qxd4 d6 9 Rd1 
a6 10 Ng5 Bxg2 11 Kxg2 Nc6 12 Qf4 0-0 
13 Nce4 Ne8 Better than 13 ... Nxe4 14 Qxe4 
Bxg5 15 Bxg5 Qc7 16 Bf4 when White continues 
to exert slight yet nagging pressure, G.Amann-A.
Kranz, Goetzis 1997. 14 b3 Ra7 15 Bb2 Rd7 
16 Rac1 Nc7 17 Nf3 f5 18 Nc3 g5 (see 
diagram 1) This is the plan inaugurated with 16 ... 
Nc7. It appears to weaken the black king but 
White is not really in any position to exploit this. 
19 Qd2 g4 20 Ne1 Bg5 Carlsen forces e3, 
which weakens f3 and all the light squares around 
White’s king. 21 e3 Rff7 22 Kg1 Ne8 23 Ne2 
Kramnik clears the long diagonal and perhaps 
prepares a knight transfer to f4, at the cost of 
weakening e4 further. 23 ... Nf6 24 Nf4 Qe8 
25 Qc3 Rg7 26 b4 Kramnik, sensing the storm 
coming, hurries with a central pawn counter. 26 
... Ne4 27 Qb3 Rge7 28 Qa4 This plan is too 
slow. White is fine after 28 h4. 28 ... Ne5 29 
Qxa6 This is very bad. White should just admit 
he has taken a wrong turn and do an about face. 
29 Qb3 is psychologically difficult to play but 
keeps the white disadvantage to a minimum. 29 
... Ra7 30 Qb5 Not 30 Qxb6 Reb7 31 Qd4 Bf6 
and White loses material. 30 ... Qxb5 31 cxb5 
Rxa2 Black is much better in this endgame as his 
knights are very active and he can plan a kingside 

In Competition No. 2973 you were invited to 
give your thoughts, in verse or prose, on who 
the Person from Porlock might have been 
— assuming, of course, that there was such 
a person. Many thanks to John McGivering, 
who suggested this excellect competition.

Some fingered, as De Quincey did, Col-
eridge’s doctor and laudanum source. Also 
in the frame were Jehovah’s Witness, PPI 
ambulance-chasers and the drugs squad. 
And many agreed with Stevie Smith: ‘As 
the truth is I think he was already stuck/ 
With Kubla Khan … When along comes the 
Person from Porlock/ And takes the blame 
for it.’ The winners take £25 each; Frank 
McDonald nabs £30. 

There came a man from Porlock
And he knocked on Samuel’s door
While he was hard at work. Alas
Poor Samuel wrote no more.
 
‘Now who be ye’ the poet asked
‘Would come at such a time?’
The old man simply stared and said:
‘Put what I say in rime.’
 
‘But I have dreamt of Xanadu,
And much have I to write.’
‘Be silent,’ said the visitor.
The poet turned deathly white.
 
‘I am an ancient mariner,’
The visitor began,
And Samuel listened long and hard,
Forgetting Kublai Khan.
Frank McDonald

I had to call on him about the drains
(We get a blow-back every time it rains.)
As usual he was peeking round the blind.
As usual he was stoned out of his mind.
As usual he’d some verse for me to read — 
For once a mere beginning, not a screed,
About a ‘pleasure-dome’. (Eh? One of those
Big oriental brothels, I suppose.)
It all amounted to a junkie’s dream,
But while he had me trapped he let off steam
About some ‘egotistical sublime’
Completely up himself, so by the time
He’d finished ranting it was far too late
To work. I left him in his blissed-out state.
As usual it would mean another call.
As usual he’d remember bugger-all.
Basil Ransome-Davies

The English team at Porlock Uni prides itself on 
being critically proactive, so when we took the 
faculty’s tardis to 1797 Nether Stowey, we meant 
business.

Coleridge met me at the door, wide-eyed and 
excited. ‘Who are you?’ he asked, but didn’t stop 
for an answer. Instead he insisted on reading the 
beginning of the poem he’d started.

