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‘The strength or weakness of a society depends more on the level of its spiritual life than on its level of industrialisation. Neither a market economy nor even general abundance constitutes the crowning achievement of human life. If a nation’s spiritual energies have been exhausted, it will not be saved from collapse by the most perfect government structure or by any industrial development. A tree with a rotten core cannot stand.’


Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn












Preface


When I started writing this book in early 2021, I began with a preface that I felt most accurately summed up the challenge facing the Western world. When I showed it to friends, they told me it was ‘beautiful’ and ‘well-written’ but insisted that I not include it as it was ‘melodramatic’.


I heeded their advice.


However, shortly before the book went to print, in February 2022, Russian forces invaded Ukraine. I hope with all my heart that by the time you are reading these words the conflict has been resolved. No doubt, endless articles have been written about how and why it happened to help people in the West deal with the shock and surprise of the invasion.


There are political, economic, historical, military and even religious explanations for how a war broke out in Europe in the twenty-first century. Many make sense, some are even true. But there is a broader theme few commentators understand or wish to acknowledge which is the subject of this book and the original preface which I include below:


The Gur Emir Mausoleum stands in the heart of the ancient city of Samarkand in modern-day Uzbekistan. The magnificent structure, known colloquially as the Tomb of the Commander, was built to preserve the remains of Tamerlane, a terrifying conqueror who modelled himself on Genghis Khan. His tomb-stone is inscribed with the words ‘When I Rise From the Dead, the Whole World Shall Tremble’.


On 21 June, 1941, Soviet anthropologists led by Mikhail Gerasimov opened the tomb on the orders of Joseph Stalin and began exhuming Tamerlane’s body. As the scent of frankincense, rose, camphor and resin filled the air, Gerasimov and his team discovered an additional inscription inside the casket: ‘Whoever Disturbs My Tomb Will Unleash an Invader More Terrible Than I’. The following morning, Adolf Hitler’s Nazi Germany invaded the Soviet Union.


The history of humanity is a series of unopened tombs, which hold not only the stories of our past but also stark warnings about our future.


As I write this in January 2021, the West is suffering from a global pandemic. Covid-19, a virus of the body, has brought devastation to millions of people around the world and forced our governments into unprecedented measures whose consequences will become apparent in the years to come. The virus and our zealous response have ravaged the global economy, deprived us of our civil liberties and caused untold damage in every area of our lives.


But another devastating epidemic has spread like wildfire through the Western world, particularly the Anglosphere, and shows no signs of abating. Unlike Covid, this is a virus of the mind.


If you are fortunate enough to have avoided Twitter, do not work in a progressive industry and are not a recent graduate, your awareness of this virus may be peripheral. You may not yet be familiar with terms like ‘Critical Race Theory’, ‘Social Justice’ and ‘Wokeness’. I envy you.


But even so, if you’re reading this book you’ve likely spotted that the world around us is changing at unprecedented speed.


You may have noticed a dramatic change in tone in our public discourse. Nearly two-thirds of Americans now say that they fear expressing their political views, including a majority of Democrats (52 per cent), Independents (59 per cent) and Republicans (77 per cent). In Britain, nearly half of us feel less free to speak our minds, while only 20 per cent feel more free to do so than we did a few years ago.


Perhaps you’ve watched in confusion as men and women have been positioned not as partners but opponents in some kind of ‘Battle of the Sexes’. It may have struck you that our conversations about race have become a way to separate us rather than bring us together.


You may have watched in confusion as statues of historical figures were defaced or torn down by angry mobs. Perhaps your employer brought in someone to explain that being white imbues you with some sort of original sin or that being black or brown makes you a victim of life.


You may even have been on the right side of these issues for years. Perhaps you thought that only bigots worry about expressing their problematic beliefs, that men are toxic and white people should atone for the terrible crimes of their ancestors and their inherited privileges in society. You may have spent your life supporting progressive causes, giving money to charities for disadvantaged groups and being on the ‘right side of history’. And yet, as J.K. Rowling discovered, your belief in basic biology may be your undoing nonetheless.


Even if you are fortunate enough to have avoided direct contact with these issues, you may have noticed an odd feeling. What it is you can’t explain and, for now, it is relatively easy to ignore. As you busy yourself with daily life, you reassure yourself that things can only get better.


And yet, in those rare moments of reflection, you cannot help feeling a sense of foreboding. It is hard to put into words how you know this but someone somewhere has opened another cursed tomb.


