Salisbury
Rev

Autumn 1998

Volume 17 Number 1 £4.00

1600

The quarterly magazine of conservative thought

N

The Third Marquess of Salisbury
1830 - 1903

Architecture and the Prince
Mira Bar-Hillel
Organophosphates
Margaret Mar
Green Conservatism
Ralph Clitheroe
Blair’s Britain
Hal Colebatch
Tribal Identities
Aidan Rankin
Euthanasia
Ray Honeyford

The Claridge Press



Contents

Organophosphates

Margaret Mar 4
Natural Resources and the Countryside

Ralph Clitheroe 8
We Are All “Indigenous Peoples” Now

Aidan Rankin 12
Cassandra in the Environment

Sev  Sternell 16
Architecture and the Prince

Mira Bar-Hillel 19
Blair’s Britain

Hal Colebatch 24
The English Tradition in Literature

Robert Grant 26
Euthanasia

Ray Honeyford 32
European Union Propaganda and British Freedom

David Marsland 34
Leavis and Bakhtin

Patrick Miles 38
The end of the “velvet” illusion

Marek Svoboda 42
Editorial 44
Letters 45

Letter from America
Samuel Francis

Reviews
George Chowdharay-Best, Keith Jacka, Hal Colebatch,
Paul Helm, Aidan Rankin, Derek Turner

In Short

Notes on Reviewers

Subscription details

47

49

57

Published quarterly in September, December, March and June, volume

commencing with September issue.

Annual subscription rates: £16, Europe/surface rest of world £18, £24

airmail rest of world; Single issues £4.00, ISSN: 0265-4881.

North American subscription from ISI, 3901 Centerville Road, PO Box

4431, Wilmington, DE 19807-0431, USA.
Copyright © The Claridge Press.

Allrightsreserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored

in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form, or by any means,

electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or other without
prior written permission of the copyright owner.

Printed in the UK by The Warwick Printing Company Ltd.
Typesetting by DASH

the

Conservative Journal
Svobodné Rozhledy

The Czech republic has enjoyed uninterrupted govern-
ment by a self-styled ‘conservative’ coalition, ever since
it broke away from the former Czechoslovakia in 1992.
But, as the world now knows, the experiment has ended
in disillusion and anxiety; the ‘free economy’ has turned
out to be an economy in which only the crooks are free,
while the ‘conservative’ reforms have done nothing to
restore to the Czechs the national identity and national
pride of which their culture constantly reminds them.
The need has arisen to understand the conservative
message, and adapt it to the new conditions. Svobodné
Rozhledy (Free Perspectives) is one attempt to do this.
Founded by a group of young people in Prague, and
edited by a team under Ladislav MozZny, the journal is “a
space for liberal-conservative discussion’. Its purpose is
to revive the tradition of classical liberal thinking within
a conservative framework, whose greatest spokesmen in
our time have been central Europeans — Hayek, Polanyi,
Voegelin and Masaryk. The main purpose is to rescue
liberalism from the libertarians, and conservatism from
the reactionaries. A true liberal economy, the journal
maintains, is not a free-for-all, but an exercise in legal
order; and a true conservative social policy is not a

bellicose nationalism, but an attempt to produce an edu-
cated and open society, with a common respect for
public law-abidingness and private virtue.

The third issue, for spring of this year, includes an
important article by Michal ToSovsky, a minister for
economic reform in Klaus’s last government, warning
against the end of the free economy. The tendency has
arisen, he argues, to look for guarantees of security which
cannot be provided without once again nationalising the
economy, and will not be provided even then, since the
state will not be able to afford them. People seek legal
remedies for moral failings: it is not the law, or the state-
controlled economy, which will restore public spirit and
charity to the Czech people, but only their own moral sense
— something that they can be led to acquire only when
their lives are their own responsibility.

Other articles cover economic and political analysis,
with translations from foreign sources on the major
intellectual inputs into the liberal-conservative posi-
tion.

Svobodné Rozhledy is published quarterly, with pri-
vate support, and available free from Spolecnost pro
obcansky rozhled, Na lepSim 6, Praha 4.
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In this issue we carry several articles on the environment —
the problem to which all politicians pay lip-service, and
about which no politician ever does a thing. In the last
decade we have seen the virtual destruction of our fisheries,
the continuing erosion of the rain forests, the seemingly
unstoppable expansion of air-travel, road transport, and the
global economy, and the transformation of much of the
English countryside into the kind of lifeless wilderness that
stretches from Aachen to the woods of Bavaria. The Labour
Party is politically correct on the environment — it makes
the right noises, while retaining old and comfortable poli-
cies. But the deep thinking that the issue requires has made
no contact with government policy. In 1981 Marion Shoard
published The Theft of the Countryside, arguing that the
countryside was being destroyed by subsidies which favour
production overresidence, and monoculture over biodiversity.
Seventeen years later Graham Harvey published The Killing
of the Countryside, making exactly the same complaint.
When it comes to agribusiness, it is the vandals who call the
shots. Not in a single particular have their activities been
curtailed — not even in the massive use of dangerous
pesticides, such as the organophosphates described in this
issue by the Countess of Mar. What steps are being taken
to ensure that the new Food Standards Agency will reflect the
interests of ordinary people, of farm animals, wild life and
the countryside, rather than the interests of the absentee
owners who are churning and drenching the land? The
Labour Party stands side by side with the supermarket lobby
and the subsidariat, in the attempt to stamp out the small
producer. It remains hostile to hunting, and the localised
and unpasteurised economy of the traditional countryside —
although it is such things alone that have protected us from
the ecological disaster that laid waste the plains of Northern
Germany.

Should we, in response to this, follow Lord Clitheroe’s
advice, and cultivate our garden, while making sure that the
garden includes as much as possible of the surrounding
countryside? Or should we, as Aidan Rankin suggests,
rediscover our true identity, as indigenous people, with a
claim on the land that precedes the claim of politics? Maybe
our fears are exaggerated, or at any rate misdirected, as Sev
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Sternhell believes? Certainly, we should beware of the bias
which leads us constantly to conserve tracts of country, and
never to ask what or whom this conservation is for. The
threat to our countryside does not come from the culture of
subsidies only; nor is it merely a matter of climate change,
communications, or any other global force. The threat
comes first and foremost from the collapse of inner cities,
and the reluctance of people to live in places which have been
destroyed by misguided social policy and belligerent mod-
ernist planning. As Mira Bar-Hillel argues, the Prince of
Wales spoke up in this matter for the people of Britain,
defending them against the established profiteers who are
erasing our urban inheritance. Will he speak again? Or must
we tolerate, under New Labour, the modernist and post-
modernist children who are dancing on our grave?

Nature is one of the few areas in which a policy of
conservation is universally favoured. In this it differs
markedly from culture. Nature must be conserved, but
culture changed: such is the message of left-wing thinking.
The conservative response is to conserve both nature and
culture, and to argue that nature is most likely to be con-
served when people conserve their culture too. For what is
culture, if not the long-term view of things, which sets the
present generation at a distance from its own desires? It is
culture that teaches us to respect the past, and therefore to
conserve the past for our descendants. And each nation has
its own cultural inheritance, which not only attaches it to a
place and a time, but also creates its distinctive character. As
Robert Grant shows, English literature provides an illumi-
nating guide to our national character — one far more useful
than the sound-bites of the media. Grant’s wise observations
take us back to Leavis, who made the study of literature into
the foundation of social thought. We commemorate the
great man — surely one of our deepest conservative thinkers
— with an article from Patrick Miles, in which an interesting
parallel is drawn with a writer who, unlike Leavis, has found
an enthusiastic following on the Left: Mikhail Bakhtin.

What such discussions would mean to our new cultural
masters it is hard to say. If Hal Colebatch is to be believed,
we are entering the greatest cultural revolution of our
century — a revolution against culture itself.
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Organophosphates

Margaret Mar asks whether we know what our
children are eating

y husband and I have 140
acres in Worcestershire with
a flock of about 120 mule

ewes: commercial farm sheep. We were
compelled, like everybody else, to dip
twice a year in MAFF approved dips.
There was a list of some 20 dips, all but
three of which were organophosphate
based. The pyrethroid based ones were
very much more expensive than
organophosphate dips and therefore,
like most farmers, we used OPs.

When OP dips were first introduced
into the UK we were told that they
were very much safer than the
organochlorine ones which they re-
placed, though we were not told in
which way they were safer.

About 10 or 15 years ago it was
discovered that eagles were not breed-
ing properly. Their eggs were either
soft-shelled or infertile. This failure
was attributed to organochlorines. We
were using dieldrin dips at this stage.

The instructions which accompanied
the OP dips recommended a minimum
of protective clothing; a rubber apron
or leggings, rubber boots and rubber
gloves. Included in the pack was a
phenolic disinfectant, but nobody told
us that phenol rots rubber very quickly.
We did notice that the gloves were
about a foot long by the time we had
finished dipping! We did not associate
that with the fact that this also made
the rubber items permeable, so our
boots and aprons gently rotted away
whilst we were in the process of dipping.

In 1989 we had a particularly stroppy
sheep which was reluctant to go into
the dip. My husband hurled it in with
great vigour and created a tidal wave,
causing some of the dip to go into my
Wellington boot. I did not realise that,

at that stage, I should have rushed into
the house, removed my clothes, had a
shower and thrown my boots away. 1
went on working through the morning
session until we had finished. When
we stopped for lunch I began to feel
unwell. I had a runny nose, a tight
chest, a headache and felt generally
*fluish. I can remember sitting on a log
while my neighbour’s sheep were be-
ing dipped in the afternoon and really
feeling awful. The next day I felt fine
and thought no more of it.

The instructions on the dip label say:
“If you feel unwell go to see your
doctor.” As far as a farmer is con-
cerned, feeling unwell means being off
your feet for several days and not being
able to do anything. If you are better in
24 hours you do not bother to go to see
your GP. What I now know is that what
was euphemistically called ‘dipping
flu’ was, in fact, the acute effect of
organophosphate poisoning. I think
that nearly every sheep farmer I know
has suffered from the acute effects of
organophosphate poisoning at some
stage or another.

I have said that I felt fine 24 hours
later. About three weeks after the inci-
dent, I got up one morning, had my
shower, and came back upstairs to my
husband. I told him that I was feeling
so tired I would have to go back to bed.
This dreadful tiredness continued for
about 18 months. I went to see my GP
who said I was depressed: “Have some
antidepressants.” [ was offered Ativan,
which I knew was addictive, so I re-
Jjected it. I then started to show all sorts
of strange symptoms, like hot flushes,
nightmares and waking up in a pool of
sweat at night, so I went back to my
GP. This time it was: “It’s your age, my
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dear. Have some hormone replace-
ment therapy.” This did not work and
I began to get strange sensations in my
muscles, particularly across my shoul-
ders and in the long muscles in my
arms, back and thighs. It was almost
like being stung by stinging nettles.
Others have described it as being like
maggots under the skin. Further refer-
ence to my GP resulted in a diagnosis
of shingles. “Have some cream!” Then
the major muscle aches really started.
They were excruciatingly painful. 1
can remember weeping when I had to
get dressed or undressed and I had to
wear clothes which buttoned down the
front because I could not move my
arms sufficiently to pull them off oth-
erwise. That was a postural problem:
“Go to a physiotherapist.” My physi-
otherapist could see that I was getting
greyer and greyer each time she saw
me and that there was a deterioration
in my condition, so she sent me back to
the GP. In between, the GP had con-
ducted tests for things like anaemia,
thyroid function and for enzootic dis-
eases such as brucellosis. She had
cottoned on to those, but she never
once asked me about any chemicals to
which I might have been exposed. All
the tests proved negative. In the end
she said, “I think you had better go to
see a psychologist”. At that stage I
wanted to know what was wrong with
me so I agreed to go. With the psy-
chologist’s appointment came an eight
page form. The first page asked what [
thought was wrong with me, so I wrote
across it: “I don’t know. That is what
I'am going to see you for.” I got further
into the form. I was asked to list all my
liaisons with names. When you get to
my age, you don’t remember them all!



Then: “How many abortions have you
had?” At this stage I felt that this was
not relevant to what I was feeling, so |
wrote to the psychologist and said: “If
you cannot obtain this sort of informa-
tion in the first five minutes of an
interview with me, then I do not think
you are worth your salt.” I abandoned
that one. 1 returned to my GP and
informed her that I had lost confidence
in her so I moved to another practice.

My new GP realised that I was in fact
suffering a real physical illness. He
tried a number of drugs, and other
regimes which did not work. He finally
suggested — and this was the best
piece of advice I have ever had — that
I try complementary medicine. I was
extraordinarily fortunate in that I found
the right practitioner the first time.
Complementary practitioners are not
allowed to diagnose illness. She used
kinesiology (muscle testing) and told
me that she thought my liver had been
poisoned. We went through all the
things to which I had been exposed. 1
had no idea that organophosphates
were poisonous for 1 knew nothing
about OPs at that stage. She treated me
with mineral and vitamin supplements.
At that stage my brain was like por-
ridge. What came out of my mouth was
not what I thought. (To my horror, this
happened to me once in a debate.) My
body was in such a state that some-
times it was hard for me to move. My
spirits were either up in the air or down
in my boots. I have stood with a shot-
gun under my chin on several occa-
sions. One of the things we now know
is that victims of OP poisoning, a large
number of them, have impulsive sui-
cide feelings. I must have a guardian
angel up there who looks after me!

It was two years after I was poisoned
that I was helped. In 1992, I read a tiny
article about dippers’ ’flu. I telephoned
my practitioner, and asked whether
she thought this could be the cause of
my problems. She suggested I bring
her a small sample of the dip and she
would test me. The sample was soon
outside her back door, she considered
it too poisonous to have around. We
then looked back. My GP had found it
hard to understand why it was that I
was always more ill in the summer

than in the winter, on the assumption
that I was suffering some kind of rheu-
matoid disease. Of course, when we
looked at it, it was every time we
dipped that I was ill; every time our
tenant sprayed his crops, I was ill;
every time 1 came in contact with a
Vapona fly strip, which is impreg-
nated with an OP, I was ill. It all
immediately fell into place, but we still
did not know what to do.

I keep goats and sell milk and make
cheese from goats’ milk, and I occa-
sionally show my goats. In the summer
of 1993 I had taken some animals to a
local show at Tenbury. About 30 me-
tres from the goat lines were the sheep.
At that time all show sheep were re-
quired to be dipped in an OP dip. It was
anice sunny day with a pleasant breeze.
1 knew that I must keep away from the
sheep, but on the breeze were the OPs.
By 4 o’clock in the afternoon I was
feeling very unwell. I went home, went
to bed and suffered all the acute symp-
toms again. I had nightmares, my legs
were jumping and I developed very
painful colic. I saw my GP on the
following Monday morning. He took a
blood test but sent the sample to the
wrong laboratory —an extremely com-
mon occurrence. As a result we had no
proper cholinesterase assessment. By
the end of that week, my health had
deteriorated so much that my GP con-
cluded that I should see a consultant
who knew what he was doing. I was
referred to Dr Jamal in Glasgow — a
wonderful man, who has stood by farm-
ers and Gulf Veterans despite enor-
mous criticism from the establishment.
1 cannot speak too highly of him, for he
has the greatest integrity I have ever
encountered in the medical profession.
He found that I had significant periph-
eral nerve damage associated with my
history of exposure to OPs.

I had started to ask questions in the
House of Lords in June of 1992. Firstly
I asked how many adverse reaction
reports to sheep dips there had been.
At that stage there were about 160. At
least I knew I was not on my own and
there were others suffering as I was. I
recognised how difficult it was to geta
diagnosis and that there were others
likely to be in the same boat.

I contacted a number of organisa-
tions — Elizabeth Sigmund’s OP In-
formation Network, Vera Chaney’s
Green Network, Emphys Chapman’s
PEGS. As my name became known, a
lot of individuals started to write to me.
The one thing that keeps me going
when [ am not very well myself is the
thought of those people out there who
have no voice. Nobody would listen to
them as individuals. At least I under-
stand at first hand their suffering and
what they are going through. I recog-
nise that often their suffering is much
greater than mine. My family is still
intact but many others have lost their
livelihoods and their families. If you
don’t know the cause, the mood swings
are extremely difficult to live with and
some relatives simply cannot cope.

When I first started asking questions
my colleagues openly admit that they
thought I was ‘bats’. They think differ-
ently now. When I asked about the
effects from chronic OP poisoning I
was told there were none — OP sheep
dips were perfectly safe. The acute
effects can be dealt with. You go to
hospital and are injected with atropine
and diazepam but there are no chronic
effects.