When he finished, he said ‘Well?’ Patiently I 
explained that work was blatantly Orientalist, 
stereotyping the Mongol Khagan as an arbitrary 
and egocentric ruler. I also critiqued his 

PUZZLE NO. 434

White to play. This is a position from Carlsen-
Shirov, Biel 2011. Can you spot Carlsen’s crush-
ing blow? Answers to me at The Spectator by 
Tuesday 15 November or via email to victoria@
spectator.co.uk. There is a prize of £20 for the first 
correct answer out of a hat. Please include a post-
al address and allow six weeks for prize delivery.

Last week’s solution 1 ... g5
Last week’s winner Mark Nottingham,
Ramsgate, Kent

Chess 
Magnus vs Sergei  
Raymond Keene

Competition 
Missing person report  
Lucy Vickery

WDWDWDWD 
4WDWDWDp 
W0W$piWD 
DPDWDphW 
W)WDpDpD 
DWDW)W)W 
WDRDW)W) 
4WDWHKDW 

WDRgk4WD 
4WDqDWDp 
WDWDWhWD 
DQDP0P0W 
WDWDW0WD 
DWDWDW)W 
WDWGN)W) 
DWDWDRIW 

WDW1W4kD 
DWhrgWDp 
p0n0pDWD 
DWDWDp0W 
WDPDW!WD 
DPHWDN)W 
PGWDP)K) 
DW$RDWDW 

Diagram 1

Diagram 2
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  Across
   1 Hails a picador, awfully 

exciting (13)
 11 Difficult child had fun 

playing close to school (7)
 12 Father has undone Turk’s 

head (5)
 14 As You Like It — a piece 

of theatre by Shakespeare 
(6, two words)

 16 Peg checks printer’s error 
in ‘Home on the Range’ (5)

 17 Singer in the nude. Get 
her off! (4)

 20 Wonderful rest is disturbed 
when everyone comes back 
in (7)

 21 French composer having 
his bird nicely cooked, for 
starters (7)

 23 Almost rescue girl in open 
country (7)

 24 Some cheap oil upset 
French soldier (5)

 25 Brad returned with a plant 
(5)

 27 Frank paid in advance (7, 
two words)

 30 Stuck on index, if fact’s 
only partially recalled (7)

 31 He provides food around 
terrace (7)

 35 Odd members of class war 
for living space in Spain (4)

 36 Small creatures — one 
following a small king (5)

 37 Pointer (mongrel) hurt, 
losing tail (6)

 38 Memory of piece’s finale 
before the concert (5)

 39 Russia’s leader put in 
charge? Damn! (7)

 41 Re-stitches arm that’s 
lacerated, making spruce? 
(13, two words)

   Down
 1 Decline a temptation, 

reportedly (5)

 2 One of my companions 
starts to plant poppies in 
grass (5)

 3 Resting places with sea so 
rough! (5)

 4 Sloping island, one covered 
with powder (6)

 5 Confines in shacks when 
wickedness is around (7, 
two words)

 7 Failed playing away from 
home (6)

 8 Everywhere, that’s nothing 
but a ball, it seems (9, two 
words)

 10 Hire actor fluffing line 
needing no response (10)

 18 Everyone born is taken by 
grim reaper — and him? 
(10)

 21 I clear cop crashing his 
vehicle (9, two words)

 22 A deerstalker’s put-down? 
(7)

 26 Superior in tiptop 
accommodation, which is 
right in theory (7, two 
words)

 28 Form of defence favoured 
to get around a charge (7)

 29 Secret enquiry lacks colour 
and formality (6)

 30 Archbishop of Canterbury 
from Le Mans (6)

 32 Vandalises the 
‘hescutcheon’? (5)

 A first prize of £30 for the first 
correct solution opened on 
28 November. There are two 
runners-up prizes of £20. (UK 
solvers can choose to receive 
the latest edition of the 
Chambers dictionary instead of 
cash— ring the word 
‘dictionary’.) Entries to: 
Crossword 2286, The Spectator, 
22 Old Queen Street, London 
SW1H 9HP. Please allow six 
weeks for prize delivery.

Crossword 
2286: B  
by Doc

presentation of the dulcimer-playing Abyssinian 
maid as smacking of cultural appropriation, fit to 
be held up in our department as an example of 
bad practice. When I also pointed out that he was 
a dead white male, Coleridge finally gathered that 
mine was the voice of posterity.

