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sense of an agreeable residential quarter
with streets of modest homes reflecting
human needs and aspirations, and around
which trade and business was conducted,
has been obliterated by huge steel and con-
crete blocks of rentable office space. In fifty
years of free trade and of a bleak mindless
quest for economic ‘growth’ and expansion
the city has effectively been murdered.
After office hours those bustling over-
crowded streets of dead souls trapped in
the current gold rush with no laughter in
their eyes, are empty, dead, dark, bare and
silent, a mausoleum of human nobility.

DOROTHY FOSTER GIVES ME an earful of the
UK Independence Party, urges that its poli-
cies are more in line with Fourth World
objectives than anything around and that I
should join; she even got them to send me a
load of their stuff. There are a surprising
number of Anti EUroplot organisations and
all seem to be tarred with the same brush of
ineffectuality, all seem to assume that either
we can modify the terms of our member-
ship by opposing the EU, or by reverting to
our traditional weights and measures, or by
getting out of the Brussels circus altogether.
Such pleas ignore the immense power of
money at work here and that any degree of
involvement in the EUroplot is to put one’s
neck on the block. The get-out-completely
people also fail to grasp that to revert to the
status quo ante is simply to recreate the basis
from which the EUroplot took off in the
first place. This is where the UK
Independence Party scores a point with
some of its policies urging a restoration of
local democracy. But it is half-hearted stuff.
Education, for example involves shifting
‘the balance of power away from the
bureaucrats’ so the bureaucrats will still be

there. Why not, in such an emphatically
local matter, and one of key importance to
liberty, abolish them altogether? Their liter-
ature does nothing to remove any distrust
of the whole concept of change via mass
party machinery, and if you think I am
being finicky too much by far just take on
board how a one-time socialist party under
Mr Blair has succeeded in establishing a
new corporate state in which capitalism
flourishes and in which, when the going
gets tough, a UK brand of fascism, will
emerge.

IT DOES NOT DO to try to do too much, as
some fountain of wisdom or other may
have said, but with guests coming I was
peeling potatoes in a bowl of water when
the phone rang. 

It was a loyal supporter to tell me she
could not make an Academic Inn meeting
as she was lecturing in Canterbury
University. Then the phone rang again, this
time John Coleman to say he could not
attend because he was to have an eye opera-
tion. John, like me, likes to chat, and I was
busy telling him about Goderic’s birthday
party, with the phone wedged between my
ear and my shoulder, when it fell into the
water among the potato peelings. For some
reason it reminded me of the newly married
sea captain in one of Smollet’s novels who
liked to follow seamanship ways by sleep-
ing in a hammock. On his wedding night he
insisted his bride share his, but in the mid-
dle of the night the extra burden broke the
supporting hook and abruptly deposited
them both on the floor. But I recovered the
receiver, which seemed no worse for its
immersion, although John seemed to take
some reassuring that I had not fallen
through the floor. ■
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