Then the tune changed slightly. If
there were chronic effects, it was the
farmer’s fault for not wearing the rec-
ommended protective clothing: boots,
gloves, apron or leggings. What about
your head and your arms? You are
working in hot weather. You are likely
to be in a T-shirt. What about the fact
that dipping is extremely arduous and
stressful? Was the protective clothing
adequate? Anyone who knows about
sheep dipping now knows that you are
supposed to wear a complete suitand a
hat, with vinyl boots and gloves, so
that tune has changed. Some research
done in Edinburgh in 1990/91 showed
that, whether or not they were wearing
protective clothing, metabolites of the
OPs appeared in the urine of the dip-
pers in the experiments. It was then the
engineering controls for dipping which
were at fault. In other words, farmers
are expected to spend £30,000 or
£40,000 building a dip so that they can
dip safely for perhaps two days a year.
Profits from sheep sales are simply not

The Salisbury Review, Autumn 1998 5



enough to justify this expenditure and
I do not believe all farmers should be
blamed for their methods.

I repeatedly nagged the Government
about the failure of GPs to recognise
the signs and symptoms of OP poison-
ing. They do not recognise the mild
acute signs, let alone the chronic ones.
The Chief Medical Officer sent out
ineffectively worded newsletters which
barely touched on the subject. He did
not tell GPs what to do, who to go to or
how to treat the patients. They were
told that this group of patients is diffi-
cult to treat and that they should be
treated symptomatically. Few seem to
understand that, because our bodies
have been poisoned, putting more
chemicals into them in the form of
drugs can exacerbate the condition.

After four years of asking we finally
persuaded the Government to ask the
Royal Colleges of Physicians and Psy-
chiatrists to form a Working Party to
look into the clinical diagnosis and
treatments of people suffering from
OP sheep dip poisoning. They were
due to report in June 1998. This I am
looking forward to with great interest
because, when I was told who was on
the Working Party, I found it was
weighted with people who had been
telling the Government that OPs are
perfectly safe provided the right pro-
tective clothing is worn. I was ex-
tremely angry at first and refused to
give evidence before them. Then I
decided that I wanted them to be hon-
est and straightforward with me. I told
them of my reservations in a forthright
manner and I hope my message has
gone home.

The Government is gradually chang-
ing its stance. It is funding an epide-
miological study at the Institute of
Occupational Medicine in Edinburgh
in conjunction with Dr Jamal’s group
in Glasgow. Their report is due to be
published next year and the results
should be interesting.

There was a report produced by the
Institute of Occupational Health in
Birmingham. They looked at 142 sheep
farmers and 149 quarry workers. All
the research subjects were ostensibly
healthy. Anyone with symptoms or a
history of, for example, head injury

was eliminated. The results showed
that the farmers had subtle neurologi-
cal and psychoneurological symptoms
when compared with the quarry work-
ers. What did the Health and Safety
Executive, who had funded the re-
search with taxpayers’ money, do?
They ‘rubbished’ it! The HSE had
selected the protocols and had overseen
the research from beginning to end
and they rubbished it. What must we
think about that?

In the course of all this, I recognised
that the Gulf Veterans were beginning
tocomplain of symptoms which seemed
to be familiar. I was put in touch with
some of the Veterans and am now
deeply honoured to be a patron of the
Gulf Veterans Association. They are a
wonderful lot for digging out informa-
tion; they all seem to be on the Internet
and receive quantities of information
from America. This I find very helpful.
Much of what we now know about OPs
has come from Gulf War research. I
am also firmly convinced that BSE
was not caused by sheep and scrapie
but by the OPs we were pouring on the
cows’ backs and pushing down their
gullets in their food. Future research
will sort this out for us.

Now to the current research. Much
has concerned the Gulf War syndrome
but in the UK the Government has not,
until very recently, seen fit to fund any
causal researchinto Gulf Warillnesses.
They are funding two epidemiological
studies which will only tell us whether
there is a higher incidence of illness or
birth deformities among Gulf Veterans
and their families. They have just
announced that they will be funding
research at King’s College Hospital
into neurological and immunological
problems in the Veterans. I have a lot
of questions to ask about this and am
suspicious of it.

There has been quite a lot of work
done in the USA, where the establish-
ment has also tried to push Gulf War
illness under the carpet; but there is a
lot more private money available there.
Ross Perot, of attempted Presidential
fame, has funded some extremely good
research but it has all been done on a
shoe string. The researchers have found
that when you combine an OP, a
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pyrethroid and a carbamate (closely
related to OPs) their effects are very
much greater than when each chemi-
cal is used alone. The Veterans were
exposed to OP sprays, their clothes and
tents were impregnated with
pyrethroids and the nerve agent pre-
treatment tablets they were given con-
tained a carbamate. OPs and
carbamates lock up the enzyme
acetylcholinesterase. They have also
found that under stress, be it emo-
tional, physical or heat stress, the blood/
brain barrier is penetrated. This was
thought to be inviolate. The Gulf sol-
diers were working under extremely
stressful conditions, and working for
long hours, and filling up with coffee
to keep themselves going. Caffeine
also breaks through the blood/brain
barrier. There are similarities with
sheep farmers, for they too work in hot
stressful conditions.

It has also been found that the effects
of OPs can be potentiated by up to 1660
times, when they are used in conjunc-
tion with other chemicals. For exam-
ple, it was found that the effects of
diazinon, one of the OPs used in sheep
dip, were 1,000 times more potent in a
man who had a stomach ulcer and had
been prescribed cimetidine, an H2 in-
hibitor. There has been no research
done in this field. It is too complicated.
There are thousands of combinations
of chemicals and we simply do not
know what their effects are. Many of
the chemicals that we spray around the
place, which we pour on our animals
and on our children’s heads, have in-
gredients described as ‘inert’. Many of
these inert ingredients are poisons in
their own right. For example, coal tar
is an inert in many pesticides, but is a
known carcinogen. Naphthalene, used
in mothballs, is another ingredient. It
is of unknown toxicity, but it is known
to kill red blood cells and cause aplastic
anaemia in children. Nobody looks at
these ‘inert’ chemicals and this is one
of the matters upon which I intend to
press the Government. All these ingre-
dients should be declared, so that we
may know what may be causing our
health problems. It may not necessar-
ily be the OPs on their own. Most OPs
are tested for their carcinogenic effects



— will they cause cancer? Very few
have been tested for their effects on the
immune system, the hormone system
or on the major organs: the heart, the
lungs, the kidneys. If something Kkills
you it is important, but the quality of
one’s life is also important. It breaks
my heart to see young sheep farmers
and Gulf Veterans whose lives have
been totally ruined, and who have no
means of earning a living. These were
previously fit and healthy young men
and women who have been treated
with lack of care and I am infuriated by
the cavalier way in which those who
make money out of these products
have ignored them. I can understand
that years ago the manufacturers may
not have known the long term effects,
but they must realise that when a prob-
lem begins to be flagged up they must
act promptly, before they let hundreds,
perhaps thousands, of people get them-
selves into such a poor state of health
that nothing can be done for them.
There is another and equally impor-
tant concern: what are we feeding our
children? We must remember that
children are not little adults. Their
immune systems are not fully devel-
oped until they are six or seven. Their
central nervous systems are not fully
developed until the same age. Their
activities, as they crawl about the floor,
hug their pets, chew objects, are not
the same as those of an adult. The
tolerance levels have been assessed on
six foot tall, extremely healthy US
marines. Obviously nobody has tested
OPs on children, for they are known
poisons and it would be far too danger-
ous. An extremely good report from
the American Environmental Work-
ing Group called ‘Overexposed’ tells
us that one million American children
every day receive more than the safe
daily intake of OPs from eating fruit
and vegetables with OP residues in
them. This is on the evidence of labo-
ratory tests done by the US Govern-
ment, not by someone plucking figures
out of the air. 100,000 of these chil-
dren exceed the safe daily dose by a
factor of 10. Now this is horrendous.
We know about the problems this gen-
eration of children are suffering. Who-
ever heard of ‘Attention Deficit

Syndrome’ when we or our children
were young? Nor were there all the
cases of asthma, developmental prob-
lems, minor birth defects and food
allergies, now so prevalent. OPs can
cross the placenta and affect the foetus.
There is a high rate of cancers, particu-
larly brain and soft tissue cancers
among some children. I was not aware
of these when my daughter was young
and I do worry about my two little
grand-daughters. What are we doing
to them? We must remember that while
our children are eating the recom-
mended five portions of fruit or vegeta-
bles every day they may also be
absorbing a high pesticide dose.

I recently asked questions about im-
ports from the American continent —
peaches, apples, nectarines, pears,
grapes, cherries and kiwi fruit. How
many tons of each did we import and
how many tests for residues did the
Government laboratories conduct? In
1996 we imported 49,338 tons of ap-
ples from America. Four tests were
done on them. We imported 5,689 tons
of pears. No tests were done. It is
incredible that there have been so few.
The only fruit they did test often was
grapes. 435 tests were done on 85,882
tons of grapes. Anyone who has read
about what happens to people working
in agriculture and horticulture in South
America, from where we import fruit,
vegetables and flowers, will know about
the deaths and illness caused by OPs,
particularly in Chile and Peru. Our
manufacturers export to these coun-
tries organophosphates which have
long been banned in this country, with
the labels written in English, which
the workers do not understand. As a
result they are used in the wrong dilu-
tions and without protective clothing.

An Oxfam doctor who had been
working in Malaysia a little while ago
has described workers in the palm nut
plantations literally coming to him
and dying on his doorstep. They were
hand-spraying with knapsack sprays
wearing a pair of shorts and perhaps a
pair of sandals on their feet. They did
not know what concentration to use
and mixed some of the concentrate
with water. That our manufacturers
can do this is absolutely atrocious. We

recognise that these products are un-
safe and withdraw them but they then
export them to the Third World coun-
tries. Do you know that they are spon-
soring, funding and building factories
to make DDT which we banned thirty
years ago in China and Africa?

The responsibility for seeing that
these sort of things do not happen is
ours. We have to tell the manufactur-
ers that we know what they are up to,
that we do not want their poisons in our
food and water; we do not want to have
our children poisoned and their men-
tal and physical capacity impaired.
Some OPs cause genetic mutations
which can be passed from one genera-
tion to another. We do know that. We
must ask the Government to prevent
the use of organophosphates in our
homes; to prohibit their use in cat and
dog flea collars and other pet lice dress-
ings; in the fly sprays and, particu-
larly, in children’s head louse
shampoos. Head lice are now becom-
ing resistant to malathion. The parents
realise the treatment has failed, so they
repeat it, maybe with a little more
shampoo for a longer period. I have
heard of children being treated up to
twenty times, and then the parents
wonder what is wrong with them: “My
child has suddenly become listless and
unstable.”

If OPs are to be used in agriculture
and horticulture, they must be used
with extreme caution; and anybody
who is found selling produce contain-
ing OP residues should be promptly
and very severely dealt with. Mr Rooker
has announced that he was going to
name the sinners who allow such pro-
duce to be sold. He said he was looking
at supermarkets but they have their
own testing arrangements; fruit and
vegetables are sold in shops and from
stalls all over the country. How can we
be sure that these are tested and safe?
We must ask for minimal use and
perhaps an eventual ban of OPs in our
food. I am horrified by the effects for
know what it is to have a brain like
porridge. A little child cannot tell you
his brain has suddenly fallen to bits.

People often ask me what happens to
the sheep. All that I know is that, since
we have stopped dipping in 1992, our
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sheep seem to be living longer. We
now have thirteen, fourteen, fifteen
year old ewes still producing lambs,
whereas in the past, if they got to seven
or eight they were old ladies. A sheep
cannot tell you if it is tired or aching.
It may be lying in its field, chewing its
cud — that is a normal thing for a
sheep to do — but it may be lying there
in a lot of pain and feeling very tired.
We do not know. There have been
some tests of chronic, low level expo-
sure on pigs, and the pigs were af-
fected. Those responsible did not
transpose these results to humans —
they just said they were safe.

I do think that it is important that,
with the knowledge we have now about
the effects of OPs on their own and
particularly about the effects of OPs in
combination with other chemicals,
their effects on vulnerable young chil-

dren, the elderly, the ill and the mal-
nourished, we must act. We tend to
forget that those who are in poor hous-
ing may be affected. Cockroaches love
blocks of flats and tenement buildings
and OPs are sprayed in living quarters
and kitchens in order to kill them! I
know of a mother with two young
children who worked in a hospital
which was regularly treated for cock-
roach infestation with OPs, pyrethroids
and carbamates. Both children and
their mother are very chemically sen-
sitive. Her nine year old son weighs
about two and a half stone and has
severe food absorption problems and
skeletal deformity. It has been known
for some time that this is a recognised
syndrome resulting from this particu-
lar combination of chemicals, but the
National Poisons Unit at Guy’s Hospi-
tal did not tell the parents. Their GP

obtained the information from the USA,
where they have a Freedom of Infor-
mation Act. We need this too, to
discover easily every single ingredient
that goes into any pesticide so that we
can assess for ourselves whether or not
we want to use it.

People power is being promoted by
this Government. I think we should
use it.

The Countess of Mar came to
the Lords in 1975 after her
father died. She holds the
Premier Earldom of Scotland,
the oldest title in Britain. This
article is adapted from the
Lantern Lecture givenin April
1998.

Natural Resources and the

iodiversity, as we are all aware,
B is primarily determined by the

suitability and diversity of habi-
tats. It is sometimes forgotten that, in
this country at any rate, all these habi-
tats have been created and adjusted by
man. The lie of the land was formed by
the last ice age (not very long ago,
according to the geological clock). But
the countryside as we think of it today
was created during the 18th and 19th
centuries. It was formed by the activi-
ties of quarrying, farming and land-
owning in the context of the rural
estate.

It is true that signs of mineral works
predate the 18th century: old tracks
used in the middle ages for bringing
peat from the moors still show up on

Countryside
Ralph Clitheroe

Pendle Hill and many old quarry faces
can be seen. But, in the part of Lanca-
shire that I know well, hardly a tree,
hedge or wall was in its place before
1790. The same is true of most of the
cottages, farmhouses and barns. Vil-
lages and farming communities cer-
tainly existed before that date.
However, repairs, replacements to deal
with dilapidation, and changes of farm-
ing practice during the 19th century
brought about a huge refurbishment
which has given us the countryside as
we now know it.

The predominant driving force that
produced the landscapes and habitats
during the 18th and 19th centuries was
the land-owning class. Their objec-
tives were not predominantly to make
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money — in most cases they had wealth
enough from other resources — but
they were confident of continuity, proud
to create and show off beautiful coun-
tryside and devoted to field sports.
They believed they were creating some-
thing truly sustainable and the net
result, fortuitous perhaps in part, was
to produce the exquisite countryside,
with its abundant habitats for wildlife,
which is for so many people the icon of
England. More time, care and money
has been spent on the English country-
side than on any of its European neigh-
bours; and the same is true of the
English garden. It is not just by chance
that our countryside has contained the
finest man-made habitats and conser-
vation areas in the world.



Social change and the cataclysm of
the 1914-18 war brought the evolution
of the country estate to a halt. Death
duties broke up estates and drained
money out of the countryside economy.
Farming suffered, investment in amen-
ity tree planting ceased, and the coun-
tryside slowly withered. During the
1939-45 war we were very short of
food; hence the post-war government
gave considerable incentives to farm-
ing in the hope that this would never
happen again. Their generosity, while
doing a great deal to increase the pro-
ductivity of farming, did nothing for
the countryside and indeed produced
some very bad side-effects.

Mechanisation (the tractor); the
change from haymaking to silage mak-
ing (reseeding meadows and perma-
nent pastures into mono-cultures of
single grasses); the introduction of
barbed wire and sheep netting and the
consequent dereliction of hedges and
walls; over-expansive drainage
schemes, excessive application of fer-
tilisers, intensive grazing and its dam-
age to moorlands and waterways: all
these things and many more resulted
from the fair wind of prosperity blown
by government towards the farms.
Then we joined the Common Market
and the CAP determined the flow of
funds. However attractive it may have
been to the arable farmer, the livestock
farmer has never been happy with the
results of the CAP.

The livestock farmer is now at his
wits end and losing a lot of money. But
despite the problems the post-war farm-
ing practice had brought to the envi-
ronment, we would be in even worse
shape if there were to be a serious
decline in farming and the land were to
be left derelict. We should not blame
the farmer for these problems, which
have been the direct result of succes-
sive government policies.