We are happy to report that, discouraged, he 
discontinued work on his remarkable but 
reprehensible poem.
George Simmers

My heart leapt up when I beheld
A rainbow’s ostentation
And so I tore to Samuel’s door
To share my inspiration.
He sleepily came out and said:
‘Dear Will, I’ve had a dream.’
‘And so have I’ was my reply
And blurted out my theme.
For when I’m charged with inner fire
I have to share its flame.
I reached the end and told my friend
That he must do the same.
‘Now was that dream of yours,’ I asked,
‘Of pleasure or regret?’
With misty eye he muttered: ‘I
Was… I was… I forget.’
Max Ross

Make way for the Person from Porlock
Who arrives in a haste, on the doublish
Touches his cap, touches his forelock
Says, ‘Sam have you something to publish?’
 
‘I got you a slot in with William
With your very loquacious Jack Tar,
But we can’t have you always as pillion
When you’re really the lyrical star.
 
‘You say that you’ve something in draft?
Let’s have it! The wolf’s at the gates —
We’ve got a whole market to shaft,
And the Christmas bestseller list waits.
 
‘As your agent, I tell you, we’re skint —
I need some new poems to go —
For God’s sake, you’ve nothing in print!
What d’you mean, “Interrupted my flow”?’
Bill Greenwell

In waking dreams the poet tells a tale
Of caverns, measureless, and honey dew,
Lush images of distant Xanadu
In drug-fuelled visions on an epic scale.
At length he hears a knocking at the door;
A stranger enters, ‘Alfred is my name,
But you can call me Alph. In haste I came
From Porlock, o’er the hill — ’tis one in four —
For I’m your new supplier, and I bring
This powdered happiness, your heart’s desire.’
‘Pray join me,’ cries the poet, ‘let us fire
Our minds with opiates — we’ll have a fling!’
Yet drowsiness o’ertakes him by and by,
He turns aside and murmurs, with a sigh,
‘I fear my inspiration’s taken flight,
What’s showing at the Pleasure Dome tonight?’
Sylvia Fairley

NO. 2976: THE LONG VIEW

You are invited to submit an extract of a 
speech in which a well-known figure from 
history (please specify) comments on a 
pressing item on today’s news agenda. Please 
email entries of up to 150 words to lucy@
spectator.co.uk by midday on 23 November. 

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8

9 10 11

12 13 14 15

16 17 18

19 20

21 22

23 24

25 26 27 28

29 30

31 32 33 34

35 36

37 38

39 40

41

SOLUTION TO 2283: BE DAMNED

The unclued lights are PUBLISHING FIRMS.
Our apologies for the omission of clue 42 Across. It went 
missing during the production stage. It should have read: 
42 Enticing action Latino attains oddly (13)

First prize Jenny Gubb, Uffculme, Devon
Runners-up Philip Berridge, Spalding, Lincolnshire;
Mrs E. Knights, Wisbech, Cambridgeshire

Name    
 
Address   

  

  

  

Email  

 

The unclued lights are of a 
kind. Ignore one grave accent.
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rities?’ But it’s not actually a pro-
gramme in which D-list nonentities 
struggle to explain to a panel of peo-
ple who’ve actually achieved some-
thing why they should have heard of 
them — although, come to think of 
it, that would be quite funny. (‘Hi, my 
name’s Jeremy and I’m the leader of 
the Labour party.’)

No, it’s the ‘celebrity’ version of 
a quiz show called Pointless in which 
the contestants are asked to come up 
with the most obscure answers they 
can to general knowledge questions. 
To judge how obscure your answer 
is, the same questions are asked of 
a  hundred  members of the public 
beforehand and the best possible 
answer you can give – a ‘pointless 
answer’ — is one that none of them 
have thought of.

The reason I was invited on the 
programme was because it was a 
special edition featuring journal-
ists, although none of us are exactly 
household names. I was originally 
supposed to do it with Rachel John-
son — the contestants are divided 
into teams of two — but she with-
drew at the last minute. The producer 
called me in a panic, asking if I could 
think of a replacement, and I sug-
gested Melissa Kite. In retrospect, I 
should not have named a  fellow Spec-
tator journalist. It meant that when 
we appeared together we were billed 
as ‘the Spectator team’. We weren’t 
just representing ourselves. We were 
ambassadors for the oldest contin-
uously published magazine in the 
 English language.

