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For the Fawn who has to put up with this sort of nonsense ALL the time.




HOW TO BE RIGHT


James Delingpole was born in the Midlands, lives in London and rants on rock, politics, TV, books, food and culture for newspapers and magazines including the Spectator, the Sunday Telegraph and the Daily Mail. His main ambitions are to abolish windfarms, somehow find enough money to educate his children privately, bring about world peace, and go back in time and win a DSO commanding a battalion on D-Day.




Thanks to all my style-/taste-/tone-/funniness-/fact-/generalright-wing-soundness advisors without whose help this book would be considerably more rubbish than it is. I’d love to be able to give you their names but they have begged me not to for fear of the 3a.m. knock at the door.


Thanks to evil agent Straus.


Thanks to the cracking team at Headline, most of whom are almost certainly a bunch of ghastly lefties because pretty much everyone in publishing is but who nonetheless have done an absolutely first-rate job on this book and who were, I think, very brave to take it on in the first place.


And finally thanks to my dear, wonderful Guardian-reading editor Andrea Henry who is so totally the wrong person to be publishing a book called How To Be Right, but who has been absolutely magnificent, a joy to work with and a fund of wise advice (most of which I ignored, obviously) and I just want her to know that, even though she probably thinks I’m an evil, racist, sexist bastard, I think she’s great.




‘Neither conservatives nor humorists believe man is good. But left-wingers do.’ P. J. O’Rourke




A



Aaronovitch, David (see Why?)



Access (n.)


Isn’t it tragic that people from council estates hardly ever go to the opera? Isn’t it a crying scandal that museum – and gallery – attendance remains so stubbornly white and middle class? Isn’t it a national disaster that only a tiny percentage of the population regularly visits the theatre?


No. It’s bloody brilliant. It means we live in a country where we’re still free to make our own cultural choices – ‘A 12-hour abbreviated version of Wagner’s Ring Cycle viewed from one of the ten-quid extra-cheap seats; the V&A’s new blockbuster exhibition of the eighteenth-century needlecraft, or a wild, pill-enhanced night in the mosh pit watching Kasabian? Hmm. Which one will it be?’ – rather than having them rammed down our throats by the State.


But not for much longer. To the leftist ideologues who dictate Britain’s cultural policy it doesn’t much matter whether our museums and galleries can go on maintaining decent, intelligently-curated collections, whether our orchestras remain world class or our operas can still rival those at La Scala or the Met: elitism (qv), after all, is so old hat. What does matter very much to them, though, is enforcing something called Access.


Access is the trendy buzzword you find cropping up again and again in policy documents from the Department of Culture, Media and Sport and the Heritage Lottery Fund. Access is the idol all publicly-funded institutions must worship nowadays because if they don’t, they won’t get any government money. Access is the doctrine which maintains that right now there are hundreds of thousands of minority groups just dying to get their fix of Don Giovanni/Turner/early Sumerian cylinder seals but quite unable to do so because of one of the numerous ‘barriers to entry’ a heartless, uncaring society has placed in their way.


These ‘barriers to entry’, so the theory goes, might include: lack of braille/disabled access/signage for the deaf; literate labelling which, of course, cruelly discriminates against people who can’t read or don’t know any history; a general aura of Victorian civic grandeur and suffocating white-middle-classness which some might find alienating. What Access policy claims to do – at immense public expense, naturally – is to rectify these terrible injustices.


This is why museums these days are forever staging shows on things like West Indian carnival costumes, hospital treatment in the Crimean war (with special reference to Mary Seacole (qv)) or graffiti art. And why, when you go to your local art gallery, the latest exhibition is a community outreach project curated in collaboration with Asian textile workers or the mentally ill homeless. And why your nearest stately home has decided to put on a hip-hop, paintballing and Pokemon weekend in a desperate bid to replace the blue rinses with that all-important youth demograhpic.


Access is about blackmailing cultural institutions into dumbing down, wasting money and doing things they’re no good at and were never designed for in order to drive away their most loyal, enthusiastic customers and replace them with new audiences who are neither interested nor care. Bullying, manipulative, authoritarian, vindictive, socially-divisive, wrongheaded, costly, philistine, destructive and dumb, Access is the quintessence of left-liberal thinking in general, and New Labour policy in particular. Access is just the sort of phenomenon that explains why this book had to be written.



Access (vb.)


Incredibly annoying synonym for ‘get’ used by idiots (bureaucrats; government employees; ‘Uni’ (qv) media studies (qv) lecturers) who want to make themselves sound more zappy and zeitgeisty and techno-literate.