How should we respond to the threats
posed by agribusiness, subsidised over-
production, and the collapse of live-
stock farming? One response — not
necessarily the only one — is to revive
some of the old practices that have
been jeopardised or forgotten. This is
our approach at Downham, the family
estate, which has been in the family

from the year Queen Elizabeth 1 came
to the throne. Downham consists of
some 3,000 acres on the banks of the
Ribble, through limestone pastures and
meadowland, with streams, small
woods and copses up to the moorland
on the top of Pendle Hill. Downham
was not our main home until my grand-
father’s great grandfather decided, in
about 1780, to live there. During his
and his son’s time, through the Napo-
leonic Wars and afterwards, they
planted the woods and park trees, re-
built most of the cottages and farms,
enlarged the Hall, and rebuilt the
Church and school. Almost all the
stone walls and hedges date from that
time. They created the landscape and
did it with a confidence and verve that
I envy.

More time, care and
money has been spent
on the English
countryside than on
any of its European
neighbours; and the
same is true of the
English garden. It is
not just by chance that
our countryside has
contained the finest
man-made habitats
and conservation
areas in the world

When my great-grandfather took over
in about 1860, he expanded the estate
somewhat and had the great foresight
to purchase the adjacent limestone
knolls called Worsaw and Warren. If
he had not done so I have little doubt
that they would by now have been
quarried and ground up into cement.
Downham would then have been a
poor thing indeed.

Shortly before the first world war,
my grandfather came into the estate
and took great care of it, though it was
only just financially viable. He re-built

the church and post office in the vil-
lage and he and my father after him
modernised the village with electric-
ity, sewers and all mod-cons, improv-
ing and expanding the farm buildings.
But, after the last war, the estate be-
came an increasing burden, and on my
grandfather’s death much of the prop-
erty had to be sold for death duties; it
appeared probable that all would have
to go by the next generation. There
was certainly no money for the frills of
conservation, though in 1972 I planted
a wood, named ‘Folly Wood’ for obvi-
Ous reasons.

It is a curious fact of land-owning
that the land quite soon begins to own
you and you will go to great lengths to
support it. As young men, both my
father and I went south to earn our
living, and to raise money, in order to
support the estate. After taking a
science degree at Oxford, I spent most
of my working life in industry.

At the time my father died in 1984, 1
had been trying for some years to find
the means to keep the estate together
and viable. Then the winds of fate
blew favourably for us and the Coun-
tryside Commission agreed that the
Downham Estate, which is part of an
Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty,
consistently well maintained and a
considerable tourist attraction, deserves
some conditional exemption from the
inheritance tax that had arisen on my
father’s death.

As the result of this — and of the
undertaking that the estate made at
that time and of co-operative efforts
with different agencies and authorities
— much has been achieved during the
last ten years to preserve and rejuve-
nate the landscape and to improve and
regenerate wildlife habitats. I like to
think that Downham has provided an
example of successful stewardship ar-
rangements and partnerships for con-
servation and that this is just the
beginning. I am very fortunate in
having a son who is at least as inter-
ested in this programme as I am, and
has been the driving force behind it.
Some 30 acres of new woods and copses
have been planted, covering about four
differentsites. Some 14 miles of hedge-
row have been laid, gapped, planted
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and protectively fenced and, in all,
some eleven Conservation Schemes
with different bodies have been man-
aged, ranging from burying cables to
river bank improvements, from live-
stock exclusions to orchard restora-
tions. Probably the most impressive
co-operation has been the preparation
foraBiological Heritage Site on Pendle

Hill. My own personal delight is the

new, naturally regenerated, bluebell

woods.

A hundred years ago there were more
than 4,000 rural estates of the average
size of Downham. I would be sur-
prised if there are a tenth of that number
now. Well-managed rural estates are
a threatened species, yet we have virtu-
ally no other model of a settlement
pattern which is both sustainable and
friendly to wildlife. It is against the
example set by the rural estate that we
should consider our current anxieties.
For me, the most important are these:
* The viability of livestock farmers

— not just for their rents, but for
the essential part that they play in
the ecology of our land

* The continuing pressure on finan-
cial resources: all grants for envi-
ronmental projects have to be
matched by new investments and
few of these projects produce any
income

* Any changes in the relatively be-
nign capital tax structure

* Movements against field sports.
As everyone who takes part in them
is aware, field sports have been one
of the most important motives —
perhaps the most important motive
— to conserve and enhance habi-
tats, and to leave wildlife undis-
turbed out of season.

» The Right to Roam attitude. I do
not see this as a great threat to
Downham; but I do have concerns
about rights without correspond-
ing responsibilities. What about
the effect on wildlife?

* Paperwork: there is much of this
involved in partnership and co-
operative schemes, and the more of
it there is, the more likely that
spontaneous enthusiasm will be
dampened and goodwill with-
drawn.

Since 1955 I have been involved in
natural resources, most of that time on
the board of Rio Tinto, a world leader
in the metal mining industry. Mining
has an unfortunate propensity to occur
in some of the most beautiful places,
since that is where you find the ores.
Those are the places, only too often, to
which people have great emotional
ties. So, the Nimby principle applies
very widely; it certainly applies to me,
living as I do in an area of cement
quarries.

Mining has therefore always had
problems from conservationists. But
the birth of environmentalism in the
early 70’s (perhaps the Stockholm
conference in ’72 was the official
starting date) added greatly to the
miners’ problems. The green
movement was more like d religion
than a political party and the depths of
emotion and confrontation were
sometimes disturbing,

Rio Tinto had to learn to come to
terms with this and I was involved in
setting up an environmental depart-
ment, in order to establish codes and
policies. All this was created ab initio.
Environmental scientists didn’t then
exist, we had to invent them and train
them. Itis hard to believe that this was
only 25 years ago.

Our policy had two aspects: first
education within the company, train-
ing people to appreciate that the envi-
ronment was as important as health
and safety. No self-respecting natural
resource company these days could
afford not to have a board committee
devoted to health, safety and the envi-
ronment. The second aspect was in
dealing with the outside world. We
endlessly exerted ourselves to turn con-
frontation to negotiation, emotion to
reason and, indeed, to move from a
reactive and defensive position to a
pro-active one. It was a question of
persuasion and compromise without
damaging anyone’s integrity.

Sometimes, even with the best will in
the world, there are problems with this
approach. The Shell/Greenpeace/Brent
Spar saga was an example. Fundraising
for a single issue is often made easier
by the publicity that arises from
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confrontation: an interesting ethical
problem which does not make life any
easier for the natural resource company.
Nevertheless, it is my view that natural
resource operations, if carried out
properly, should have little negative
effect on biodiversity. Indeed such
operations can often be, or become, a
benefit to habitats. Consider, for
example, what Lancashire Wildlife has
achieved at Meer Sands wood. The
Nature Reserve that is there now is
probably of infinitely greater value as
habitat than the land before the sand
was extracted. Likewise, [ remember
hippos flocking in from nowhere to
wallow in the tailings dam at Rossing
in Namibia and brown bears and bald
eagles thoroughly enjoying a deserted
mining road in the wilderness of
Alaska.

Moreover, natural resources opera-
tions should be well enough funded by
their activities to contribute serious
money to conservation in all its forms
— and they or their directors should,
and normally will be, happy to be
identified with green activities when-
ever they can be. It is clear to me that,
although there may be minor varia-
tions of agenda, landowners, farmers
and miners should in theory all wel-
come environmental initiatives. Nev-
ertheless, when it comes to action, it
will be money that counts. Those
exploiting natural resources should, I
have suggested, be ready and able to
pay their way in full. The rural estates
should be pleased to co-operate, but
will need reasonable grants to make
this possible. The livestock farmers,
on the other hand, will need very seri-
ous financial support. They need more
than matching grants or tax relief.
They are now as poorly off as anyone in
the country and to expect practical
support from them without payment in
full would be wishful thinking. I sus-
pect that, in the last analysis, a fair
wind from government will be the
most important factor of all. But fair
winds from government do not often
blow across the English countryside.

Lord Clitheroe is President of
The Lancashire Wildlife Trust.
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We Are All ‘Indigenous Peoples’

Now

Aidan Rankin reflects on Tribal identities

dmund Burke is best remem-
bered for Reflections on the
Revolution in France, that cri-
tique of abstract ‘rights’, the cult of the
new and egalitarian levelling-down,
which makes him the founder of mod-
ern conservatism. His defence of tradi-
tion and the organic political
community was no mean feat of cour-
age, for in the feverish political cli-
mate of 1790 being against ‘liberty,
equality and fraternity’ was somewhat
like being against ‘gender balance’
edicts today. Yet for Burke revolution,
be it cultural or political, was anath-
ema because it destroyed the founda-
tions of inherited wisdom on which
any successful polis is based:
By preserving the method of nature in
the conduct of the state, in what we
improve, we are never wholly new; in
what we retain, we are never wholly
obsolete.... we have given to our frame
of polity the image of a relation in
blood; .... adopting our fundamental
laws into the bosoms of our family
affections; keeping inseparable .... our
state, our hearths, our sepulchres and
our altars. (Reflections, Everyman edn.,
pp3! - 37)
Burke’s emphasis on ‘the method of
nature’ is significant because it repre-
sents the common strand in the devel-
opment of his political thought, the
one that led him towards conserva-
tism. Just as he supported the Ameri-
can Revolution as a healthy revolt
against the unnatural intrusions of big
government, so he opposed the French
Revolution because its logical conclu-
sion was social engineering, tyranny
and the twisting of Enlightenment prin-
ciples into an early version of ‘political
correctness’. As a young man, he pub-
lished a lesser-known work, A Vindi-
cation of Natural Society (1856), where
in terms familiar to deep ecologists
today, he lampooned the idea of ‘de-

velopment® for its own sake, express-
ing sympathy with paganism and also
his supreme belief that ‘Nature left to
itself were the best and surest Guide’
(pp 3-4). This work was praised by
William Godwin, whose tolerant, in-
dividualist version of anarchism con-
trasted refreshingly with Jacobin zeal.
This association with English radical-
ism was perhaps one of the reasons
why Burke repudiated his early work,
dismissing it alternately as a spoof and
asevidence of youthful Whiggish folly.
Nonetheless, the message explicit in A
Vindication of Natural Society tumns
the Whig view of history on its head.
For if nature is our surest guide, then
history ceases to be a straight line
moving inexorably forwards, the ur-
ban no longer supersedes the rural, the
global no longer triumphs over the
local, whilst ‘progress’, ‘growth’ and
other liberal-rationalist shibboleths can
all be called into question.

Vindication shows that nature, and
peoples close to nature, can set a posi-
tive example to ‘civilised’ societies.
Reflections cautions that a free and
just political order is built on more
than abstract reason. They must reflect
national or local culture, accumulated
wisdom and the sacred in man and
nature. This concept of a natural,
sacred hierarchy is characteristically
taken further by the counter-revolu-
tionary Joseph de Maistre in his defini-
tion of kingship:

God makes kings in the literal sense ...

They appear at length crowned with

glory and honour; they take their places;

and this is the most certain sign of their
legitimacy. The truth is that they arise
as it were of themselves, without vio-
lence on their part, and without marked

deliberation on the other; [theirs] is a

species of magnificent tranquillity, not

easy to express. Legitimate usurpation
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would seem to me to be the most appro-
priate expression (if not too bold) to
characterise these kinds of origins,
which time hastens to consecrate. (J. de
Maistre, Essay on the Generative Prin-
ciple of Constitutions.)
The idea of politics as an expression of
nature, rather than a rebellion against
her, should offer a link between con-
servatism and green politics. The ‘blue-
print for survival’ enunciated by
Edward Goldsmith and The Ecologist
magazine in 1971 is conservative,
rather than socialist or liberal, in char-
acter. Its vision of a society where the
environment, people and community
matter more than economic growth
resembles Aristotle’s polis more than
today’s post-welfare state:
We have seen that man in our present
society has been deprived of a satisfac-
tory social environment. A society made
up of decentralised, self-sufficient com-
munities, in which people work near
their homes, have the responsibility of
governing themselves, of running their
schools, hospitals and welfare services,
in fact, of running their own communi-
ties, should, we feel, be a much happier
place. Its members, in these conditions,
would be likely to develop an identity of
their own, which many of us have lost in
the mass society we live in. They would
tend, once more, to find an aim in life,
develop a set of values, and take pride
in their achievements as well as in
those of their community. (E. Gold-
smith et al, A Blueprint for Survival,
1972, p 62.)

Progressive critics, of left and right,
accuse Goldsmith and colleagues of
advocating a new parochialism.
However, human-scale communities,
strong local cultures and a revival of
voluntarism, all point the way to greater
diversity and more political choice than
our increasingly uniform world order.
They are also themes central to
conservative  thought, which



traditionalist Tories would do well to
rediscover. In Reflections, after all,
Burke writes of the ‘little platoons’
which hold communities together
through shared values and acts that are
often unpaid. True parochialism is
found instead in the accelerated
decadence of ‘New Britain’, with its
confusion of the democratic and the
demotic, its reduction of politicians to
cheerleaders for ‘change’ and politics
to third rate advertising copy, its
elevation of the sanctimonious and the
vapid, its obsessive moral relativism,
its misguided egalitarian dogmas, its
assault on all that is distinctive or
unique. Faced with this cultural
quagmire, it is tempting to withdraw
from larger questions into a private,
‘unmodernised’ sphere. Yet in the
vindication of natural society, an
intellectually rigorous and spiritually
strong conservatism might just re-
emerge.

Wendell Berry, the American poet,
ecologist and advocate of rural living,
wrote recently that the main political
conflict now was not between left and
right, conservative and socialist, but
the ‘party of community’ and the ‘par-
ties of globalisation’ (Wendell Berry,
‘Conserving Communities’,in The
Case against the Global Economy,
Sierra Club Books, 1996). Attracted
as [ am by his thesis, 1 would substitute
another dichotomy: the ‘party of
progress’, which believes in an inexo-
rable forward movement, and the ‘con-
server party’, which is inherently
sceptical about change. It is a paradox
of modern living that we pride our-
selves on being ‘global’, the more in-
ward looking we appear to become.
Take our press as an example. Broad
sheet newspapers, which once prided
themselves on their reportage of far-
away lands, now let stories of earth-
quakes and nuclear tests make way for
the antics of rock stars and overpaid,
loutish football players, or features in
which celebrities interminably talk
about themselves. This ‘dumbing
down’ of the quality press is matched
now by a ‘dumbing up’ of the tabloids
to the anodyne middle ground. Like
the rest of politics, environmentalism
has been stripped of its intellectual
content, reduced to sentimental im-

ages of pandas, workshops on ‘eco-
feminism’, or sanitised, ‘relevant’ ver-
sions of Buddhism, Shamanism and
Tibetan Bon, presented to a gullible
public not as great spiritual traditions
demanding sacrifice, but as consumer
products to be marketed like rival fab-
ric conditioners. In this sense, our
problem is not so much globalisation
as a flight from the global, a retreat
into the same individualisme étroit
that Tocqueville, the other great chroni-
cler of the French revolution, detected
in nineteenth-century Bonapartism.
Those conservatives who are bored
with the New Insularity should look
outwards, and see in those peoples who
have avoided consumer-capitalism
concerns that reflect our own.

The term ‘indigenous peoples’ is
scarcely a satisfactory way to describe
the three hundred million or so people
who live outside the dominant eco-
nomic system while being often vul-
nerable to it. Hardly surprisingly, some
American Indians prefer the term ‘First
Nations’. I use the word ‘indigenous’
partly out of convenience, but also to
denote an attitude of mind. For the
word ‘indigenous’ implies, for me,
peoples who make a connection be-
tween land, culture and social organi-
sation in a manner that is foreign to
liberal modernists, but in keeping with
conservative principles. Let us take as
an example a joint declaration by the
Sioux, Navajo and Iroquois peoples,
published in 1978 by a resurgent In-
dian movement:

Our roots are deep in the lands where
we live. We have a great love for our
country, for our birthplace is here. The
soil is rich from the bones of thousands
of our generations. Each of us was
created in these lands and it is our duty
to take care of them, because from these
lands will spring the future generations
of our peoples. We will walk about with
great respect for the Earth, for it is a
very sacred place.
Similarly, the Wichi Indians of North-
em Argentina connect the colonisation
of their land by Criollos with its reduc-
tion to a virtual dust bowl. They under-
stand the dry, fragile Chaco territory
because they have managed it for thou-
sands of years. Small wonder, then, that
they refer to the settlers as ahatai, a word
that approximates to ‘devils’:

The ahatai have always coveted Liakha
Honhat [Our Land], and they have used
deceit and violence in order to take it
from us .... They did not plant the trees;
they do not keep the bees; the wild
animals and fish do not belong to them.
.... We have always lived here, since the
time of creation. We are as much a part
of Llakha Honhat as the trees that grow
on it. Our land belongs to us because we
belong to the land (Wichi Oral History,
quoted by Aidan Rankin, ‘The Land of
Our Ancestors’ Bones’, in Helen
Collinson (Ed.), Green Guerrillas,
1996)
Such passages sound mystical to West-
ern ears, and lose much in translation,
too. Their message, however, is far
from alien. The connection between
land and identity, resistance to arbi-
trary forms of ‘development’, are part
of ourown political discourse, although
they are seldom starkly expressed.
Those who resist the single currency,
compulsory metrication, or any other
aspect of the Euro-leviathan should
understand well the idea of indigenous
‘land rights’. It is based, after all, on
the defence of local peculiarities against
universal principles. So should the
ecologists and concerned residents who
oppose roads, out-of-town superstores
and housing tracts built for ‘off-
cumdens’, the Yorkshire Dales word
for ahatai. Sadly, eco-warriors and
Euro-sceptics rarely work together, for
their conservative goals overlap.