There were eight contestants 
in total and the first thing we were 
asked was to think of words ending 
in ‘ord’. I was up first and the best 

I give an after-dinner speech occa-
sionally called ‘Media Training 
for Dummies’. That may sound 

condescending, but the dummy in 
question is me. It’s a compendium of 
anecdotes about my disastrous media 
appearances, each more humiliating 
than the last. At some point I’m going 
to turn it into a PowerPoint presenta-
tion, interspersing the talk with clips 
so the audience can see that I’m not 
exaggerating.

Until recently, my most embar-
rassing moment was in New York in 
1995, when I took part in a spelling 
bee broadcast live on the radio. I was 
the first contestant and my word was 
‘barrette’. I’d never encountered this 
before — it’s the American word for 
hairclip — and asked the quiz master 
if he meant ‘beret’. I said ‘beret’ in 
a thick French accent to advertise 
just how cosmopolitan I was, but he 
was unimpressed. ‘No,’ he said. ‘The 
word is “barrette” and I’m pronounc-
ing it correctly.’ A few seconds later 
I was leaving the stage, tail between 
my legs.

I now have an experience even 
more humiliating than that: my 
appearance on a television pro-
gramme called Pointless Celebrities 
last Saturday. Now, if you’re unfamil-
iar with this I can hear you thinking: 
‘Why would you agree to appear on 
something called Pointless Celeb-

answer I could think of was ‘smorgas-
bord’. But I didn’t dare risk it because 
I wasn’t sure it didn’t have an ‘e’ on 
the end and if you give an incorrect 
answer you automatically score 100 
points. So I played it safe and said 
‘fjord’. The presenter triumphantly 
announced that 19 members of the 
public had also come up with ‘fjord’ – 
not exactly a ‘pointless answer’ — so 
I scored 19 points.

Poor Melissa then had to wait 
until all the other contestants had 
had their turn before she was in the 
hot seat. Being journalists, the other 
three teams had all done well and 
the highest combined score was 31. 
This meant that for us to stay in the 
game Melissa had to come up with an 
answer that scored 11 or less. I cursed 
myself. If I’d been a bit  smarter, 
Melissa wouldn’t have been  landed 
with such a difficult task. In the 
end, the word she came up with just 
missed the mark and we were elimi-
nated in the first round. To compound 
my sense of shame, the presenter then 
gleefully listed all the words that 
would have been ‘pointless answers’ 
and top of the list was ‘smorgasbord’. 
If only I was better at spelling!

Afterwards I told Melissa not to 
worry – no one we knew would watch 
it and certainly not anyone who 
worked at The Spectator. I was wrong. 
It was broadcast on BBC1 at 6.05 p.m. 
and seen by over four  million people 
and when I went into the Spectator 
offices on Monday morning I was 
greeted with gales of laughter. This 
may be the last time you see my name 
in the magazine.

Toby Young is associate editor of 
The Spectator.

Status Anxiety
Oh, the shame of
not being Pointless
Toby Young

MICHAEL HEATH

Melissa 
and I were 
ambassadors 
for the oldest 
continuously 
published 
magazine in 
the  English 
language
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tion, is José Mourinho. Once as mag-
netic as Klopp, he now seems to have 
lost it entirely up in his eyrie in the 
Lowry hotel. Last season at Chelsea 
he picked feuds with anybody from 
his team doctor to most of his players. 
Eden Hazard, one of the best players 
in the Premier League, was a disaster 
under José. Now he’s showing what a 
magnificent footballer he really is. 

Once maybe, years ago, players 
went along with José’s claim to be the 
special one and played their socks off 
for him. Now perhaps they see him 
as a bit of a jerk and are playing like 
jerks themselves. José is a man in the 
grip of a confrontational madness, full 
of self-regard and too little class. And 
deeply irritating.

Some misguided observers, not far 
from this space, may have recently 
given the impression that there were 
fears over the future of Test cricket. 
Sorry about that: it’s in the rudest of 
health. The England tests in Bangla-
desh were breathtaking and we were 
lucky to get away with a drawn series. 
The enthralling defeat in the second 
test was categorised as part of a ‘cata-
logue of shame’ by various blowhards, 
but how patronising that is. Bangla-
desh were astonishingly good, and 
it was shameful that some England 
players had chosen not to come. The 
Tigers have long been a very good 
white-ball side. Now they are becom-
ing a significant Test-playing nation. 
And who wouldn’t welcome that?