Americans, Self-Hating


‘Gee, please don’t hate us. We didn’t vote for the guy. We’re as embarrassed by our lame duck president and our terrible foreign policy as the rest of you.’ If I had a dollar for every American I’d heard coming up with this self-hating, self-exculpatory guff, I’d be richer than Bill Gates. What I want to say to these panty-waists – what indeed I do say to these panty-waists is: ‘Get a grip, panty-waists. Like it or not you are the world’s only hyper power. With power comes certain responsibilities. And since fundamentalist Islam has declared war on you and all the things you stand for, it is not an option for you to sit on the sidelines buried in your Noam Chomsky or Michael Moore (qv) and pretend it’s not happening. Claiming moral equivalence between the crimes of George W. Bush and the tyrannical regimes he’s trying to overthrow may strike the right note in New York Times columns and Ivy League common rooms, but doesn’t address the problem. Islamism hates America. It wants to destroy you. Mouthing fine-sounding liberal pieties is not going to make your enemies like you more. It just makes them despise your decadence.’


Angelou, Maya


The world’s greatest ever writer – as confirmed by her ubiquity in all GCSE English coursework.



Annoying International Name Changes (see also Beijing; Myanmar)


So some tinpot military dictatorship/vicious communist regime/African toilet wants to change its country’s or capital city’s name to something more ‘authentic’. So what if they do? Let them call themselves ‘Fnnnnnzzzz’ or ‘Melanie’ or ‘Draculasfangoland’ or whatever damn thing they like. But for God’s sake don’t let’s pander to their egos by cravenly following suit. Peking was a perfectly decent name with a nice oriental ring about it. Burma is miles better than Myanmar (qv). And, while we’re about it, let’s bring back Gold Coast, Ivory Coast, Bechuanaland and Tanganyika: so much more evocative, so much more King Solomon’s Mines.



Anti-Racism (see also Diwali; Recycling; Environment, The; Litter; Mary Seacole)


Principal topic at all state primary schools.



Appropriate (see Inappropriate)


ASH


‘Firing smokers is an appropriate and very effective way to stop burdening the great majority of employees who wisely chose not to smoke,’ says the American branch of professional killjoys Action on Smoking and Health (ASH).


And so it is, providing you use the word ‘appropriate’ in its fairly unusual sense of ‘grotesquely, almost comically over-the-top, unjust, vindictive, mean-spirited, bullying, puritanical and prissily authoritarian’.



Awareness, Diversity (see also Diversity; Multiculturalism)


If private sector taxpayers had any idea how much of their hard-earned cash is blown by the Labour government on ‘diversity awareness’ schemes Britain would have a revolution on its hands. The only reason the revolution hasn’t happened yet is that no one who works outside the state sector reads the Guardian’s Society pages, which are where all the ‘diversity’ (qv) related jobs are advertised.


People who work in government or the public services, on the other hand, are all too aware of diversity awareness. But even if they were inclined to complain about it, it wouldn’t do them any good, for their career survival now fully depends on their mouthing the correct diversity-aware pieties.


Diversity awareness is being enforced with a thoroughness which would not have looked out of place in Stalin’s Soviet Union and its objectives are similarly inspired by Marxist social engineering. Because society’s economic structures are inherently biased in favour of white, able-bodied males, the theory runs, the state has a duty to correct this imbalance through a mix of coercion (quota systems, etc.) and compulsory political re-education.


To this end, the Home Office in 1999 set itself the target that, by 2009, 25 per cent of its workers would come from ethnic minorities. Never mind that the department is a complete shambles, quite incapable of fulfilling any of its statutory duties regarding crime or immigration: the important thing is that its ethnically varied employees are as diversity aware as any worker could ever hope to be, thanks to a series of diversity weeks, diversity awareness courses, a positive action programme to develop staff from under-represented groups and diversity training for 15,000 staff in the Immigration and Nationality Directorate.


Similar rules apply in the health service (see Ethnic Monitoring) and also the prison service. Our prisons may be desperately short of cash and space to imprison all the people who need to be imprisoned. But if you’re a prisoner and you in any way qualify as a minority, then by gosh your diversity needs are going to be royally catered for. One typical London prison has on its staff a diversity manager; an equal opportunities officer; a foreign nationals coordinator; a disability liaison officer; and an administration support officer to coordinate the diversity team’s efforts.


Apart from the sheer amount of money wasted in enforcing these programmes, diversity awareness has inevitably led to a decline in the quality of service. Workers employed on the basis of race, sex or disability are clearly going to be less effective than those recruited purely on the basis of talent and suitability.