Peoples who live close to nature do
not draw arbitrary lines between the
environment, the sacred and the politi-
cal order. This definition of traditional
African kingship, for example, corre-
sponds well with the philosophies of
de Maistre or Burke:

For what the kings did was to subsume
in their persons the many ancestral pow-
ers formerly invested in a more or less
large number of lineage leaders, and so
enable a people’s unity to survive....
Willingly accepted only when legiti-
mate, they could not become kings ex-
cept when recognised as standing at the
ritual apex of their people’s moral or-
der. Hence the accent on “divinity”. For
the king’s existence as a political or
military person was a secondary thing.
(Oral History of the Wichi Indians,
quoted by Survival International in
1994).

Research by George Ayittey, the Gha-

naian conservative thinker, has shown
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that kingship in African societies was
a flexible, even democratic institution,
based on consensus-seeking, with the
ruler’s actions constrained by conven-
* tion and taboo. It reflects more Burke’s
idea of good government than de
Maistre’s absolutism or the ‘divine
right of kings’ as once described in
school books. Indeed those who search
for a new model of ‘civic conserva-
tism’ could do worse than look at the
traditional Asante. (See R.S. Rattray,
Ashanti, Oxford, 1923.)

Indigenous peoples do not demand
‘rights’ in the narrow, Western-liberal
sense — the ‘right’ to be assimilated in
a ‘multi-cultural society’, the ‘right’ to
participate in a global market place,
the ‘right’ to citizenship of a remote,
impersonal, irrelevant state. In most
cases, all they ask is the right to be left
alone, a conservative demand if ever
there was one. In this sense, their
enemies are as likely to be do-gooders,
the new missionaries of ‘political cor-
rectness’, as they are to be greedy
corporations or uncomprehending gov-
ernments. A good example of this was
a story told me by James Wilson, who
has worked extensively with the Innu
Indians of Labrador, which they call
Nitassinan. A young woman teacher,
fresh from urban Ontario, told her
Innu primary school students that hunt-
ing beaver, or any other animal, was
evil, an attack on ‘pristine nature’.

‘Who is the greatest predator of all?’
she asked her unfortunate charges.
‘We are,” she answered, when they
refused to respond.

Were she transferred to Inner Lon-
don, this same teacher would doubt-
less busy herself removing books
about explorers, war heroes and all
other reminders of ‘colonialism’ or
patriarchy. Her romantic suburban
pacifism stops her from seeing that
hunting is central to Innu life, that
they respect the animals they hunt,
incorporating them in folk religion
where they give them qualities of
courage and wisdom. Contrast her
approach with that of John Seymour,
a true ecologist whose wide experi-
ence of the world precludes ‘politi-
cally correct’ nostrums. In his book
The Ultimate Heresy (1989), he re-
fers to Joseph, the Bushman com-

panion of his African days, who re-
vered the gemsbok even as he hunted
it with a spear:

Though he would probably not have put

the prayer into words, it might have run

something like this: “The life force
ordains that your kind shall crop the
grass after the rains and munch the
tsavamelons.... Youdestroy these things

so that they should become part of a

higher form of life, and the life force

ordains that I shall kill you, my Brother,

and partake of your flesh, so that [ can

live too™.
Here, there emerge two contrasting
views of indigenous people, the pro-
gressive and the conservative. To the
left-wing teacher they are ‘good’ peo-
ple who nonetheless need to be ‘helped’,
whereas Seymour views them as allies
or personal friends, with human needs
as varied and complicated as those of
anyone else. From them he learned
what we now call ‘survival skills’, and
whilst their societies nurtured his in-
terest in self-sufficiency, he has no
illusions that they are ideal. To the
progressive mentality, which domi-
nates the green movement at present,
indigenous societies are ‘valid’ only as
long as they are benign, vegetarian and
pacific. When they defy these stere-
otypes, they become ‘racist’, ‘sexist’,
‘homophobic’ and all else that is po-
litically incorrect. The conservative
ethos, meanwhile, accepts cultural dif-
ferences when they are based on firm
precedents, preferring natural variety
to socially engineered conformist.

The conservative outlook is also re-
flected in Black Elk Speaks, the life
story of a Sioux warrior and holy man
transcribed in the early 1930s, before
the resistible rise of ‘PC’. There, we
are presented with a nature-religion in
which the ‘two-leggeds’ and ‘four
leggeds’ are ‘children of one mother
and their father is one spirit’. Yet the
hero has also ‘made much meat in his
time’ and fought bitterly against the
Asichu, or white man.

A sense of nationhood, supported by
religious worship and the war-path,
pervades this ‘Native American’ text.
(Black Elk Speaks, John G. Neihardt,
University of Nebraska Press, 1979.)
Liberals have always felt uncomfort-
able with this primitive nationalism,
but unlike ‘blood and soil’ ideology, it
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is about defence and conservation more
than expansion and conquest. The
nationalism of indigenous peoples
would have been readily understood by
Proudhon, the anarchist pioneer who
was at heart a cultural conservative.
His anti-state philosophy was inspired
by the fiercely independent peasant
communities of the Franche-Comté,
who resemble many of today’s indig-
enous peoples in their self-reliance
and their emphasis on the extended
family,

Indigenous societies evolve like any
other human groups, perhaps more
than most. They have complex histo-
ries of convulsion and change, be that
change political or climatic. They cre-
ate art and oral history, make music
and adapt themselves to some of the
harshest conditions known to man.
Some societies, like those of the Pyg-
mies, are made up of individualistic
hunter-gatherers, whose communal
bonds are loose. Others, such the Ka-
lahari Bushmen, the Nuer of Sudan
and the Wichi of Argentina, practise
forms of anarchist communism, where
an ethos of social responsibility can
override personal freedom. The Tuareg
of North-West Africa are nomads with
a proud warrior tradition and a rigid
hierarchy — the reverse of the green
left’s ideals. Although by definition
non-industrial, many indigenous peo-
ples make selective and practical use
of technology; some use the Internet to
great effect and without ‘losing their
culture’ in the process. They cross the
religious spectrum, too, for whilst
many are pagan, many have creatively
merged their old beliefs with Christi-
anity or Islam. Sudan’s Nuba, for in-
stance, have been a Muslim people for
centuries but still have shamans who
communicate with the spirit world.
The Jummas of the Chittagong Hill
Tracts are Buddhist tribesmen who
resemble the Thai and Burmese more
closely than their Bengali neighbours.
Argentina’s Wichi are an outpost of
Anglicanism, and for the people of
East Timor, the Catholic Church is
central to national identity and the
campaign against Indonesian rule.

When writing about indigenous
peoples, it is easy to lapse into lists of
examples. The above should



demonstrate nonetheless how hard it
is to generalise about societies outside
the political or economic mainstream.
Some are not even indigenous in the
strict sense; the ‘Bush Negroes’ of
Surinam are the descendants of escaped
slaves, but they have successfully
resurrected in South America a pre-
colonial African culture. The disparate
nature of these peoples is, in itself, a
challenge to liberal universalism, and
so it arouses the cultural intolerance of
the left. Feminists and their male
fellow-travellers, in particular, promote
a universalist form of ‘liberation’ that
takes no account of local custom or the
distribution of power within tribal
societies. This model assumes that the
extended family and the tribe are
inherently- oppressive to women. It
presumes that indigenous women sit
helplessly in villages waiting to be
‘empowered’ by their white sisters, so
that they can don suits or overalls,
pursue Western-style careers or
‘choose’ abortion over motherhood.
Ironically, women in many tribal
societies often have powers beyond the
wildest dreams of feminist apparatchiks
in the West. Among the Tuareg, it is
women who are the purveyors of history
and myth, while it is the men who wear
the veil. Mircea Eliade, who is perhaps
the greatest authority on primitive
religion, notes that shamans are often
women or inverts, for both possess
magical powers. (Mircea Eliade,
Shamanism: Archaic Techniques of
Ecstasy, trans. W.R. Trask, Arkana,
1989.) Often, equality of the sexes is
achieved precisely because they assume
different roles, the men as hunters and
fighters (usually), the women as
householders and economists in the
true sense.

After a recent lecture at the Buddhist
Society, the predominantly liberal au-
dience discussed the problems of coun-
tries where The Eight-Fold Path
predominates. The consensus seemed
to be that Buddhist societies had more
to ‘learn from us’ than we from them.
I then described things they are now
‘learning from us’, such as environ-
mental pollution, sexual promiscuity
and gross economic injustices. The
response was, to say the least, mixed,
with my views supported by Asians

and opposed by fellow-Westerners. It
occurred to me after this event that a
philistine, ‘West-knows-best’ arro-
gance is now the prerogative of liber-
als, not conservatives. Just as Buddhist
societies can ‘learn’ from us better
than from their own traditions, so the
remaining tribal peoples ‘benefit’ from
‘modernisation’ or ‘empowerment’.
Indigenous peoples threaten the lib-
eral world view, for their continued
existence proves that there are values
more important than money and sex,
that the market is not always enough,
that ethnic loyalty is not always racist
and that male-female balance works
better than interchangeability. To lib-
erals, indigenous populations are use-
ful only when accommodated in a
gallery of victimhood, when part of a
rainbow coalition of minorities, or as
political fashion accessories promot-
ing tribal kitsch. The ‘anti-imperial-
ist” mania is often irrelevant to tribal
peoples, too. For the Jummas of Bang-
ladesh, British rule was preferable to
independence and subsequent geno-
cide.

Unlike Liberals, Conservatives wel-
come difference, whether between in-
dividuals or between cultures, for
‘sameness’ is never our goal. Support
forunrepresented peoples should there-
fore be central to a conservative inter-
pretation of ecology and human rights.
What right, after all, is more important
than the right to preserve one’s land
and one’s culture? And those who care
about biodiversity should surely care
about human diversity, too? In up-
grading conservative principles, we
should also question the idea of devel-
opment and material progress for their
own sake. Peoples close to nature might
be poor, in global terms, but enjoy a
quality of life far better than their
urban counterparts. Pre-literate tribes
are often richer culturally than the
semi-literate majority of the modern
world, for whom pop culture has re-
placed folklore. Without romantically
copying indigenous peoples, we can
learn from them that consumption is
not the key to happiness. The belief in
higher living standards as the univer-
sal goal underlies the hypocrisy of
‘ethical’ foreign policies that collapse
as soon as any personal or communal

sacrifice is required. Peter Gregory,
the founder of Conservatives for Hu-
man Rights and long-time campaigner
against the arms trade, expressed the
view recently that our prosperity is
founded on ‘blood money’ — an opin-
ion heard rarely on conservative lips
(Policy statement, Conservatives for
Human Rights, April 1998). When
Tony Blair greeted the Chinese Prime
Minister as a ‘fellow-moderniser’, we
learned what minority peoples, such as
Tibetans and Inner Mongolians, could
really expect from the New Establish-
ment.

Under the influence of the left, most
greens today identify conservatism, and
‘the Tories’ in particular, as their en-
emies at all levels, be they cultural,
political or economic. The conserva-
tive, or ‘conserving’ component of
ecology surfaces only fleetingly and
amongst the less politicised greens, as
in this delightfully unexpected edito-
rial comment in a pagan magazine:

As someone brought up on the edge of

the North York moors, and as a lover of

mountains and high places, the vegan
vision of a vegan Britain appals me.

Remove all economic value to the rais-

ing of livestock and the moors and

uplands die. When there is no call for
sheep meat or sheep’s cheese, or their
wool for clothing, when grouse shoot-
ing and hunting have been outlawed,
what will be the future for the uplands
of this country?
Such publications are dedicated to re-
viving hidden traditions, and so it is
hardly surprising that they should en-
compass Green Toryism. For with the
attack on the countryside, the spread of
suburban monoculture, the rise of
unelected transnational institutions,
there is a sense in which indigenous
peoples’ struggles are becoming our
owIn.

Aidan Rankin is a Political
Consultant and freelance
writer. He is British
spokesman for Friends of
Peoples Close to Nature.
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Cassandra in the Environment

Sev Sternhell looks at science and pseudo-science

Scratch a Greenie and you will find a
Viet Nam protester of yesterday, a So-
viet apologist of the day before, aJacobin
of two centuries ago and so on. Keep
scratching and you may find a Zealot of
ancient Israel. In other words, the Green
movement is just the most recent ver-
sion of The One True Faith.

Greenies use scientific data like law-
yers, to make a case; and not like scien-
tists, to discover what is the case. They
argue dishonestly and habitually resort
to gross exaggeration, distortion and
intimidation. They rely on the igno-
rance of their followers, of the public at
large, and of élites and politicians.

ven if these two assertions (and

related ones) were demonstra-

bly correct, they would tell us
exactly nothing about the environmen-
tal issues themselves. This is invari-
ably acknowledged by critics of the
environmental movement, typically
with the phrase “of course, the envi-
ronment must be protected”. However
this falls short not only of positive
suggestions but even of elements of
analysis of the environmental prob-
lems. In the following brief over-view
I shall propose where such an analysis
may start and what political processes
may be appropriate for the ameliora-
tion of environmental problems. I
would like to take as the starting point
two aspects of the environmental issue
whose importance is not generally ap-
preciated. Firstly, unlike other social
and political issues, environmental is-
sues are grounded in physical and bio-
logical sciences. In other words, they
are largely on the other side of the
great Snowian divide (between Sci-
ence and the Humanities) and are
poorly understood even by our élites. It
is hard to say where the dividing line
lies between simple and wilfil igno-
rance, but ignorance there certainly is.

This is a major problem, particularly
as environmental issues often involve
difficult science, but public ignorance
exists concerning even basic issues.
The public and the élites are, for exam-
ple, totally ignorant of chemistry. This
is serious. Nearly all matter on, in and
above this planet is in a chemically
bound state, that is the atoms are chemi-
cally bonded to other atoms. In the
universe as a whole, matter exists
largely in chemically unbound states
and indeed often in subatomic form.
Such ignorance makes it virtually
impossible to discuss most environ-
mental issues in any depth and leads to
widespread use of categories such as
“natural” versus “man-made” and “a
chemical” which are meaningless. A
molecule has no memory. Synthetic
vitamin C (ascorbic acid) is totally
indistinguishable from the vitamin C
present in an orange while the physi-
ological effects of substances (eg tox-
icity or carcinogenicity) depend on
their molecular structure and not on
their historical origin. While very
large and complex molecules may form
the physical basis of memory, small
molecules such as vitamin C do not
contain any features which could be
related to their origin. A structural
formuladescribes suchamolecule fully,
leaving no room for any vitalistic non-
sense. Elementary as these points are,
I have had many depressing encoun-
ters with supposedly educated friends
who absolutely refuse to understand
these basic facts. Such fallacies are
perhaps only a remnant of the Vitalistic
Theory which received its death blow
in the first half of the nineteenth cen-
tury, but they lead me to the conclusion
that educating the public in matters
scientific is an unréalistic option. It is
certainly unrealistic to aim for the
level of sophistication which would
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enable the layman to understand an
issue involving chemical reactivity,
such as the radical chain-reaction ini-
tiated by chlorofluorocarbons (CFCs)
leading to ozone depletion.

Lest it be imagined that chemistry is
a special case, the public has also a
very poor grasp of the nature of statis-
tical significance and hence is incapa-
ble of seriously discussing, least of all
evaluating, matters related torisk. Only
such ignorance can explain calls for
“zero pollution”, an impossible goal
given the size of molecules. Indeed,
thinking in quantitative categories is
not a common habit, which is surpris-
ing given the fact that practically eve-
ryone is involved in budgeting
decisions. Perhaps the problem lies
with the fact that in environmental
issues, as in other scientific matters,
quantification involves many orders of
magnitude while everyday decisions
rarely involve more than four.