Jurgen or José: compare and con-
trast (and please write on as many 
sides of the paper as possible). Is 

there any more charismatic man in 
Britain right now than Jurgen Klopp? 
A real Special One and currently sit-
ting on top of the Premier League. He 
gives good interview, loves his players, 
loves the fans (they love him back) 
and is gracious and cheerful in vic-
tory as well as the occasional defeat. 
He is building a Liverpool side that’s 
playing with buzz, flair and an exuber-
ant joyfulness; a brilliant coach but 
one for whom football is still clearly a 
game. When I stood on the Kop in the 
early 1970s we watched a godlike set 
of players: Clemence, Lawler, Smith, 
Hughes, Heighway, Keegan, Toshack 
and on and on... the best team I have 
ever seen. But this current side play 
with such verve and fearlessness, they 
are almost there. And (whisper this) 
they may be more attractive to watch.

As Klopp said the other day: ‘We 
are Liverpool — we have to play in a 
certain way.’ That’s a man who gets it.

Meanwhile in Manchester, and 
seemingly in need of medical atten-

Down under, the series between 
Australia and South Africa kicked 
off with a 177-run hammering for the 
Aussies in Perth. And this after they 
were 150-0 in their first innings and 
the Springboks had lost the best fast 
bowler in the world, Dale Steyn, to a 
broken shoulder. (They are already 
without one of the world’s best bats-
men, as A.B. de Villiers is injured.) 
This is now a formidable South Afri-
can team, and it’s especially pleasing, 
given the complaints about the quota 
system, that their young black players, 
Kagiso Rabada and Temba Bavuma, 
are doing so well. Rabada took 5-92 
to wreck the Aussies’ second innings 
and Bavuma pulled off the best run-
out I’ve ever seen, swooping in from 
cover, and twisting his body horizon-
tally in mid-air to throw down the 
stumps, beating David Warner by 
inches. Look at it online: it is bare-
ly credible. The teams move on to 
Hobart now. Can’t wait, even if it is 
an overnighter on the sofa.

Good to see Geoff Boycott and 
one of his greatest fans, Theresa May, 
sharing the Taj Palace hotel in Delhi 
this week. Both are people keen to get 
their houses in order, Boycs quite lit-
erally as he has a feng shui expert up 
to his house now and again to make 
sure he’s sleeping in the best direction 
for his health. Seriously. And you’d 
hope that he’d be able to help the 
Prime Minister on how to deal with 
the trading corridor of uncertainty.

Q. A man I know (but not very 
well) has invited me and another 
girl to stay in a villa he’s been 
loaned. He says the only thing 
I’ll have to pay for is my flight 
but I suspect that though we’ll 
probably have picnics on the 
beach each day for lunch, we’ll go 
to expensive restaurants at night 
and split the bill three ways. I like 
them both, but they are spoilt 
while I’m an artist and just can’t 
spend what they can. It would 
be so uncool to start saying, ‘But 
I only had the salad and water 
and you’ve had the oysters and 

champagne blah.’ Nor would 
I want them to subsidise me 
every night. So I would love to 
go but how can I get around this 
bill-splitting problem? Should I 
pretend to be on a diet and let 
them go out to dinner on their 
own each night?
— Name and address withheld

A. Don’t pretend to be on a diet. 
That would be a killjoy motif for 
the holiday. Instead make your 
non-presence in the restaurants 
into a positive by alleging you 
are doing a series of artworks 
based on dark landscapes and are 
ecstatically happy at the thought of 
the opportunities this hot country 
will present to you and you will 
choke down sandwiches to allow 
yourself to achieve this artistic 
ambition. You can splodge away 
while they are out. You never 
know, you might learn something. 