This is precisely what has happened at the Home Office and goes some way towards explaining its breathtaking incompetence. Thanks to its positive discrimination programme, ethnic minorities now make up more than 38 per cent of its head office. Yet their performance in Civil Service exams has been consistently lower than that of white staff. Fortunately, the Home Office has found a way of tackling this woeful discrepancy head-on, in a way which will be wearily familiar to students of liberal-left social engineering practice: it has decided to make its exams easier.




B


Baby Seals


They have big soulful eyes, and darling white fur which makes them look so fluffy and scrummy and pure and innocent against the fresh white snow. But since when was that an argument for not culling1 them? Surely if fluffy, white cuteness were a valid criterion, we shouldn’t eat lambs. Unless, perhaps, there is some special let-off clause (see also Foie Gras; Lobsters, boiling alive) whereby there are some animals whose deliciousness automatically overrides any moral objections to killing them. You may say that baby seals don’t offer this justification. But how do you know: have you ever tried one? Perhaps you should. Perhaps we all should. I’ll bet the eyes are a particular delicacy.


Bailey, Bill


Charming, talented, funny, likeable comedian. Until, that is, you hear him bang on about foxhunting and George W. Bush and you realise: ‘Oh, God. He’s just another tedious leftie like all the rest of them . . .’


BBC2’s Old Dancing Wheelchairs Ident


You remember the one: three men in red perform athletic pirouettes in their wheelchairs and leave you in no doubt that, paralysed though they may be, they live a much fuller and more athletic life than you do, thus challenging your prejudices about what it means to be disabled. Yes, OK, we get the worthy message. But is it really something we have to have rammed down our throats every time we’re sitting innocently at home waiting for a TV programme to start? TV’s for vegging out to – not for political-correctness enlightenment.



Beijing (see also Myanmar)


‘I’ll have a Beijing duck with extra pancakes please.’ ‘He’s a perky little fellow. Is he a Beijinese?’ ‘I want you to close your eyes and count to ten. And NO beijing.’ No: Peking was definitely better. (See also Annoying International Name Changes.)


Belgians, The


Nice, solid people on the whole. Great beer. Invented Tintin. But they really must get out of this unfortunate habit they have of kidnapping young girls, imprisoning them in underground chambers and torturing them slowly to death.


Bendy Bus


Loveable euphemism devised by the authorities in London to describe the unwieldy, spontaneously combustible, standing-room-only, cyclist-crushing, cost-ineffective, time-wasting, traffic-slowing, impossible-to-hop-off-when-you-want-to, revenue-losing, massively unpopular public transport disaster introduced by Mayor Ken Livingstone (qv) as a replacement for the capital’s much loved Routemaster (qv), allegedly in the name of disability rights (qv).


Betts, Leah


Leah Betts is the schoolgirl who died from drinking too much water after taking an ecstasy tablet. Awful – but in what way does this extremely rare accident justify poor Leah’s parents being consulted every time someone tries to have a sensible discussion on drugs policy reform?


Every year, dozens more children are killed by peanuts, and hundreds more by cars than die as a result of doing E. If you asked their parents, you might well find that some of them were so upset they’d be happy to have packets of KPs banned or motor vehicles forbidden from driving at speeds above 10mph. But the point about living in a representative parliamentary democracy is that we try to base our laws on the interests of society at large rather than the special pleading of distraught individuals.


The vast majority of people who’ve taken E have suffered no more damage than a bit of jaw-ache, a Wednesday blues hangover and a permanent addiction to mindless repetitive beats. To add to these harmless funseekers’ misery by having them tossed into jail, there to spend the next few years of their lives being gang raped in the showers, fed on gristle and powdered glass, and administering oral relief to the Prison Daddy, does seem a trifle excessive.


Bias, BBC


On any given subject you know exactly what the BBC’s line will be. If it’s covering the Middle East it will be bigging up the gallant Hezbollah freedom fighters and the plucky Palestinians at the expense of the hateful, damned-near-as-bad-as-the-Nazis Israeli oppressors. If it’s covering Europe, it will treat every politician who is not in favour of ever-closer-union as a rabid, swivel-eyed, crypto-fascist loon, and every politician who is as a loveable, clear-eyed visionary with a gorgeous mane of beautiful once-blond hair. If it’s covering any kind of war in which the US or Britain are involved, it will be of the view that the enemy are the good guys and that we and/or the US deserve to get our arses kicked. If it’s covering anything to do with the environment, it will, of course, conclusively demonstrate that the earth is doomed and it’s all the fault of greedy Western capitalists.