The problem of scientific ignorance
in the population as a whole is almost
certainly insoluble, However, the élites
and the decision-makers (in govern-
ments and elsewhere) are in an excel-
lent position to obtain all manner of
expert advice and are duty-bound to do
s0.

The second aspect I would like to
discuss is analytical. There is a ten-
dency among environmental activists
to stress the totality of environmental
issues, a tendency well illustrated by
the phrase “spaceship earth” and by
the celebrated statement by Barry Com-
moner, one of the early Green gurus,
that “everything is connected to every-
thing else”. Indeed, the style of envi-
ronmental publicists, such as Erlich
and Suzuki, is to pass lightly over
numerous issues rather than to discuss
anything in depth. This style may re-
flect a realistic appreciation of the



limited attention spans of the readers,
or more often viewers, and it may be a
useful consciousness-raising tech-
nique. However, as an analytical
method it is useless. If progress is to be
made towards understanding, prob-
lems must be broken into manageable
chunks. As a start, we must get rid of
the impression of exaggerated
interconnectedness which has been
foisted upon us by ecologists, whose
business it is to find inter-
connectedness. Everything is indeed
connected to everything else, but most
of the connections are weak and can be
ignored. The gravitational field in Syd-
ney is affected when a tennis ball in
Wimbledon changes position, but not
by very much. Molecules of pollutants
from an oil-spill in the Arctic do find
their way into the Indian Ocean, but
not many and certainly not enough to
cause local concern in Perth. The flut-
tering of the wings of a butterfly in the
Amazonian forestdoes not in fact cause
a typhoon off the coast of Queensland,
although in principle it might.

There is, of course, an ever-present
risk that some significant
interconnectedness may be overlooked,
but this is a matter of judgement in
individual cases — judgement to be
made on quantitative, not emotional
grounds.

In a very broad sense, it is possible to
break up the environmental problems
into five distinct, although sometimes
overlapping classes. These are conser-
vation, resource depletion, over-popu-
lation, pollution and cataclysmic
effects. I place the latter in a special
category because, following Marx, I
believe that a sufficiently large quanti-
tative change is equivalent to a quali-
tative change and because disaster
scenarios have loomed large since the
environmental debate began. There
are undoubtedly other ways of break-
ing down the environmental problem,
but broken down it must be if we are to
examine and seek a remedy and not
just emote.

Conservation

By conservation, [ mean the preserva-
tion of species, natural landforms and
natural landscapes, the word natural
being used to denote not man-made.

The conservationist places a particular
value on wilderness, ie places where
the impact of man has been minimal.
Environmental activists often try to
rationalise conservationist goals in
terms of economic advantages. They
speak of preserving the genetic pool or
quote specific instances of the value of
wilderness, such as the possibility of
extracting new medicinal substances
from species of plants threatened by
extinction. These, however, are paltry
arguments in comparison with the spir-
itual values of Nature. Most of us (and
I emphatically include myself) simply
value the natural world and are pre-
pared to make economic sacrifices to
preserve it.

And decisions on conservation is-
sues, eg whether or not to mine or log,
can be made rationally even though
they involve the apparently irreconcil-
able conflict between spiritual and eco-
nomic values. They are also decisions
where political pressure by environ-
mentalists is valuable because the emo-
tionally-based case is here the case and
needs stating strongly.

Resource Depletion

Resource depletion is not a fashion-
able topic at present and I bring it up
here partly precisely for this reason. In
the heady days of the Club of Rome,
resource depletion was held up as the
primary doomsday scenario; the term
“non-renewable resources” is still with
us. Itis, in fact, a particularly deplor-
able characteristic of New Class preoc-
cupations that causes are picked up
then dropped like clothes going out of
fashion.

The reason for the failure of the Club
of Rome predictions was threefold.
Firstly, as amply pointed out by critics
at the time, their predictions did not
take account of the fact that substitu-
tion becomes more economically fea-
sible as resources become more scarce.
Secondly, they assumed a constant
knowledge base, ie an unchanging tech-
nology. This was, and remains, ab-
surd. Thirdly, they relied on computer
extrapolations — a dangerous proce-
dure in cases of scarce data and dubi-
ous algorithms. As the saying goes,
GIGO: garbage in, garbage out. In this
particular case, it has been pointed out,

their only desirable scenario (reduced
investment leading to lowered eco-
nomic activity and living standards)
also had catastrophic consequences,
only a bit further down the track than
other scenarios.

Paradoxically, some of the most
serious environmental problems
involve renewable resources such as
water, fish, timber products and soil,
the latter being almost certainly the
most pressing environmental problem
in Australia. In each case the basic
problem can be reduced to ignorance
of optimal long-term practices. Thus
underground aquifers must not be
drawn on faster than their
replenishment rates; fish and timber
harvesting must conform to both
sustainable yields and appropriate
practices which certainly donotinclude
drift netting or clear-felling of forests.
Sustainable farming practices, which
of course vary greatly from place to
place, have not yet been fully defined,
but undoubtedly even this difficult
problem is capable of solution. In each
case good practice depends on
knowledge and is in the long-term
self-interest of all groups concerned.
There is thus no reason to be pessimistic
about the final outcome and, at least in
developed countries, a remarkable
consensus is rapidly emerging.
Overpopulation
Other things being equal, environ-
mental problems depend by definition
on the size of populations and simple
mathematical projections have led
many Greens to preach apocalyptical
environmental doom following the
current population explosion. Like
Malthus, Erlich predicts a self-limit-
ing situation, but unlike Malthus’
steady-state misery, Erlich postulates
an irreversible catastrophe because the
exploding population would wreck
“spaceship earth” before numbers fell,
due to starvation and other causes.

What Erlich and others overlook is
that affluence results in levelling and
indeed falling populations, as witness
Western Europe, Japan and, most re-
cently, Singapore. Unfortunately more
affluent populations also exert more
environmental pressure per unit and
the rate of attaining affluence is unpre-
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dictable. Thus the ultimate, sustain-
able and self-regulating population of
an affluent “spaceship earth” cannot
be easily predicted and, as far as I
know, no such studies have appeared.
However, there is no reason for pessi-
mism because it is quite obvious that
environmental problems are least seri-
ous in prosperous liberal democracies,
however densely populated. Thus this
part of the environmental problem is
subsumed in the great political battle
of ridding the world of corrupt totali-
tarian and authoritarian regimes.
Pollution

Pollution must be defined as the intro-
duction of undesirable substances and
objects through human activity. The
great majority of such issues are not
strictly environmental because they
concern fears about the safety of peo-
ple. Most of these fears revolve around
toxic, particularly carcinogenic or ra-
dioactive, substances introduced into
the environment by industrial or agri-
cultural activity and are overwhelm-
ingly groundless.

Part of the problem is the inability of
the public to distinguish between tox-
icity (the ability of a material to injure
a living organism by other than me-
chanical means) and toxic hazard
which is the likelihood of a material to
cause harm. It is the latter which is
important and it always involves many
factors in addition to toxicity itself, of
which the likely level of exposure is
most critical. It turns out that the
substances which engender the most
hysterical responses, viz, insecticide
and herbicide residues and some in-
dustrial pollutants such as dioxins,
polychlorobiphenyls, asbestos and ra-
dioactive substances, represent negli-
gible toxic hazards to the population at
large although they may present very
real hazards to workers and farmers
involved in handling such materials in
bulk. In fact the carcinogenic hazards
due to insecticide and herbicide
residues in food are much smaller than
those due to naturally-occurring sub-
stances in many common foods. To
put it picturesquely, dioxin (at the
levels encountered by the general popu-
lation) is less of a hazard than broccoli,
which is, of course, quite safe. It has

recently been estimated by the US Food
and Drug Administration that 98% of
the cancer risk in the diet results from
ordinary foods and not from additives,
poisons or other man-made contribu-
tions to the food chain. Paradoxically,
the so-called “organically-grown”
preducts may be more hazardous than
those grown with the aid of insecti-
cides, artificial fertilisers and herbi-
cides because they tend to be varieties
more naturally resistant to insects and
thus containing higher levels of natu-
rally-occurring insecticides which are
just as likely to be carcinogenic as the
man-made ones.

The truth of the above is obvious
from the fact that cancer rates in indus-
trialised countries are definitely not
soaring and that life expectancy is very
high and still increasing. Modern man
lives a longer and healthier life in spite
of (probably because of) the artificial
surroundings he inhabits. Legislating
for ever-decreasing permissible levels
of insecticide residues etc represents a
totally unjustified misallocation of of-
ten enormous resources. It also repre-
sents a combination of political
expediency, cowardice and ignorance
which would be uproariously funny if
it did not cost us so much.

The above does not imply that pollu-
tion never causes environmental or
toxic hazards, but only that the public
concerns are misdirected. To be really
dangerous the pollutant must meet at
least one of four criteria:

(i) Be present in high concentration
(this is invariably local and is ex-
emplified by acid rain and by the
environmental destruction of So-
viet inland seas and lakes and by
the now largely reversed fate of
Lake Erie).

(ii) Be self-replicating, ie pathogens,
which are still the major pollution
hazard in Third World countries.

(iii) Be cumulative, as exemplified by
heavy metal ions. The discontinu-
ation of the use of tetraethyllead as
a petroleum additive is entirely rea-
sonable.

(iv) Be catalytic, as for instance CFCs
in their action on the ozone layer.

All of these problems can be detected

and ameliorated and are reversible.
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Once the possibility of such occur-
rences has been recognised, as is cer-
tainly the case in liberal democracies,
ameliorating action can always be
taken. Moreover, provided that the
goals are set in a reasonable manner, ie
so that hazards are not reduced to a
level ridiculously lower than those in-
volved in simply living, such action
need not be economically damaging.

Cataclysmic Effects

Predictions of imminent catastrophe
are not confined to the Green move-
ment but have certainly played a large
role in it. Resource depletion, over-
population and nuclear Armageddon
all occupied centre-stage in turn and
have now been replaced by the Green-
house Effect. I am little perturbed by
this latest doomsday scenario because
even the worst-case predictions are not
all that catastrophic compared with
the previous non-materialised cases.
Furthermore, while an increase in the
concentration of carbon dioxide in the
atmosphere has certainly occurred, sig-
nificant global warming has not. In
addition, given the fact that the bio-
sphere depends on carbon and that this
element is scarce, it is probably much
better for the health of the biosphere to
have additional carbon in the form of
carbon dioxide than uselessly locked
up in fossil deposits.

Does it follow that mankind lacks
the capacity to damage the biosphere
inacataclysmic way? Notatall. Firstly,
one of the now unfashionable dooms-
day scenarios, the “spasm” launching
of all nuclear missiles by the super-
powers, would have destroyed civilisa-
tion even without invoking long-term
damage by radioactivity or exotic ef-
fects such as “nuclear winter”. Itis a
sobering thought that the capacity to
produce such a catastrophe still exists
and will always exist given the fact
that thermonuclear devices and rocket
technology cannot be uninvented. Per-
haps the only strategy for avoiding this
particular catastrophe is to develop
defensive technologies (the Strategic
Defence Initiative, the so-called “Star
Wars”) in the breathing space afforded
by the current political thaw and to
disseminate them widely.

Secondly, and more importantly,



future global threats could arise, the
most obvious ones being genetically
engineered pathogens produced either
deliberately as weapons or accidentally.
Just think what the HIV virus would be
like if it were only more transmissible
and less delicate! Equally catastrophic
would be a pathogen which would
clear all algal life from the oceans or
destroy the soil microbes.

Thus the mere fact that the New
Class has cried wolf a number of times
and will undoubtedly continue to do
so, does not mean that a wolf may not
materialise. We should certainly keep
our guard up and hope that the wolf-
criers have not desensitised the public
to such an extent that, when need for

urgent action arises, we will allow the
planet to be eaten.

Conclusions

Environmental problems are largely
real, but are far from intractable. They
are certainly less daunting than the
political, social and economic prob-
lems facing mankind.

Once the environmental problem is
broken up into its component parts,
amelioration becomes entirely feasi-
ble, although while mankind exists it
must have a severe impact on the rest
of the biosphere. The political problem
is that the attention given to the vari-
ous components and the resources
devoted to amelioration are at present
misdirected. This is due to the lack of

grasp by the public of the relative
importance of the various environ-
mental issues which in turn is due to an
abysmal and incurable ignorance of
the scientific and technical aspects.
Responsible action by governments and
élites is thus imperative in spite of the
ever-present temptation to use envi-
ronmental issues for electoral purposes.

Sev Sternhell is the Professor
of Organic Chemistry,
University of Sydney. He is
not connected with any food or
chemical industry.

Architecture and the Prince

Mira Bar-Hillel explains how Prince Charles’

n a sunny afternoon in the
summer of 1984, in the beau-
tiful setting of Hampton Court

Palace, the Prince of Wales declared
war on Modern architecture and the
ravages of post-War planners. His
speech that day and several others that
followed, along with a television pro-
gramme and book, Vision of Britain,
captured the minds of his subjects-to-
be. They found his pleas for more
humane, human-scale designs and less
architectural megalomania reflecting
their own frustrated views and feelings
about what was being done to their
environments. They loved him for it
and cheered him on.

In poll after poll 80 per cent of people
warmly identified with his condemna-
tion of various Modern buildings as
“carbuncles” and “glass stumps”. The
establishment, wedded as it was —
and remains — to the rhetoric of
“progress” and modernity, no matter

vision failed

how ugly and dysfunctional, was
shaken to its very foundations. It was,
however, powerless to resist.

Then fate intervened. In June 1992
Andrew Morton published Princess
Diana’s story, which shattered forever
the myth of the royal “fairytale” mar-
riage. In the aftermath of this shock, a
cease-fire in his architecture crusade
was forced on the Prince. He was, his
advisers insisted, going to have a dif-
ficult enough time surviving the dam-
age inflicted by his wife without taking
on any other powerful enemies. He
would do better, they whispered, to
find more “positive” ways of channel-
ling his views on architecture and plan-
ning.

These “positive” ways turned out to
be The Prince of Wales’s Institute of
Architecture, set up and run with no
clear sense of purpose, and a magazine,
Perspectives on Architecture, whose
contents were as aimless as its title.

In the autumn of 1997, an article in
Perspectives contemptuously dis-
missed the Prince’s own criticisms of
the hideous new British Library as
“having a period feel about them”.
The author, Kenneth Powell, also called
for a knighthood to be given to Colin St
John Wilson, the library’s architect, a
man who once publicly likened Prince
Charles to Stalin, Hitler and Pol Pot.
The knighthood was duly awarded,
earlier this year.

Only a few weeks later, in January
1998, Perspectives was forced to close
down, having found no readers for its
non-message. Its debts of £1.8 million
to the Institute will not help what is
already a very troubled organisation
whose entire governing council had to
be sacked in 1996 by an increasingly
frustrated Prince.

The Institute’s last stand has been to
call in a retired but committed Mod-
emnist architect, who once worked for
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Mies van der Rohe, Adrian Gale, to
head its School of Architecture.

The denials, statements and attempts
by the Institute to reinvent itself (there
is talk of it being replaced by some ill-
defined “foundation™) have fooled no-
one. The Prince’s bitter enemies, after
over a decade of being on the defen-
sive, recognised surrender as soon as
they saw it.

On 22 January 1998 Paul Finch,
editor of the establishment’s house
magazine, the Architects’ Journal,
admitted to “a new spring in my step
this week” over the “demise” of the
Prince’s campaign. A cartoon by the
excellent Louis Hellman shows the
Prince, on bended knee, surrendering
his broken sword to the conquering
ranks of glass stumps.

The Prince could have made a real
difference to the way architecture is
viewed and practised in this country
by giving a voice to millions. But he
has allowed himself to be compro-
mised, marginalised and ultimately
silenced. His direct influence is now
negligible.

What is both ironic and tragic is that
the Prince’s own views have never
changed. He loathes the Millennium
Dome every bit as passionately as he
hates other buildings by Lord Rogers,
Sir Norman Foster, Sir Michael
Hopkins and others who have flour-
ished regardless of his views of them.

But we can no longer expect him to
add his weight to any future anti-Mod-
ernist campaigns. His success in de-
feating “a monstrous carbuncle on the
face of a much-loved friend” (a Mod-
ernist extension to the National Gal-
lery) and the “glass stump more suitable
to Manhattan” (the scheme by Lord
Palumbo to build a Mies van der Rohe
design opposite the Bank of England)
will, tragically, not be repeated.