Q. A small question as Christmas 
approaches, and the hearthside 
unwrappings loom: how do you 
deal with close relatives who are 
habitually late and thoughtless 
(and also niggardly beyond 
belief i.e. charity shop) in their 
present-giving? Needless to say, 
they have pots. I have tried to 
smile and wave, maintaining 
stout generosity as a matter of 
principle, but after years of abject 
lopsidedness, I yearn for revenge; 
failing that, to bring contrition 
or at least an acknowledgement 
of this state of affairs. It is the 
children who suffer.
— N.B., address withheld

A. Your frustration is 
understandable but none of us 
has any right to expect our well-
funded friends or family members 
to shell out for us just because 
they can. Indeed it has often been 

noted that many members of the 
super-rich are famed for their 
penny-pinching — to the extent 
that it’s almost a mental illness. 
And yet it doesn’t stop them 
from being lovable. If you don’t 
find them so, then perhaps this 
explains everything about their 
failure to deliver.

Q. I am being pressed to RSVP 
to a Christmas drinks party 
invitation that was sent out to 
me on 1 October. What if less 
efficient but important (for work) 
people ask me on the same night? 
— Name and address withheld

A. Accept the invitation but explain 
you will only be able to make a 
fleeting appearance due to other 
commitments. Most of your fellow 
guests will be in the same boat. 
Stay on at the first party for longer 
if no other invitations manifest. 

Spectator Sport 
Football’s new  
Special One 
Roger Alton

Is there 
any more 
charismatic 
man in Britain 
right now than 
Jurgen Klopp? 

DEAR MARY YOUR PROBLEMS SOLVED
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I don’t mind if you giggle, reader, and 
call me a dear sweet thing, just a bit 
excitable, I really don’t. I see pover-
ty blindness everywhere, which is like 
real blindness but less obvious, so I 
can only think that the future is going 
to be a bit of a shock to people who 
don’t know that unequal societies are 
unstable societies, and no amount of 
cheesecake — or bunting, or guns 
— will save you, or rather us, since I 
am informed on Twitter that I am a 
bourgeois counter-revolutionary who 
is helping the Tories with their evil 
plans, and not just by advising them 
on where to eat their cheesecake.

So I want everyone to know that I 
am Jewish, because pretending not to 
be will make no difference now, and 
Jews always think terrible things will 
happen and are quite often right, and 
this is pleasing, and I have a sugges-
tion for your last meal, especially if 
you like cheesecake, which is Harry 
Morgan in St John’s Wood High 
Street, near Rigby & Peller, where 
the Queen of England buys her knick-

H arry Morgan is a Jewish del-
icatessen and restaurant in 
the style of New York City on 

St John’s Wood High Street in north 
London. St John’s Wood is home to 
wealthy Muslims and Jews, who are 
attracted by a lone mosque, many syn-
agogues and more cake shops than 
even the greediest hedge-funder could 
eat his swiftly receding feelings in. I 
am aware I sound like an estate agent. 
It is really a stage set for the inter-faith 
organisation the Imams and  Rabbis 
Council of the United Kingdom, about 
which the joke is, although it isn’t very 
funny: the Jews pay for it all. 

I am also aware that I am writing 
about being Jewish. I do this because 
I now believe that the enlightenment 
is gone, that parliamentary democracy 
is going and that we will soon be beat-
ing each other in the streets for chick-
en bones. It will be like The Day of 
the Triffids, which was actually set on 
Hampstead Heath, except we won’t 
need flesh-eating walking daffodils to 
destroy our civilisation: we can do it 
all by ourselves! It was all metaphor! 

ers, because everyone needs knickers 
except apparently my lodger.

Harry Morgan is bright and light 
and it has red booths, and the staff are 
often warm, and sometimes rude by 
mistake; that is, they are Jewish. It is 
informal and chaotic and I am happy 
here. I often dream of apocalypse res-
taurants, and where I would like to 
be, or eat, when the wave rolls on or 
the doves fall from the sky or, at the 
moment, when the people in charge 
get so stupid that the planet shuts up 
shop, goes elsewhere, maybe some-
where without Facebook. 

This is one of those places: an anti-
dote to all that limp decadence. The 
food is good, although it is not the 
point; the point is that Harry Morgan 
is alive and he is real. Or he was. The 
chicken soup is adequate, but it is not 
fierce as it should be; the schnitzel is 
the size of a satellite dish; the meat-
loaf is a brown lump on a plate, and I 
am afraid of it and I do not eat it. 