None of this would matter if the BBC were just some minority interest channel available to cable subscribers only. But it’s not. From the salons of Islington to the streets of Mogadishu and Quetta, people around the world still like to believe that if it says so on the BBC then it must be true.


When, therefore, the Pope quotes a fourteenth-century Byzantine emperor saying something unfavourable about Islam and the BBC sees fit to stoke the controversy by courting the views of extreme Islamist groups rather than moderate ones, the Muslim street takes note that Western liberalism is a crumbling, decadent culture which is afraid to stand up for free speech.


And when a grandmother from Bexhill is trying to decide whether or not it’s true that Britain is now largely governed by faceless European bureaucrats, she turns to the good, old, reliable, famously unbiased Today programme and discovers that, no, this is just a vile calumny put about by barmy Eurosceptics. In fact, the BBC informs her, the European Union (qv) is just a beneficent trading body no more threatening than a Women’s Institute bring-and-buy sale.


What’s worrying about the BBC’s institutional leftism is that the people who work there remain so stubbornly unaware of it. It’s not that they deliberately set out to be biased but that they have a tragically distorted concept of where the centre ground really lies. Because the only papers they take seriously are the Guardian and the Independent and because the only people they hang out with share the same values they do (pro-Palestinian, anti-nuclear, pro-Europe, anti-GM, etc.), they naturally assume that this is the way ALL reasonable, educated human beings think, and that anyone who thinks otherwise must be a right-wing extremist.


BBC balance? A concept about as plausible as compassionate Stalinism, Semitophilic Nazism or red-blooded vegetarianism.


Black History Month


Not Mary ruddy Seacole? Again???


Blair, Tony


Future historians are going to compare his minimal achievements with his career longevity and his (once-)spectacular popularity ratings, do a double take and go: ‘Bloody hell. What was that all about?’


Blaming The Victim


Among the Mayor of London’s numerous public awareness campaigns is a poster of a weeping rape victim with the message: ‘The price of taking an unlicensed minicab.’ Quite right too. Stupid girls. Serves them jolly well right for catching the first cab that came along as they were shivering outside the club at 3 a.m. in their skimpy gear and dying to get home.


What they should, of course, have done is hung around waiting for five hours until a ‘proper’ cab finally came along – with a proper official fare rate about double the one they could have negotiated from an unlicensed minicab. Yes, those girls had it coming to them all right. They were lucky not to have been murdered. And being murdered, frankly, is what they thoroughly deserved for having wantonly and selfishly tried to circumvent the Mayor of LondON’s (qv) cherished licensing system, so if these slatterns try it again, they’d better watch out.


Blyton, Enid, The Expurgated Version Of


In a bid to render Enid Blyton’s fifties adventure stories more appropriate (qv) for the modern world, publishers have made what they call ‘slight alterations’. Fanny and Dick, from the Faraway Tree stories have been bowdlerised into Frannie and Rick. The boys in the Famous Five and Secret Seven stories are now required to do housework with the girls. ‘Queer’ has been changed to ‘odd’; ‘gay’ to ‘happy’; and fifteen-year-old Andy from The Adventurous Four who used to work with his father full-time as a fisherman now spends his days at school and only helps Dad at weekends. Golly, of course – despite his acknowledged popularity among those audiences which white liberals feel ought to be most offended by him: i.e. Asians and Africans – vanished long ago.


Quite right too. It is, of course, perfectly absurd to expect any child in the twenty-first century to make the huge imaginative leap required to understand that children may have acted and spoken differently sixty years ago. Far better to pamper them and spoon-feed them and reduce their PSP-sapped intellectual levels still further by making everything they read as simple and ‘relevant’ to their needs as possible.


And while we’re about it, why don’t we set about bringing all the other children’s classics into line? James ‘Biggles’ Bigglesworth and his sidekick ‘Ginger’ – but nothing at all wrong with that – Lacey, they’re a bit militaristic but perhaps they could be turned from fighter pilots into flying equal opportunity monitors; Oliver Twist – lest he be mistaken for a racist satire on the Romanian child gangs now infesting London – could become the city’s youngest and best loved Big Issue vendor; the children in Swallows and Amazons could be compelled to wear life jackets more often and never go off sailing without close supervision by an adult who has previously been vetted under the Safeguarding Vulnerable Groups act.


Some books, however, may be beyond redemption. The Railway Children, for example, with its wanton depiction of potentially lethal rail track trespass and paedophilia and stimulating images of pubescent girls waving their petticoats at complete strangers, will surely have to join Golly, Bulldog Drummond and Little Black Sambo on the Index Librorum Prohibitorum.