The initial phases of Operation Barbarossa, Hitler’s invasion of the Soviet Union, which began on 22 June, 1941, were a huge success. German armoured formations which had blitzkrieged their way through France, Belgium and the Netherlands in 1940 were now speeding towards Moscow, crushing disorganised Soviet resistance as they went.


My great-grandfather, who had just returned home from the Winter War with Finland, was thrown into the meat grinder of the Eastern Front along with millions of others to stop the German advance. Like him, most of them never returned.


If you’ve ever travelled from Moscow’s Sheremetyevo airport into the city, you may have noticed three odd-looking metal structures along the road. These anti-tank obstacles mark how close the enemy came to taking the city.


Across the entire front, the Soviet Union fought for its survival. Nowhere was the war more intense than at Stalingrad. Fierce fighting in the city went on for months, with Stalin sacrificing more and more men and materiel in recognition of a simple fact: retreat was no longer an option.


As the Battle of Stalingrad hung in the balance, on 20 December, 1942, the body of Tamerlane was returned to his tomb and given a full Islamic burial. Within days, the Soviet Union mounted a successful counterattack at Stalingrad and went on an offensive that would not stop until it reached Berlin, saving the world from Nazi domination.


Today, the fate of Western civilisation hangs in the balance once again. The tomb of discord and division has been forced open by a small group of ideological zealots. Retreat is no longer an option. Either we bury the hatchet and heal or the whole world shall tremble once more.









1


Trust me – West is best


Black people in contemporary America often refer to ‘the talk’ – a conversation in which they advise their children how to act if they’re stopped by the police. I remember my parents giving me an equivalent lecture when I was seven years old and living in the Soviet Union.


Except – instead of learning how to placate trigger-happy cops – we were instructed how to keep our private conversations secret from the State.


Although I was only young, it was routinely stressed upon me that anything we spoke about must never, ever be repeated outside the family home, whether that be in the school playground, the local park or at a friend’s house, where a grown-up could potentially overhear us. If this happened, and they informed the authorities, there could be catastrophic consequences.


This may sound rather excessive, or even a little paranoid – as if my mother and father were cranky conspiracy theorists who had a penchant for David Icke and Alex Jones – but the great irony of it was that it was reasonable, common-sense views which would be punished, and the precautions my family took were proportionate given the circumstances. After all, the potential repercussions were no joke back in the 1980s.


The power of the USSR may have been waning when I was a boy, but the law of the land – the criminal code of the Russian Socialist Federative Soviet Republic – was still very much active and routinely enforced, especially when it came to Article 70, which dealt with so-called anti-Soviet agitation. Under this specific rule, people could be arrested, tried and punished for ‘propaganda or agitation with the purpose of undermining or weakening the Soviet power’. It included: ‘Slanderous fabrications that target the Soviet political and social system; production, dissemination or storage, for the same purposes, of literature with anti-Soviet content.’


We didn’t know at the time that the Soviet Union was on the brink of collapse. What we did know, from our own family history (which I’ll share with you in this book), was that only recently anybody who spoke ill of the regime, for whatever reason, was deemed a criminal. If convicted, the punishment was not insubstantial. It ranged from six months to seven years in a squalid prison, alongside violent and sociopathic criminals such as murderers, rapists and paedophiles, to long-term detention in a gulag (labour camp), where they could potentially be worked to death doing a whole manner of grim, back-breaking jobs. The lucky ones were given the option of being sectioned and committed to a mental hospital – aka psikhushka – or dispatched into exile, where they’d be forced to live in a remote, desolate and unforgiving part of the country, such as Siberia, for anything up to five years. But whichever they chose, none of it was pleasant.


Scarily, it didn’t take much to be deemed an offender. Or, more specifically, a ‘dissident’, which was the official term given to anyone who didn’t drink the Soviet Kool-Aid. Although some citizens were sent down for violent protests or being outspoken, most were detained for simply having an unpopular opinion. My grandmother, who was still in her fifties at the time, would recall that in her childhood people were jailed for inadvertently having their chips wrapped in a newspaper with Stalin’s face on it. That’s how crazy it was.


While anti-Soviet sentiment was a criminal offence and discouraged at all costs, pro-Soviet hype was regularly disseminated by those in power and took various forms: everything from street posters, art and books, to cinema, theatre and, perhaps most eerily, schools and youth organisations. This included my early school life, during which radicalised teachers would drill political theory into the syllabus (and, subsequently, our minds).