But the salt beef, and here I type 
a comma for awe, is the best in Lon-
don since the Selfridges salt beef bar 
has fallen off, as it should, because 
salt beef has no place in a department 
store. The cheesecake, likewise, is a 
thing of awe, and if you believe, as I 
do, that cheesecake — alongside Jaco-
po Tintoretto’s paintings and Hilary 
Mantel’s prose — is one of the few 
consolations in these wicked days, you 
should go to Harry Morgan and eat 
some. It isn’t fashionable, so there will 
be no wait for a table. You’ll be fine.

Harry Morgan, 29–31 St John’s Wood 
High Street, London NW8 7NH,  
tel: 020 7722 1869.

Food 
The cheesecake of the apocalypse 
Tanya Gold

I often dream 
of where I 
would like 
to be, or eat, 
when the 
doves fall  
from the sky

‘If there’s one thing I can’t 
stand,’ said my husband, ‘it’s 
scented candles.’ Now, we have 
never knowingly harboured a 
scented candle in the house. He 
was merely rebelling against 
the notion of hygge, named by 
Collins’ dictionaries as one of 
the words — English words — 
of 2016. The motive for naming 
it may stem from the dictionary 
wars mounted by rival publishers’ 
marketing departments, but hygge 
is indeed everywhere, not least 
bookshops, where the Christmas 
shelves offer Hygge, The Book of 
Hygge, The Little Book of Hygge, 
How to Hygge, Keep Calm and 
Hygge, The Cosy Hygge Winter 
Colouring Book. I’ll stop there.

What does it mean? ‘Cosiness’. 
It is a noun, pronounced hue-guh 
with the first vowel resembling 
that in French vu, then a hard 
g and an indeterminate vowel 
after it. The adjective is hyggelig. 
All those books find attraction 
in its connotations, said to be 
essential to being Danish. The 
appetite to be Danish has never 
before been so developed, except 
among Danes. It is even said 
that the crime serial The Killing 
conveyed hygge, but, beyond 
Sofie Gråbøl’s sweaters, I find 

that unconvincing. (The serial 
was called Forbrydelsen, ‘crime’, 
in Danish. The word killing in 
Danish means ‘kitten’.)

Hygge was borrowed by 
Danish from Norwegian. There is 
no related Swedish word. Claims 
of a link with English hug are 
baseless, because no one knows 
where hug, which popped up in 
Shakespeare’s day, came from.

As for meaning, it has been 
likened to German Gemütlichkeit, 
which can convey cosiness, 
friendliness and belonging, but 
also exclusion and kitsch. Is 
hygge linked with the exclusion 
of foreigners, ask sociolinguists 
anxiously? Danes are capable 
of calling a summer cottage 

Hyggebo, ‘Cosy-cot’. Certainly 
there is an easy collocation 
hjemlig hygge, ‘homely hygge’, 
exemplified by tea and cake with 
your grandmother by candlelight. 
Candles suggest darkness and 
cold outside, glowing warmth 
indoors. The climate makes hygge 
very different from the Spanish 
notion of convivencia, although 
Carsten Levisen, in his book 
on Danishness and language, 
suggests an English translation of 
hygge as ‘pleasant togetherness’. 
The problem in English terms is 
that by the second day of snug 
Christmas (julehugge) around the 
television, the growing element is 
of unpleasant togetherness.

 — Dot Wordsworth

MIND YOUR LANGUAGE

Hygge

‘All things Scandi are really in this year!’



The Spectator  
festive wine lunch
We are delighted to announce that our business editor, 
Martin Vander Weyer, and our drinks editor, Jonathan Ray, 
will be hosting a second Christmas lunch, courtesy of Forman 
& Field, on Friday 2 December.

Martin will talk about the business world's opportunities in 
2017 – especially in the light of Brexit. Jonathan will present 
wines he has featured in the updated and revised edition 
of Simon Hoggart’s Life’s Too Short to Drink Bad Wine, 
including Charles Heidsieck Brut Réserve NV. 

The initial advertised lunch sold out within hours, so please 
book now to avoid disappointment.
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Buy your copy now 
bit.ly/The-Spectator-Book

‘The Speccie has always been 
known for its provocative 
humour, and this sublime 
collection of articles leaves  
you in no doubt that the 
tradition continues’

— Mark Mason

The perfect Christmas gift: a bumper collection 
of The Spectator’s funniest and most sparkling 
contributions from the past 25 years.