His forced silence has already cost
him the loss of a Classical design for
Paternoster Square, which he won af-
ter a five-year battle in which he was
assisted by the London Evening Stand-
ard. The present Japanese owners will
shortly have planning permission for a
bland, no-style scheme with mediocre
buildings by some of the Prince’s least
favourite architects.

His voice was noted by its absence

when the hideous megalomaniac
Millennium Tower by Sir Norman
Foster threatened to burst through the
City of London skyline. He remained
silent when the V&A cocked a snook
at him by choosing a competition
winner for its extension which
resembled a random pile of multi-
coloured boxes in a Grade I-listed
environment.

He said nothing when Lord Rogers
proposed a building rising to 20 sto-
reys on the riverfront at Battersea. As
a result, the building was allowed and
now Sir Norman is trying for two even
more massive riverside buildings which
will be difficult to stop because a prec-
edent has been set.

This is all very sad, but we must now
accept that, while his views have not
changed at all, we can no longer expect
the Prince to voice them in the defence
of his architectural realm.
National Museum of Scotland
The Prince’s last major public stand
was made in August 1991, over the
competition for an extension to the
National Museum of Scotland.

His resignation as President of the
Patrons of the National Museum of
Scotland was announced on the eve of
the declaration that a crude Modernist
scheme had won the architectural com-
petition. The Prince was accused of
having gone in a fit of pique and of
having timed his resignation to max-
imise the damage to the Museum.
Although both accusations have often
been repeated since, neither was true.

The Prince resigned because the
museum panjandrums misled and mis-
used him. Having been conned, he was
then expected to go out and help raise
funds for a project in which he had lost
faith. His resignation was inevitable
and his departure left the museum with
an unpopular scheme and an uphill
struggle to find the 25-30 million
pounds needed to build it. But the
crisis was entirely of the museum’s
own making.

The Prince did not resign because
the chairman chosen for the competi-
tion assessors was Sir Philip Dowson,
designer of a scheme for Paternoster
Square which the Prince described in
his book, Vision of Britain, as “inhu-

”»

man”, and who might just possibly
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harbour a grudge. Nor did he quit
because the winning scheme was by
Benson and Forsyth, designers of the
ghastly Maiden Lane estate in Camden,
brimming with defects and unhappy
tenants less than ten years after its
completion. Knowing as he did the
devastating effect his departure would
have on the Museum’s fund-raising
prospects, it was a decision taken not
lightly but of necessity. His repeated
warnings about the unsatisfactory way
the competition was being run had
gone unheeded for too long.

In 1989, the Marquis of Bute and
Lord Perth insisted on an open inter-
national competition for the museum.
The Prince suggested that a limited
competition, among a number of ar-
chitects individually interviewed by
the trustees, would produce a better
result. He was overruled but stayed on
hoping he might still be able to exert a
positive influence. ’

He then expressed concern that the
architect-dominated selection panel
would become too powerful in the as-
sessment (of what turned out to be 330
entries from all over the world), over-
whelming the lay trustees. He pro-
posed modifications to the process
which he hoped would redress the
balance and was told they would be
taken on board.

But that did not happen. Instead, the
trustees were faced with a shortlist of a
dozen schemes chosen for them. The
other 318 had been discarded and the
architectural panel refused to discuss
the also-rans or any merits they may
have had.

Worse: incredible though it may
sound, the trustees were effectively
barred from discussing what the build-
ing would actually look like. The
professional selectors decreed that the
sole criterion was to be the internal
arrangements and their suitability for
the Museum’s requirements.

What about the elevations? What
would be the effect of this major new
public building on the streetscape?
Would it make a worthy contribution
to historic Edinburgh? The Prince was
shocked to discover that these issues,
vital to the people of Scotland, had not
even been discussed and that the trus-
tees had also been excluded from the



briefing given to the finalists concern-
ing the appearance of the building.

The “international” competition ul-
timately yielded six finalists, five from
London, none fromoverseas, none from
Scotland, none well known. Shown
the six finalists at the last minute, the
Prince knew his efforts to inject com-
mon sense into the competition had
failed, knew he had been hoodwinked
for some time and knew he had to
resign. He also knew this had to be
done before the winner was announced,
so that his gesture would not be seen as
a personal attack on any individual
architect. As to the principle of resig-
nation, however, he had been left with
no choice. In spite of his efforts to give
lay people more of a voice, the finalists
were yet again the product of a system
by which architects decide the archi-
tectural future of important sites. It
was not what he was there for.

A close source told me at the time:
“The Prince has many calls on his time
and attention and many calls he could
espouse. He could not in all conscience
go out and raise funds for a project he
feels was not a success. And he re-
sented attempts to keep him as a useful
figurehead while ignoring his contri-
butions and effectively running rings
round him”.

Eva Jiricna, a super-trendy architect
who was on the selection panel, was
quick to attack. “I don’t know what he
is objecting to. We are all profession-
als,” she is reported as saying. She
missed the point, of course. It was that
very fact which forced him to resign.

News of the Prince’s resignation were
leaked to the Daily Telegraph on the
eve of the competition winner an-
nouncement, although he had resigned
afortnight earlier, before knowing who
the winner was. The leak was intended
— and succeeded — in presenting the
totally wrong and damaging image of
a childish, petulant Prince walking out
in a fit of pique, not on a point of
principle. The image has never been
corrected by the Prince’s staff, and the
aftermath helped them convince the
Prince that he should not attempt an-
other such principled stand ever again.
Paternoster Square
In June 1986 the Evening Standard
revealed that the Paternoster precinct,

the dismal 1960s development north
of St Pauls Cathedral, was to be rede-
veloped. A 250-year lease on the site
had been bought from the Church Com-
missioners by a consortium led by de-
veloper Stuart Lipton for £80 million.

At the time the project director said:
“If possible we would like to bring
back the medieval street patterns with
lower buildings”. But Mr Lipton de-
cided to hold an international archi-
tectural competition for the site and
chose eight Modernist practices to take
part, including Britain’s top three,
Richard Rogers, Norman Foster and
the late James Stirling.

The competition entries were not
made public, but Prince Charles had a
private viewing in July 1987. He made
it clear to the developer that none of the
eight, including the winning scheme
by Arup Associates, remotely met with
his approval.

The Prince could have
made a real difference
to the way
architecture is viewed
and practised in this
country by giving a
voice to millions. But
he has allowed
himself to be
compromised,
marginalised and
ultimately silenced.

A few months later, in December
1987, the Prince made his celebrated
Mansion House speech, dubbed the
“Luftwaffe speech”.

In a stunningly forthright fashion he
slated Britain’s post-War planners and
architects and singled out the Pater-
noster competition for comment. It
was “deeply depressing” and “demor-
alising”, he said. The competition
brief which specified a million square
feet of offices forced all the competi-
tors to “cram in as much as possible on
to the site”. There was no considera-
tion for “architectural good manners”,

materials or style.

At the same time, he described his
own vision for St Pauls. Apart from
the restoration of the medieval street
pattern, he wanted “to see a roofscape
that gives the impression that St Paul’s
is floating above it like a great ship on
the sea. I would also like to see the
kinds of materials Wren might have
used — soft red brick and stone dress-
ings perhaps, and the ornament and
detail of classical architecture, but on
a scale humble enough not to compete
with the monumentality of St Pauls”.

It was in direct response to the
Prince’s vision for Paternoster that
architect John Simpson produced what
began its life as an “alternative”
scheme. The idea was conceived late
at night after the Mansion House
speech: a real plan which would be
formally submitted to the City of Lon-
don as a planning application to chal-
lenge the official schemes which the
Prince had likened to “a stunted imita-
tion of Manhattan”.

In February 1988 I persuaded the
Evening Standard to support the
Simpson scheme by paying his sub-
stantial planning application fee. As
the paper explained at the time, “We
support this effort not because we are
convinced his is the only correct solu-
tion, but because we agree with Prince
Charles that such decisions must not
be taken behind closed boardroom
doors and through private competi-
tions, but have a proper public debate
so that the people of London may judge
for themselves”.

Following the Standard’s interven-
tion, things began to happen. A Pater-
noster Committee was set up by Lord
St John of Fawsley, chairman of the
Royal Fine Art Commission, who or-
ganised an exhibition of the Arup and
Simpson schemes in the crypt of St
Pauls in June 1988.

A comments book at the exhibition
was analysed by the Standard: three
out of four visitors who commented
preferred the classical approach to the
modern.

In June the Simpson scheme was
presented to the City, and was wel-
comed by the Planning Committee. In
the meanwhile, the site itself changed
hands twice. Arups continued to work
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on their scheme, but never made a
planning application.

In October 1989 the Paternoster site
. was acquired by a consortium made up
of UK developer Greycoat, New York
developer Park Tower and the power-
ful Mitsubishi Estates of Japan. One of
the first people the new owners called
on was Prince Charles. John Simpson
was taken on as joint masterplanner.

They made a commitment to “tradi-
tional concepts of urban design with
fine streets and public spaces... new
buildings should be human in scale...
we want to create a place which will be
admired and liked not only by the
people that use the buildings, but also
by the public at large”.

The Simpson scheme was then de-
veloped and went on public exhibition
in 1991. 18,000-0dd visitors attended
over five weeks. A Gallup survey com-
missioned by the developers had the
inspired idea of asking visitors their
profession and listing some of the re-
sponses separately for architects and
others.

The conclusion: most non-architects
(85 per cent) liked the Paternoster
proposals. Of the architects, 67 per
cent hated the scheme, some with an
alarming ferocity.

Most ordinary people found the
classical facades in stone and brick,
arranged along traditional street
patterns to complement Wren’s
masterpiece, comforting and attractive.
But among architects it brought out
fear and loathing.

Jeremy Melvin, one-time director of
the publicly subsidised Architecture
Foundation, was not content with at-
tacking the Prince and had a go at
Wren himself. St Pauls, he said, was
“a very unsatisfactory piece of archi-
tecture”, and should be demolished
while the horrible 1960s building sur-
rounding it should be kept. Architect
Peter Moro, at 80 a grand old man of
Modernism, said of the classical Pater-
noster proposals “I wanted to vomit”.

Roy Worskett, who as former City
Planner of Bath should really have
known better, complained of “tacky
Georgiana stuck to giant steel frames”
and accused the developers of the hei-
nous crime of seeking to gain “instant
public gratification”.

The scheme went on to obtain plan-
ning permission. But it was ultimately
defeated, not by the Modernists but by
circumstances. By the time consent
was given, the London property mar-
ket had plunged into a deep recession.
For most of the 1990s nothing got built
unless a tenant had already signed up
to take the space. The classical Pater-
noster design became a casualty of
circumstances.

By the time the market had recov-
ered sufficiently for developers’ inter-
est to be rekindled the Japanese, who
had by now acquired the entire site
from their British and American part-
ners, allowed themselves to be per-
suaded that the Simpson scheme was
not viable.

Sir William Whitfield was appointed
new masterplanner and began a long
fight to keep an incompatible and end-
lessly bickering architectural team to-
gether. The Prince had several
opportunities to tell the Japanese he
would rather they proceeded with the
approved scheme, but was talked out of
itby his advisers. The classical scheme
for Paternoster Square has been con-
signed to history; the Prince said noth-
ing.

Poundbury

It was in his “Vision of Britain” televi-
sion special in October 1988 that the
Prince first hinted at what he hoped
would become his most important con-
tribution so far to the great planning
debate. Some viewers were puzzled by
the special attention given in what was
a programme about Britain to two for-
eign places: Sienna in Italy and Sea-
side in Florida. The answer came a few
weeks later. The Prince was going to
implement some of the modern plan-
ning ideas of Seaside and the organic,
traditional architectural aspects of Si-
enna into a new development at
Poundbury in Dorset.

The decision to develop at all was not
his, nor that of the Duchy of Cornwall
which owns Poundbury along with
large tracts of Dorset countryside. It
was the decision of Dorchester City
and West Dorset District Councils,
taken after thorough studies and con-
sultation. The area between Dorchester
(which is at present remarkably small
for a County Town and where local
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people already cannot afford the house
prices) and the Dorchester by-pass was
deemed the best location.

Outline planning consent already
existed for the 400 acres which would
almost double the size of the town.
Over 15-20 years an additional 3000
houses would be built to house some
8000 people, the planners had decided.

Normally at this point the Duchy
would simply have put the land up for
sale leaving its future to be thrashed
out between private developers and
local planners. For the Duchy this
would have been the easy and tradi-
tional way, and many of its old hands
never wanted things to be done any
differently. Butin those days the Prince
was still making his own decisions.

Starting as he did from a sincere
regret that such a lovely landscape
must be developed at all, the Prince
decided that the least he could do was
ensure it was done properly.

Ideally, he wanted a solution which
would enhance, not destroy, the special
beauty of the area. He also insisted on
a solution which would be welcomed,
not resisted, by existing residents.

He commissioned the great Leon
Krier as his masterplanner and
organised the Poundbury planning
weekend for local people. The starting
point of the masterplan was the
overwhelming desire not only to create
a new kind of development but to set a
new standard and promote a new
approach which would be emulated all
over the country.

Leon Krier says he has been “ac-
cused” of creating an “Italian hill town”
in Dorset, but sees no need to defend
himself. “Why is it that the Modernists
mock 19th century pumping stations
beautifully designed to look like orien-
tal minarets, but drool over churches
(by Mies van der Rohe) that look like
garages and museums (the Centre
Beaubourg) that look like factories?”
(or insurance company headquarters
that look like oil refineries).

Charges of being “picturesque” and
“nostalgic” are also not rebutted. “Nos-
talgia literally means ‘longing for home’.
Fine! I want to design places that people
will be proud to have come from — and
always yearn to come back to”.

What he and the Prince were desper-



ate to avoid were the sprawling sub-
urbs, the housing estates which have
desecrated the outskirts of our impor-
tant towns and cities for decades.
Krier’s “quarters” are urban by de-
sign, mixed in uses and emerge on a
self-contained basis.

One reason why Poundbury may end
up being the only one of the Prince’s
positive architectural interventions not
to disappear without a trace is that
Leon Krier does not readily compro-
mise. On the Poundbury project he
regularly has to threaten to resign
whenever he uncovers yet another at-
tempt to dilute or subvert his
masterplan. He confirms that, even in
1998, he has to keep an eagle eye on the
project to protect it from predators and
hostile forces, some within the Duchy
itself.

School of Architecture

After many years of pointing out that
the architectural emperor has no
clothes, and after a series of highly
successful international summer
schools, Prince Charles finally an-
nounced his intention to set up a per-
manent school, teaching architecture
as he thinks it should be taught.

Did the announcement come in re-
sponse to being likened to Hitler by
architect James Stirling in a newspa-
perinterview the week before? It would
be fun to think so, but of course the
Prince’s intentions were made known
— privately — well in advance of the
public announcements.

They resulted from his realisation
that the existing 36 schools of archi-
tecture not only preach Modernism
exclusively, but often vilify and even
victimise those who want to draw for
their inspiration on anything classical
or traditional. As he said: “Those rare
students courageous enough to pursue
the traditional approach are sometimes
browbeaten by their tutors. Luckier
ones are merely ridiculed as freaks”.

Sadly, however, while the Prince’s
intentions were commendable, the
implementation was amateurish and
lamentable. The first mistake was to
appoint as director of the school Dr
Brian Hanson, who had done a good
job as the Prince’s Secretary in Archi-
tecture but was completely out of his
depth in his new role.

A mild architectural historian, Dr
Hanson had neither the managerial
ability to run the new organisation nor
the public relations skills to present it
to sponsors, students and the public.

He also had the most unfortunate
knack of appointing staff who regu-
larly turned on him and undermined
his position, while at the same time
alienating his — and the Prince’s —
real allies. The Institute quickly
changed from being a centre of classi-
cal excellence into a hive of bickering
courtiers.

Not surprisingly, all the world-class
figures involved in the Institute’s
launch were very quickly disillusioned
and departed. Leon Krier, while he
continues to correspond with the Prince
trying to warn him of what is
happening, lives in France and wishes
not to be formally associated with the
Institute.

Professor Christopher Alexander’s
views on the need to consider human
feelings in design and the dangers of
Modernism closely echo the Prince’s
own. “The tactic that architecture
professors use to subdue beginning
students is to create a subtle and highly
repressive atmosphere of esoteric
knowledge. This enables them to keep
in motion the gigantic scam they have
been perpetrating on the unsuspecting
public for 50 years”, Alexander said at
one of the early summer schools, by
way of explaining why a different kind
of school was needed.