Pavlik Morozov’s story


The propaganda story I most vividly remember from this time is the true tale of Pavlik Morozov, a Soviet youth who later became lionised as a martyr by State leaders. As the story goes, he was the son of poor peasants who grew up to become a super-committed supporter of the communist cause. By the age of twelve, in 1930, he was so radical that he reported his own father to the police for alleged ‘anti-Soviet activity’.


In a highly publicised trial, Morozov claimed his father had forged counterfeit documents for fellow dissidents and sold special favours to prosperous peasants called kulaks, who were resisting the government’s collectivisation policy – a plan to forcibly strip farmers of the land they owned and redistribute it amongst the community. As if that wasn’t enough, Morozov also accused a number of other kulaks of hoarding their produce and withholding it from the authorities, who wanted to seize both the means of production and the fruits of people’s labour.


Pavlik’s father was ultimately found guilty and sent to a gulag, where he was subsequently lined up against a wall and executed by a firing squad.


Communist leaders lauded Pavlik as a hero to be worshipped; it was as if he was a symbol of loyalty to the greater good. Statues, plaques and monuments were commissioned in his honour across a number of Soviet cities, and his twisted legacy was taught to schoolchildren across the nation as part of the curriculum.


Why do I recall this so vividly? It’s not because of the story itself, which is chilling by any stretch of the imagination, nor the fact it was real, which makes it even more disconcerting, but because of the disgust etched into my father’s face whenever he knew we’d been exposed to it. I can still see the doleful look in his eyes when he explained to me the real significance of the story. He was always appalled that the authorities were essentially encouraging us to worship a disloyal teenage twat who threw his own family under the bus for the sake of a failed political philosophy.


Two years later Pavlik Morozov was murdered by his own family in retribution. But, eerily, I still catch glimpses of him in modern Western society, especially at this point in time, when we are routinely encouraged to put politics before the person, snitch on each other via government hotlines and prove our devotion to idealistic agendas.





Every time I hear talk of the desire to ‘eradicate inequality’, ‘smash the system’ or implement a new age of ‘radical egalitarianism’ I physically shudder and find myself locked in a full-body cringe. Not because I oppose equality of opportunity, which is crucial to a civilised society, but because the type of people who make these assertions are often as radicalised as Pavlik Morozov. These people, although sometimes well-meaning in their intention, are the sort of individuals who Vladimir Lenin – the man who brought communism to Russia – described as ‘useful idiots’. They’re generally the sort of college-educated Westerner who embraces this bankrupt ideology without having any understanding of its real-world implications – for example …




Bernie Sanders – ‘a useful idiot’


Multi-millionaire American politician Bernie Sanders promotes socialism to the masses as if it’s some magical panacea, despite the fact he earns nearly US$200,000 per year as a senator, and owns at least three valuable properties, including a million-dollar townhouse in Washington DC, a four-bedroom house in Chittenden County, Vermont, and a 1,800-square-foot house on the shore of Lake Champlain.


Back in 1988, shortly after his wedding to Mary Jane O’Meara, the couple holidayed in the Soviet Union, even though it was still embroiled in the Cold War against America and everyone was panicking about the prospect of nuclear holocaust. Behind enemy lines, the gaudy American newlyweds lapped it up. They were treated like royalty by ‘tour guides’ (KGB agents) and shown a falsified image of the country, complete with welcome committees, chauffeur-driven cars and an abundance of food and drink. Yet, behind the scenes, masses of ordinary people – all of them victims of socialism’s failings – were fighting over scraps in long shop queues. It was a fitting metaphor for the ills of Soviet society.


Sanders has since joked that this trip was a ‘strange honeymoon’, which is a serious understatement. Imagine marrying a man whose idea of romance is to take you to the 1980s equivalent of North Korea.





The danger of this sort of stupidity was real 100 years ago, when Lenin served as the head of the Russian Government, and it was also real back in the 1980s, when Sanders was living it up with the West’s enemy. However, the exact same threat remains real today. But the reality of life under the USSR is not something most people can accurately comprehend now, because it happened before most millennials were born and thus preceded the advent of social media, which means to most of my peers it might as well never have happened at all. And, as this tragic history fades from our collective memory, the ideas which caused it inevitably regain their appeal.


That’s where I come in. I’m here to offer a reality check on what really happened in a socialist ‘paradise’ and sound a warning to those who romanticise the end of capitalism and believe the West is overrated or inherently sinful and in need of punishment. Fortunately, because my ‘lived experience’ as an immigrant is apparently worth its weight in gold, I’m uniquely qualified to do this, so listen up.