Bono


Bono is at a U2 concert and he asks the crowd for some quiet. Slowly, to rapt silence from the audience, he begins clapping his hands and says into the microphone: ‘Every time I clap my hands a child in Africa dies.’ A voice from near the front of the audience pipes up: ‘Well, fucking stop it then.’


British Medical Association


Pushy independent trade union which, because of its august-sounding name, most members of the public innocently assume is some sort of dispassionate defender of medical standards in Britain. It’s not. It’s there mainly to protect the interests of doctors; closing ranks when they cock up and grabbing them oodles more taxpayers’ dosh.



Broad Social Mix (see also Hothousing; Melting Pot)


Excuse routinely used by impoverished middle-class parents to cover up their shame and embarrassment at not being able to afford to educate their children privately. ‘Now I know Kenneth Noye Comprehensive doesn’t have the best academic record, and Johnny does find his stab-proof vest gets quite itchy in summer, but it has made him so much more streetwise than if he’d gone to Eton. His best friend’s father sells crack, don’t you know, and another of the mums is a cleaning lady of all things, and he’s not remotely snobbish about it, he just takes it in his stride. Birthdays can be a bit tricky of course. We’ve decided that Johnny’s next one will be at Pizza Express rather than chez nous. I mean, some of the children, really. Talk about “count your spoons . . .”’


Brown, Gordon


Dour, tax and spend socialist who, thanks to the sound economy he inherited from the Tories and the one useful thing he has ever done in his political career – viz. giving the Bank of England the power to set the national interest rate – has acquired an undeserved reputation for prudence. Scottish. Looks a bit like a slug with eyebrows.



Brown, Yasmin Alibhai (see Why Oh Why Oh Why?)


Brunstrom, Richard


Dismal rozzer – chief constable of North Wales police – whose idea of a fun day off, as boasted about on his frankly terrifying blog, is to go out with his Automatic Number Plate Recognition team and nick as many people as he can for driving slightly too fast or for possessing tiny amounts of cannabis. Best known, however, for his attempts to prosecute Tony Blair for having once uttered the words ‘fucking Welsh’.


Good to see, as ever, that Britain’s senior policemen are so very much in tune with the concerns of the taxpayers who fund their salaries, generous overtime bonuses and spectacular pension schemes.


Bush, George W.


As Margaret Thatcher was to alternative comedians in the eighties, so ‘Dubya’ is to stand-ups today. No political insight or humour required: just say the name and your audience are guaranteed to wet themselves with smug, consensual laughter.


1 Which the Canadians don’t do just for fun, let’s be clear here: in Quebec and Newfoundland, Harp Seals are overpopulous, they play havoc with scarce fish stocks and their fur and meat provides a livelihood for many locals.




C


Cameron, David


Tory leader; nice chap; has, regrettably, no place in a book called How To Be Right.


Canadians, The


Once a proud nation of heroes – Vimy Ridge, Dieppe – the Canadians allowed themselves to be transformed in the latter part of the twentieth century into a bunch of milquetoasts whose sole identifiable purpose was to provide fodder for new South Park jokes. Now that they’ve covered themselves in glory in Afghanistan, though, we take it all back. Mighty Canucks, we love you!


Car Crime


There are two sorts: one minor, one major.


MINOR: vandalism; breaking and entering; joyriding; stealing; torching; driving without a licence; driving without insurance. PENALTY: usually non-existent, especially given that most of the people responsible for these minor offences routinely give false details which the police can’t be bothered to follow up. Nor, in the majority of cases, are the police willing to examine CCTV footage of cars being broken into, claiming, before they have even seen the footage, that it’s not clear enough to secure a conviction (i.e. ‘we can’t be arsed to look’).


MAJOR: speeding; driving in bus lanes; parking in the wrong spot; forgetting to pay your Congestion Charge; driving while middle class.


PENALTY: swingeing fines; penalty points; massive double whammy in the form of drastically increased insurance; immediate loss of licence.



Celebrate Diversity (see Jenkins, Woy)


Chair


Something you sit on.


Chairman


If you’re a man, you’re Mr Chairman. If you’re a woman, you’re Madam Chairman. This worked for decades. Nobody was bothered by it. Then suddenly, a bunch of girls decided in the seventies that it would be fairer to name the position after an item of furniture (see Chair) instead. Well it certainly makes me respect women a lot more knowing they’re taking such important matters in hand.
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