But he soon found himself the butt of
a whispering campaign and left the
Institute in disgust. People of the stat-
ure of Krier and Alexander were re-
placed by a stream of nonentities, and
the Prince did nothing. The Prince of
Wales’s Institute of Architecture can
best be described using Ghandi’s fa-
mous comment on Western civilisa-
tion: “It would be a very good idea”.
Sadly, it never actually happened and
would not be missed if it disappears.

Architectural Modernism, like
socialism with which it has long been
closely associated since the Bauhaus
itself, is not so much a style as an
ideology, almost a religion. Like
socialism, is has to be imposed from
above by the “enlightened” élite on the
unwilling and ignorant masses — for

our own good, of course. And, like
socialism, it is exclusive and tolerant
of no dissent. Its doctrinaire and
indoctrinating principles dominate all
of Britain’s 36 schools of architecture.

Should the aesthetic tide ever turn
against Modernism, most architects
stand to lose not only their ideological
base but much of their livelihood as
well. That is why, as Professor
Christopher Alexander says quite
bluntly, they must “stifle debate, pre-
vent criticism, so that they can main-
tain their monopoly over the billions of
dollars of capital investment in new
buildings”.

In contrast, when setting up his
school, the Prince said that architec-
ture must go “beyond the purely func-
tional and material... give us a sense of
well-being, of harmony and of appro-
priateness without which we cannot
claim to be the true heirs of civilisa-
tion.

“I suspect there is a great hunger
among young architects for those prin-
ciples which guided the builders of
old. I would like to try and find a truly
effective way of responding through
research, through practical building
experience, through craftsmanship,
through the more sensitive use of mod-
ern materials, through enlightened
humility, through the application of
wise and ageless principles gleaned
from constant observation of the natu-
ral world and the ways of the uni-
verse”.

He also said of the Modern Move-
ment: “It has taken 50 years to destroy
the accumulated architectural wisdom
of thousands of years. I am quite
prepared for it to take at least as long to
rebuild it — even if I have to be sent
to a taxidermist in order to see it
through”.

This important promise now appears
to have been tragically abandoned.
Only one man can change that — the
one who made it in the first place.

Mira Bar-Hillel is planning
correspondent of the Evening
Standard.
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Blair’s Britain

Hal Colebatch provides an Australian view.

ince arriving in Britain last

September I have seen some-

thing new. The bizarre atmos-
phere of the Diana funeral greeted us,
so like the sad and horrible atmos-
phere of the last days of the Arthurian
mythology, complete with its addancs
and mordreds, and led me to think
further about something which had
started to pre-cccupy me some time
before I left Australia: that is, the
changing shape of cultural conflict, its
increasing importance in the shaping
of the future, and its gradual emer-
gence over other, more conventional,
aspects of the political process. Allied
to this was another thing which the
Dianamania impressed on me: how
much we seem to have exhausted our
religious and ethical capital: what I
saw was a people who did not know
how to believe, how to think, how to
feel, or how to behave.

I don’t say that to denigrate British
culture especially. It was a universal
phenomenon. According to one authori-
tative survey, the Diana affair generated
more publicity, internationally, than any
other event in the entire history of the
world. This is, surely, something for any
social commentator to consider very
seriously.

The Australian historian Manning
Clark, in Britain as a young man at the
time of the fall of France in 1940, had
been given a chance to be present at a
great world-historical crisis and had
fled. In my own case the question of
fleeing or otherwise did not enter into it
— there was no physical danger to test
one’s courage against in that sense —
but I was certainly present at something
important.

Tony Blair leads the first major post-
Cold War government and the first
government of any major Anglophone
country to launch a specifically cultural
war. Its objectives go far beyond

entrenching the Labour Party. They
encompass changing the entire culture
and national identity of the country and
the mental landscape and values of those
who inhabit it. The destruction of
Britain’s links with its past and with its
traditional culture seem under Blairism
both a political strategy and a personal
obsession.

The relationship between government,
economic power and culture is complex
and multidirectional: Blairism inher-
ited and benefited from a certain cul-
tural as well as economic climate. Now,
to an unprecedented degree, it seeks to
use that climate to entrench a certain
élite on the commanding heights of
cultural power, and by excluding and
silencing the traditional culture of Brit-
ain. This is to be done by a coalition of
political, media, artistic, financial and
other interests. The issues in British
politics today do not look like those of
the past and often do not look political at
all. The Italian Marxist Antonio Gramsci
said that:

Any revolutionary class, in addition to

seizing political power, must secure cui-

tural hegemony... To seal its victory,
such a class... must challenge and oust

[its enemies] in the realms of religion,

philosophy, art, morality, language and

manners.
It would be hard better to encapsulate
New Labour’s agendas, objectives and
strategy. New Labour is not a monolith,
but it is given coherence by a specific
Weltanschauung which amounts to a
virtualideology. New Labouris uniquely
positioned for cultural revolution, for it
came to power free from the social dis-
ciplines and, to an extent, the military
alliances of the Cold War, the tradi-
tional power of the big unions and the
ideological baggage of socialism. Fur-
ther, with 43% of the vote converted into
63% of the seats in Parliament, Britain
is at least temporarily a One-Party State.
This was achieved partly through tacti-
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cal voting but fundamentally through a
huge failure among traditional conserva-
tive voters to support Tory candidates.
Blair is commonly depicted as a centrist
— almost non-political — politician,
the least radical of politicians, a “chip-
per apolitical imp”, in one paper, “star-
tlingly unradical” according to political
writer Edward Pearce, or as the Econo-
mist put it, “The Strangest Tory Ever
Sold”, leading a meritocratic govern-
ment, a managerialist who sees govern-
ment in technocratic terms. Paul
Johnson, an increasingly fervent ad-
mirer of Blair, claimed:

In essentials, Blair’'s Government is a

continuation of Margaret Thatcher’s af-

ter the hiatus of the John Major interreg-
num.
Stewart Steven claimed:

He thinks the ideological approach to

politics was almost a perversion of the

20th Century.
There is an official government version.
The British High Commissioner to Aus-
tralia told an Australian audience:

Britainis abuzzing, exciting place spread-

ing out in many areas of manufacturing

and industry, in creative design and cut-
ting-edge technology.

Blair is leading a third wave, between

free markets and the traditional socialist

approach ... He did not say what the

Tories had done was bad, he agreed to

build on them. New Labour is very dif-

ferent from traditional labour.

These things are in a sense true. They
also disguise a deeper and opposite
truth. One of the most perceptive de-
scriptions of Blair’s real ideology has
been “radical centrist”. Blair is not the
least but the most radical British Prime
Minister since the office emerged in its
modern form. Labour is trying to de-
stroy the traditions, values and culture
in which traditional conservative ideas
can exist. They have taken to heart one
of the most important lessons of ecology
— you don’t make a species extinct by
going after specimens of it: you make it



extinct by destroying its habitat. Mao
Tse Tung said the sympathetic peasants
were the sea in which the fish of guerril-
las existed. Modern Labour — and cul-
tural Nomenklatura — strategy is to dry
up the sea in which conservative fish can
exist.

Why does Blair invite drug-sodden,
violent, child-corrupting rock-stars like
Noel Gallagher to Downing Street re-
ceptions? I think much of the answer is
along the lines of what Orwell said of the
Nazi goose-step — it is a raw demon-
stration of power. It says: “However
ugly this is, you daren’t laugh at it. Your
protest is futile. Your world, your val-
ues, are ended.” New Labour’s infatua-
tion with degrading, barbarous,
soul-destroying rubbish in art, fashion,
films, music and architecture, is part of
the same thing, as is its thrust to destroy
traditions and values in the armed forces,
the churches, the ceremonies and of-
fices of State, the teaching and aware-
ness of traditional British history — the
various symbols, traditions and attitudes
which have made up the notion of
Britishness. Legislation is not necessary
to kill a tradition, not even the crude
weapons of satire are necessary. Mere
flippancy can do it, or the well-bred
snivelling voice of the narrator of an
historical television feature. An institu-
tion can be killed simply by labelling
feelings of affection or reverence for it,
even sympathetically and regretfully,
as “nostalgia” — the labelling of it as
something dead and gone is effective. It
can be killed simply by being ignored,
and once it is dead it doesn’t come back.

The proletarianisation of the media
aids this process of cultural destruction
enormously. At the other end of the
cultural spectrum you have fin-de-si¢cle
artists and arts bureaucrats promoting
every kind of artistic and cultural degen-
eration both for their own enrichment
and also for the objective of destroying
those traditions and values which de-
pend on notions of beauty and civilisa-
tion. If this destruction is completed,
conservatives will have no means of
existing and in a sense no reason to
exist, like Orang Utans when the rain-
forest has been bumnt.

A Cool Britannia whose salient points
of existence are rock-musicians, fash-
ion-designers, millionaire soccer club

managers and recipients of prolefeed
who feel the events of Coronation Street
more deeply than those of the actual
world is simply incompatible with a
Britain whose history is a living culture
— the Britain that is a part and product
of (to make a very small and I emphasise
very idiosyncratic list) Alfred the Great,
Mallory, Purcell, Shakespeare, Dr
Johnson, Nelson, Turner, Wellington,
Constable, Rewards and Fairies, Ralph
Vaughan Williams, Gainsborough,
Gilbert & Sullivan, The Ballad of the
White Horse, Arthur Ransome, Richmal
Crompton, “BB”, The Wind in the Wil-
lows, “Bartimeus”, W. E. Johns, J. R. R.
Tolkien, C. S. Forester, Douglas Bader,
Meccano, John Wyndham, Hornby
trains, Sir Frank Whittle, C. S. Lewis,

The destruction of
Britain’s links with its
past and with its
traditional culture
seem under Blairism
both a political
strategy and a
personal obsession

Geoffrey Household, Berkeley Mather,
Rosemary Sutcliff, Kenneth More in
North West Frontier, Colonel Wintle,
Carry On films, Lord Denning,
Genevieve, village cricket, Dan Dare,
Benny Hill, Alec Guinness, Thomas the
Tank Engine, and, late and perhaps
closing the circle, John Boorman’s 1981
film Excalibur (this last a smashing
riposte to the notion that satires like
Monty Python and the Holy Grail had
succeeded in killing the deep cultural
resonance and magic of the Arthurian
myth). The two are as incompatible as
the Soviet Union and the writings of
Solzhenitsyn: they cannot ultimately
both exist in the same culture and one or
the other has to go.

But Labour and the cultural penumbra
of Cool Britannia is 7ot in possession of
some kind of Zeitgeist. These are his-
torically very interesting times. I con-
clude with two quotes from favourite
authors: One is by the great American
Science-fiction writer Larry Niven, who

is my own SF editor with Baen Books,
and was one of the group of SF writers
who helped persuade President Reagan
to press ahead with the Star Wars de-
fence initiative and break the Soviet
economy. He concludes a story set in the
not-too-distant future in the following
terms, with an eerie echo of the appar-
ently irrational nature of the great driv-
ing forces:

“Why did Earth go into space in the first
place, if not for abstract knowledge?”
Words crowded over each other to reach
Lit’s mouth. They jammed his throat,
and he was speechless. He spread his
hands, made frantic gestures, gulped
twice, and said, “It's obvious!”
“Tell me slow. I'm a little dense.”
“There’severything in space. Monopoles.
Metal. Vacuum for the vacuum indus-
tries. A place to build cheap without all
kinds of bracing girders. Free fall for
people with weak hearts. Room to test
things that might blow up. A place to
learn physics where you can watch it
happen. Controlled environments —"

“Was it all that obvious before we got

there?”

“Of course it was!” Lit glared at his

visitor. The glare took in Garner’s with-

ered legs, his drooping, mottled, hairless
skin, the decades that showed in his eyes

—and Litremembered his visitor’s age....

“Wasn’t it?”

The other is from John Christopher’s
Beyond the Burning Lands, set in Dark
Ages Britain: small besieged cities with
heads of malefactorsimpaled above their
walls, wide shallow marshes, beaver-
dams and forest horns, wet tangled
woods, and savage men, with tiny is-
lands and pockets of order, hard-riding
knights and torches in the wind. The
hero seeks the aid of a local priest or
wizard who has an ancient weapon, and
with a sudden jolt for us the weapon is
handed over and the priest tells him so
we may date these Dark Ages: “You
could not handle many of our ancestor’s
weapons, but this one is simple. They
called it a Sten Gun.”

Our enemies may be singing Tomor-
row belongs to me, but tomorrow be-
longs automatically to no-one.

Hal Colebatch is writing abook
on Blair’s Britain.
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The English Tradition in Literature

reat works of literature are
those which deal convincingly
with the grand themes of hu-

man life, We are all born, most of us
marry and bring up children, we all
have to live with others, we all need
friends, and we all die. These momen-
tous facts, especially the last, have led
writers in every society to try to make
sense of them. All great art, and all
great literature, however disturbing or
unpleasant on the surface, aims at bot-
tom at making us feel more at home in
the world. It does this both by reconcil-
ing us to those things about it which we
cannot change, and by encouraging us
to change those things in it that we
actually can.

But when one asks, ‘What is English
literature?’, things get complicated.
English, French, German, Italian,
Latin and Greek literature all deal, in
their different ways, with the grand
themes. All celebrate love, friendship,
and the rest, and confront the unpleas-
ant facts of violence, death and hate.
So what makes English literature spe-
cifically English, as opposed to French
or German?

Language has much to do with it but
language is not everything. American
literature is written in English, but is
no mere appendix or offshoot of the
English tradition. This is so because
literature, though distinct from life, is
related to it, and there are many fea-
tures of American life which differ
from ours, such as the ethnic diversity
and tensions of its huge cities, and the
isolated rural communities scattered
across its famous wide-open spaces.
Our history is longer, our landscape,
climate and culture much less various,
and our whole mental universe, though
no less profound, much more con-
stricted. It is only to be expected that
such differences should be reflected in
our literature.

Robert Grant

Does the essence of a national litera-
ture lie in those superficial differences?
It can, but they can surely not give us
the essence of great literature, which,
addressed precisely those deep human
themes and predicaments which un-
derlie all national societies and tradi-
tions. Surface differences, the familiar,
the particular and the local, are in a
general way the stuff of light literature.

This is why humour, and particu-
larly the comedy of manners, often
does not travel well. Of course there is
great comic literature, and even slap-
stick has a universal appeal, but it is
barely possible for someone unfamil-
iar with the detailed nuances of Eng-
lishlife and history easily to understand
The Diary of a Nobody, 1066 and All
That, Stephen Potter, the Molesworth
books, or even P.G. Wodehouse. Just
how culture-bound Wodehouse really
is can be seen from the fact that Ameri-
cans and others often insist on treating
him as some kind of realist, without
seeing that his creations belong to a
wholly imaginary world, an Arcadia.
It is said that at the beginning of the
last War German spies were para-
chuted into England dressed in spats
and monocles, apparently in the
Wodehouse-derived belief that these,
being everyday wear, would be good
protective colouration. Be that as it
may (and it would be wonderful in all
senses if it were true), to see that
Wodehouse’s England is, and is meant
to be, non-existent, it surely helps to be
English in the first place.

Taken singly, the surface features of
any society, as of any literary tradition,
are not the material of great art. Each
by itself may be subject to change and
fashion. But taken as a whole they
constitute a culture, to which its inhab-
itants may be fiercely attached, since it
is the source of all their meanings and
they have none outside it. It is only
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through their specific cultural
embodiments that we can ever ap-
proach the universals of human life.
Isolate those from their cultural con-
texts, and you have merely animal or
biological life, the ‘birth, copulation
and death’ to which T.S. Eliot’s brut-
ish Sweeney reduces them. The catch-
all word ‘copulation’, for example,
throws no useful light on whatever is
represented by such different phenom-
ena as Romeo and Juliet, fornication,
Antony and Cleopatra, arranged mar-
riages, Paolo and Francesca, romantic
love, and so-called ‘living in sin’. To
know what all these mean, and to
evaluate them properly, we have to
know something about the societies in
which they figure. (And that is why
historical background is of such im-
portance in the understanding of lit-
erature. We need first of all to know
what it meant to them, then.)

English literature makes a greater
effort than most to keep hold of the
local, the specific and the familiar,
even when treating the ‘grand’ themes,
that is, even when it is ‘great’. Every-
where we find a distrust of the abstract,
the ideal, the theoretical and the
otherworldly, and acorresponding trust
in the immediate, the known and the
concrete. It is no accident that histori-
cally our mainstream philosophical
tradition has been empiricism, which
makes experience the final source and
test of truth. We have a genuine spir-
ituality and idealism of our own, but
for us an empirical bird in the hand is
always worth two ideal birds in the
bush.

That is perhaps because, at least in
modern times, our world has always
been more or less one in which we can
be at home. For us the immediate, the
known and the concrete are pleasant or
at least tolerable, rather than some-
thing we might wish to escape. Take



our climate and geography. We com-
plain about them, but they are pretty
hospitable to all but sunbathers. Con-
trast them with the harsh, dangerous,
starkly monotonous environments of
the Eskimo or the desert Arab, and
consider how those must condition
their inhabitants’ outlook. It is easy for
us in temperate zones, with variegated,
non-threatening surroundings and
changeable weather, to fancy ourselves
and our moods reflected in external
Nature. This is what Ruskin famously
called the Pathetic Fallacy, viz. the
superstition that Nature feels as we do
and sympathises with our emotions.

Thus a Victorian novelist (Charlotte
Bronté or George Eliot) will set a
human conflict against the backdrop
of a thunderstorm, and bring the sun
out when the characters finally make
up. How could an Eskimo novelist
symbolically emphasise his characters’
shifting emotions, when little in his
outside world changes, and all of it is
potentially hostile? Be it natural or
man-made, we find ourselves reflected
in our environment.

Man-made environments can seem
all-too-human. But a temperate
landscape makes the whole universe
seem friendly. It is humanised, and
may owe much to artifice, but there is
something in it which seems, whilst
engaging with the human, to transcend
and ennoble it, to give it a place in the
final, extra-human scheme of things.
Here we need only to make the best of
the world we have. Thus, from
Wordsworth and Emily Bronté to Hardy
and Richard Jefferies and Vaughan
Williams and the Ruralist painters of
the 1970s, we find a pagan, quasi-
religious, numinous or ‘nature-
mystical’ apprehension of the
countryside, a kind of pantheism. If
there is a God, he is not elsewhere, but
here; and he is not concentrated into
an overbearing, patriarchal Jehovah-
figure (Blake’s ‘old Nobodaddy aloft’),
but is variously manifested in every
detail of his creation.

If climate has helped us to feel at
home in the natural world, so has our
history in the social world. By nature
we are no more or less violent than
others, but our circumstances have in-
clined us over centuries to political

moderation and a deeply peaceable
way of life. In fact, what seems to other
nations our notorious lack of spiritual-
ity is probably due in part to our folk
memories of religious persecution, first
under Mary Tudor and then, briefly,
under James II, as well as the Civil
War, which had a religious as well as
a political side. We dislike both
otherworldliness and fanaticism, and
in religious matters prefer sentiment
to doctrine, just as in politics we prefer
practice to theory.

Alone of all the major European
tongues, English is a genuine hybrid.
When the Romans left Britain, their
language survived only in the monas-
teries. The Jutes, Angles, and other
German tribes invaded, driving the
old native British language into Wales,
which they never fully colonised. Their

All great art, and all
great literature,
however disturbing or
unpleasant on the
surface, aims at
bottom at making us
feel more at home in
the world.

language, Anglo-Saxon, was the eve-
ryday speech of England for four or
five centuries, and remains the basis of
much of our ordinary vocabulary, es-
pecially of short, sharp, vigorous words
like grip, grasp, leap, bed, bend, dog,
stick, stool, head, hat, shoe, food, and
so on. Probably nearly all everyday
business could even now be carried on,
as it once was, using nothing but Ger-
manic words.

Romance vocabulary came back
through the Norman Conquest. The
conquerors spoke Norman-French,
which became the official language of
England for three centuries. In a soci-
ety whose ruling class is perpetually
under threat there are rigid class divi-
sions, enforced by law, and marked in
all kinds of ways from language to
dress and manners. But when, as in
insular and seldom-invaded England,

a ruling class is relatively secure (at
least from foreign attack), it finds it
advantageous gradually to share power,
and eventually culture, with its sub-
jects. Gradually, over the centuries,
this is what happened in England, so
that the most powerful man in Eng-
land after Henry the Eighth, and al-
most the best educated, was a butcher’s
son, Cardinal Wolsey. Yet social mo-
bility was already well advanced a
century and a half earlier when
Chaucer, a wine-merchant’s son, dip-
lomat and high government official,
chose to write The Canterbury Tales
not in the Court language, French, but
in the English vernacular.

I say English, but it was not what the
Anglo-Saxons spoke. Chaucer’s Eng-
lish was quite like today’s. In other
words, it was already full of French,
which is to say ultimately of Latin,
words. The rulers’ language had per-
colated downwards, as the common
people, or at least individuals from
among them, had begun, quite sponta-
neously, to percolate upwards into the
ruling class. In fact, the court of Richard
II, the king under whom Chaucer
served, was the last English court to
speak French.

Our dual linguistic heritage has made
English a language of unrivalled po-
etic resource. Consider some well-
known lines from Shakespeare (and
well-worn also, since Matthew Arnold
first drew attention to them). Hamlet is
dying, and Horatio offers to join him
by drinking the poison that has just
killed Gertrude. No, says Hamlet:

‘Absent thee from felicity awhile, /
And in this harsh world draw thy
breath in pain / To tell my story.’

Now, ‘absent thee from felicity
awhile’ literally means something like
‘do not die or kill yourself yet’, in other
words, postpone the happiness of death
(happiness, because after death, as
Hamlet sees it, there is no such suffer-
ing as there is in this life). But why
does he use such a formal expression
as ‘absent thee’, and such a remote,
philosophical-sounding word as ‘fe-
licity’, when he could have said happi-
ness?

Surely it is because he is describing
an unknown, other-worldly thing, the
state of being dead, a thing which is
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abstract because we can only imagine
it. But we imagine that it must be
something smooth, pleasant, and
stress-free, and that is just what that
beautiful, flowing, melodious line con-
veys. Both the key words in it are
Latinate.

Now compare it with the world that
Hamlet is asking Horatio not to leave.
The sharp monosyllables and the Ger-
manic words ‘harsh’, ‘world’ and
‘breath’ give an impression of some-
one straining, panting, and sucking air
in through his teeth, trying stoically
not to cry out. The first of those two
lines contains five words, which make
it flow easily; the second contains ten,
so that it comes out in spurts. There
could hardly be a more graphic con-
trast between the stress of this world
and the tranquillity of the next.

Much English poetry is in the man-
nerof ‘absent thee from felicity awhile’.
A poet who is dreaming of a better
world will tend to adopt that high-
toned, lofty philosophical style, full of
Latinate words. I have mentioned
Tennyson already, but there are oth-
ers, Platonists such as Spenser and
Shelley, who are equally notable for
what critics used to call mellifluous-
ness. Or there is Milton, who gives you
a similar effect but with the bass con-
trol turned up. Milton was one of the
foremost Latin writers of his time, and
also, when young, wrote in Italian.
The result is a deep, dignified, weighty
rumble, entirely appropriate for a Bib-
lical epic at least half of which is set in
Heaven. Many readers and critics, in
fact, have complained that, impressive
though Milton’s idiom is, it isn’t really
English. ‘In affecting the ancients,” as
Ben Jonson said of Spenser, ‘he writ
no language.’

Other writers go to the opposite ex-
treme, seeking to banish all ‘foreign’
— by which they mean Romance —
words from their poetry. I say poetry,
since these things count for much more
in poetry than in prose, prose being a
more neutral medium, and also easier
to translate; but even George Orwell
said that in prose one should never use
aRomance word when an Anglo-Saxon
one will do. What he was suggesting
was that Romance words, being in
large part the vocabulary of philoso-

phy and the sciences, tended towards
abstraction, and thereby obscured the
true nature of everyday human, non-
scientific things. He thought that this
was particularly dangerous in politics,
where, because people’s lives and hap-
piness are at stake, it is especially
important for them to understand ex-
actly, and in a concrete way, what they
are being offered. Abstractions, Orwell
thought, are the basis of the lies and
self-deception endemic to all political
endeavour,

He gives a parody example from an
imaginary contemporary, a Commu-
nist professor such as E.H. Carr or J.D.
Bernal. In the 1930’s Stalin wanted to
get the Soviet Union industrialised,
and its agriculture collectivised, as fast
as possible. He succeeded, but only by
having tens of millions of people shot,
starved or worked to death. Orwell’s
professor whitewashes Stalin’s meth-
ods — which were probably less effi-
cient, economically speaking, than
twenty years of capitalism would have
been — like this (I am quoting from
memory): ‘Few would disagree that
the rigours the Russian people have
been called upon to undergo have been
more than amply justified in the sphere
of concrete achievement.” The words,
Orwell says, ‘fall upon the mind like
soft snow’, blurring the writer’s true
meaning, which is this: ‘I believe in
killing people if you can get good
results by doing so.’

Orwell was right in this instance, but
only because abstractions are here be-
ing used to mislead. If what you want
to describe really is abstract, and not
an all-too-concrete pile of corpses, then
it seems perfectly reasonable to use
abstract, which is to say, from our
point of view, largely Latinate lan-
guage. I say ‘from our point of view’
because for Romance nations Latinate
vocabulary must naturally be the lan-
guage both of the concrete and the
abstract, since, unlike us, they have no
other to draw on. The Italian word for
aconcept, concetto, is in itself no more
and no less ‘concrete’ than the Ger-
man Begriff, which seems more ‘physi-
cal’ to us. But etymologically both
signify a thing grasped, which, meta-
phorically speaking, is just what a
concept is. This information of course
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plays no part in the mind of one who
uses either word, any more than we
think of the word ‘concept’, when we
use it, as entailing the idea of physi-
cally grasping something.

How English speakers came to asso-
ciate Germanisms with practice and
Latinisms with theory is clear enough
but it is an association and no more.
Nevertheless, the distinction has en-
trenched itself at the heart of English
cultural politics. There have been lit-
erary nationalists — and they have
their equivalents in every other nation,
usually in music — who have sought
out the knobbliest, most Anglo-Saxon-
sounding vocabulary they can find with
the object of making English, not as
like Italian, but as like German as
possible. The underlying belief is that
their favoured lexis is somehow the
vehicle of earthy native authenticity,
as opposed to rootless foreign
intellectualism. Put that in religious
idiom, and you have the distinction to
which I have already referred, between
simple practical piety, a spiritual
habitus or communal sentiment on the
one hand, and heavyweight theology
and doctrinal religion on the other.

There is no doubt that F.R. Leavis’s
rating of Keats above Shelley, of
Hopkins above Tennyson, and of the
Metaphysical poets over Milton, was
more than a merely aesthetic prefer-
ence. His elevation in each instance of
a relatively vernacular idiom over the
European High Style was an index of
his own undeclared commitment to
practice over theory, to experience over
its explanation, and to vital ambiguity
over rational certitude. The trouble
with Leavis was that he managed to
convert even his pragmatic and ideally
provisional judgments into a curiously
unshakeable dogmatism of his own,
such as we see embodied in his notori-
ous league tables of literary heroes and
villains. They were, after all, only po-
ets and novelists, that is, composers of
self-confessed fictions.

Yet for Leavis all were prophets,
with human destiny in their hands,
between whom it became essential to
choose. It was imperative that vitality,
spontaneity, and the concrete should
triumph over the dead hand of ration-
alism, as represented by philosophy



and theology. Both of those claim, in
their different ways, if not always to
know the answer, at least to believe
that there is one, or so Leavis implied.
His counter-dogma was that there is no
answer, but that the question, and how
it is asked, is everything. Because of
that, and because, like the medieval
philosopher Duns Scotus, Hopkins
embraced the immediate as the vehicle
of the eternal, Leavis almost forgave
him for being a Roman Catholic. For
much the same reason he forgave
Bunyan for being a Protestant. (He
didn’t like religion.)

The contrast between these two idi-
oms, and the fact that it is a contrast of
substance as much as one of style, can
be brought out by comparing some
famous lines of Shelley’s with some by
Hopkins. Shelley writes in Adonals
that:

The One remains, the Many change and

pass;

Heaven’s light forever shines, Earth’s

shadows fly;

Life, like a dome of many-coloured

glass,

Stains the white radiance of Eternity

Until Death tramples it to fragments.

Now it is true that, if we do a word-
count, the language of that passage is
not especially Latinate; but many key
words of the antithesis, ‘radiance’ and
‘Eternity’ on the one side, and ‘Life’,
‘shadows’ and ‘glass’ on the other, do
show this etymological division. The
‘feel’ of this passage is very much like
the lines from Hamlet, and is brought
about by similar means.

Contrast it now with Hopkins’s well-
known mini-sonnet ‘Pied Beauty’,
which begins ‘Glory be to God for
dappled things’. Where Shelley soars
above the world of variety and transi-
ence, the Many, Hopkins embraces it.
For Shelley the Eternal precludes the
mortal and the transitory, making a
mere ‘shadow’ of it; for Hopkins, the
very miscellaneousness of the natural
and human worlds is what makes them
real, and points also to God’s author-
ship. Here the mortal is seen as an
aspect of the eternal, rather than some-
thing set up in permanent opposition
to it. Its reality is emphasised by a
plethora of knobbly, vigorous, con-
crete language, of predominantly Ger-

manic derivation: couple, brinded, stip-
ple, fallow, gear, tackle, freckled, trout,
cow, and so on.

Sometimes this English fascination
with the pullulating vitality of particu-
lars can almost run mad. Consider
Browning’s Englishman in Italy, who
sees:

... Our fisher arrive,

And pitch down his basket before us,

All trembling alive

With pink and grey jellies, your sea

fruit;

You touch the strange lumps

And mouths gape there, eyes open, all

manner

Of horns and of humps,

Which only the fisher looks grave at.

While round him like imps

Cling screaming the children as naked

And brown as his shrimps;

Or consider Dickens’s fantastic cata-
logues. Here, including a second help-
ing of shrimps, are the contents of the
crazy philanthropist Mrs Jellyby’s cup-
boards in Bleak House, which the nar-
rator Esther is attempting to clear out:
bits of mouldy pie, sour bottles, Mrs
Jellyby’s caps, letters, tea, forks, odd
boots and shoes of children, firewood,
wafers, saucepan-lids, damp sugar in
odds and ends of paper bags, footstools,
blacklead brushes, bread, Mrs Jellyby’s
bonnets, books with butter sticking to
the binding, guttered candle-ends put
out by being turned upside-down in
broken candlesticks, nutshells, heads
and tails of shrimps, dinner-mats,
gloves, coffee-grounds, umbrellas...
Esther calls this a picture of ‘waste and
ruin’, but Dickens describes it with
enormous relish. We might say that
here we have a love of texture, detail
and the miscellaneous simply for their
own sake, whose meaning lies in their
very lack of meaning. Santayana
memorably characterised the same
habit in Browning, the celebration of
vitality, or even mere existence, as an
end in itself, as ‘the poetry of barba-
rism’. (But then Santayana was very
largely a partisan of what I have called
the European High Style.)

One final example from Hopkins,
here showing how one can be blinded
by too myopic a focus on the immedi-
ate. It is from his unfinished
Epithalamion, and describes a hiker
stripping off for a swim in a woodland
pool:

Here he feasts: lovely all is! No more:

off with — down he dings

His bleached both and woolwoven wear:

Careless these in coloured wisp

All lie tumbled-to; then with loop-locks

Forward falling, forehead frowning, lips

crisp

Over finger-teasing task, his twiny boots

Fast he opens, last he offwrings,

Till walk the world he can with bare his

feet....

The most bizarre thing about this pas-
sage is not even its preposterous lan-
guage — ‘bare his feet’ for ‘his bare
feet’, ‘bleached both and woolwoven
wear’ for the man’s underclothes and
topclothes, to say nothing of his
‘dinging’ them down — but the fact
that Hopkins is so intent on rendering
every slightest physical nuance of the
performance that he has his bather
take off his boots last, a clear impossi-
bility when you consider the narrow-
ness of a Victorian gentleman’s trouser
cuffs and the size of his boots, espe-
cially if he is a hiker. Think of that
famous photograph of Brunel in his
stovepipe hat, and ask yourself whether
he could possibly get his trousers off
before his boots. Unlike ‘Pied Beauty’
this ludicrous passage amounts, quite
simply, to detail for its own sake, in
other words sheer pointlessness, and
illustrates precisely that linguistic vice
of ‘queerness’ which Hopkins diag-
nosed in himself.

It seems that there is a definite strain,
not only in English literature but also
in English life, which particularly fa-
vours or reflects this ‘concrete’ vo-
cabulary we have inherited from our
Germanic forebears. Although there
is much good in that strain, there is
also much that is not and just as char-
acteristically English — our Philistin-
ism, the down-side of our
down-to-earthness.

England was once personified by a
gross figure called John Bull, familiar
to us from the works, amongst others,
of the Regency cartoonist Gillray. John
Bull was little given to reflection. He
despised art, education, and music, did
not see why children should go to
school instead of sweeping chimneys
and hauling coal-trucks underground
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