On paper, I could argue that my formative years were played out in one of the most progressive societies in the history of humanity. Forget Sweden, Norway or Denmark – which are regularly hailed as utopias by the progressive cause – the USSR was a trailblazer for forward-thinking ideas and prided itself on equity at all costs.


Specifically, it was a nation in which the gap between rich and poor was minuscule compared to the current gulf that separates many Westerners, where – in Britain, for example – the top 10 per cent earn twenty-four times as much as the bottom tenth. Or in New Zealand, where the wealthiest 10 per cent own 60 per cent of all assets. Back in my homeland, such unfairness would never have happened. The rich and powerful barely made four times as much as those on the bottom rung of the economic ladder, keeping everybody in check. It meant there were no huge disparities in wealth and everyone got a similar standard of living.


This, in part, was credited to the education system, which was also artificially flattened to stop inequalities manifesting later in life. Where I’m from, the illiteracy rate was just 0.3 per cent compared to 14 per cent in the USA, where millions of children and adults still struggle to read and write. Why did the Russian approach perform so much better? Because everybody had the same standard of learning, that’s why.


Forget student loans, too. While the average UK student is £35,000 in debt by the time they graduate, students in the Soviet system were actually paid an allowance to attend lectures, which is the stuff of dreams for most budding scholars. As if that wasn’t enough, positive discrimination was always at play which meant people from working-class backgrounds were often given preferential access to top colleges. Many of them were also given free accommodation, which provided further incentives for the poor to expand their knowledge.


Impressed? You should be. But it doesn’t end there. My beloved motherland also provided universal healthcare – available to all and totally free at the point of use, much like the sacred NHS. This sort of egalitarian healthcare system is something that America, for all its swaggering superpower status, is yet to successfully implement. Never mind the fact that Donald Trump couldn’t do it; even the almighty Clintons and Barack Obama couldn’t figure that one out. To this day, American politicians still can’t devise a plan that would deliver healthcare for all – but it was a mainstay of Soviet equality.


What is more – and also unlike the USA – my birthplace was a corner of the world where racial unrest was entirely absent, with countless different ethnic groups coexisting under the mantra of ‘Friendship of the Peoples’. In a shining example of a successful multicultural State, there were more than 100 distinct nationalities living side by side as neighbours within its borders: Armenians, Azerbaijanis, Ukrainians, Russians, Tatars, Moldovans, Belarussians, Uzbeks, Chechens, Georgians, Kazakhs, Tajiks, Turkmens, Lithuanians, Estonians and Latvians, plus dozens of others.


There was no need for a Black Lives Matter movement or demands for ethnic minorities to be elevated above their white peers. The notion of ‘white privilege’ didn’t even exist back then. Not because it hadn’t been identified yet, but because there was no such phenomenon to identify. We were all equal in every possible regard. That’s how awesome it all was.


Feminists should rejoice, too, because women’s equality was also at the heart of socialist government policy. Back in 1917, when the UK still hadn’t offered most women the vote (and many men still didn’t have it either), divorce in the USSR was simplified and abortion legalised with the stated goal of ‘freeing women from the bondage of children and family’. This patriarchy-smashing, bra-burning deal was further sweetened with generous maternity leave and State-funded childcare, from which my family benefited. Every day I would be dropped off and cared for at no cost to my parents, giving them the freedom to study and work.


Together, this hyper-progressive reality was all part of the prevailing aim of ensuring that ‘all forms of inequality are to be erased through the abolition of class structures and the shaping of an egalitarian society based on the fair distribution of resources among the people’ (Camille Paglia, December 2016).


On top of all this, the Soviet Union was also a global superpower. Covering almost one-sixth of Earth’s land surface (a whopping 8,650,000 square miles, to be precise), it had a looming presence combined with a huge stockpile of nuclear weapons, which gave it power and influence over other parts of the world. It had particular sway over Europe via the Warsaw Pact, a collective defence treaty involving Eastern Bloc socialist republics: Albania, Bulgaria, Czechoslovakia, East Germany, Hungary, Poland and Romania.


In short, the Soviet Union was living its best life.


But, if that sounds too good to be true, I’m afraid to say it was. Spoiler alert: the Soviet Union collapsed spectacularly in 1991. And, yes, before you start, it was real socialism. In fact, it might have been the world’s most audacious attempt to implement the ideals of Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels, who first dreamed up the concept of social ownership and enforced equality.




Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels


Marx’s revolutionary views weren’t shaped by authentic personal experience, such as a brutal childhood that was steeped in grinding poverty and hardship. On the contrary, he was the archetypal person of privilege; the exact same sort of pampered snob who espouses wokeness today, yet lives it up in a massive house, which is a delicious irony given that he was meant to be a working-class hero and ‘one of us’.


Born in 1818, Marx was part of a wealthy Prussian family. His father was a high-ranking lawyer who later paid for him to attend the University of Berlin when practically nobody but the absolute upper echelons of society got an education, never mind a degree. There, in the cultural capital of Europe, he studied law and philosophy and, in his spare time, became a member of the Young Hegelians, which was almost a precursor to Oxford University’s decadent Bullingdon Club. After graduation, he became a journalist when most people couldn’t even afford to buy newspapers, and in 1842 became the editor of the left-wing broadsheet Rheinische Zeitung. Not exactly slumming it, right? If Marx was alive today he’d be one of those tedious Guardian journos who lives in Hackney, dabbles in veganism and prances around in a Che Guevara onesie.


His buddy, Friedrich Engels, didn’t come from the streets either. On the contrary: his father owned a lucrative textile factory in the industrial metropolis of Barmen, Germany, and he was also a partner in the Ermen & Engels cotton plant of Greater Manchester’s Oldham and Salford, which meant the family were loaded and, better still, they got their riches by employing poor people in awful conditions. Even after Engels made a living by promoting the overthrow of the oppressive capitalist system, he still enjoyed financial aid from his father. What a total hypocrite!





This double standard should tell you everything you need to know about socialism: it doesn’t work because its foundations are built on fault lines by a pair of grifters. But, before you start citing the above examples as proof of socialism’s success, allow me to put them in context …


Yes, the USSR’s aforementioned low levels of wealth and income inequality did exist, but they were achieved by making everyone poor and restricting access to basic goods such as food and clothing. Socialism’s answer to poverty is the equivalent of helping wheelchair users by cutting everyone else’s legs off.


The idea that you could pop down to your local supermarket and buy what you fancied would have seemed like science fiction to Soviet citizens. Supermarkets didn’t exist. When shops took deliveries of a particular type of food or clothing, massive queues would form, with people stocking up for years to come – you never knew when the next delivery was due. Shops stocked only basic goods and you got what you were given – there were a lot of involuntary vegans in the USSR!


Unlike Marx and Engels – and like most people at that time – my parents were very poor and struggled to get by. When I was born, my mother, Marina, was only eighteen years old and my father, Vadim, had just turned twenty. They were both students and lived in a tiny, cramped bedsit in a brutalist tower block. One of my earliest memories is when my mother caught me glugging milk from the carton with the excess pouring down my chest. This was a very real problem for the whole family because it was the only milk she could afford for the day, which meant the rest of the family would later go hungry.


Such levels of poverty and scarcity were normal. Everybody was in the same ill-fated boat. This ensured that life was pretty miserable on a 24/7 basis and brought out the worst in human nature. I mean, have you ever met a ‘hangry’ person? They’re pretty intolerable. Now imagine 150 million hangry Russians fighting over scraps. People were constantly scavenging or finding inventive ways to feed themselves, even if it meant betraying others. It was so bad that my mum would pick apples in the university gardens and cook them with rice, which was a typical family meal. Still better than British food – but you get my point.


Other modern-day comforts were also out of reach. For example, you didn’t control the heating in your own home: that was something the government did on your behalf. If they cranked it up during a heatwave, or turned it off in the middle of a bitterly cold winter, then tough shit. There was no way of controlling it because you didn’t have thermostat valves in your apartment. Such things, government officials had decided, were far too much like free agency and could be dangerous.


Meanwhile, the ‘emancipated’ women of the USSR weren’t quite as free as they might’ve appeared. Sure, they had babysitters funded by the public purse, which sounds great until you realise that nothing is ever free, especially in a socialist nation. In exchange for the free childcare, women were also denied tampons, washing machines and the ability to feed their children properly. These so-called ‘luxuries’ were considered the evil fruits of the capitalist patriarchy and, thus, unwelcome in the socialist utopia of the USSR, where things were morally superior.


Oh, and while healthcare provision was universal, the care was universally poor and entirely corrupt, which meant countless people suffered needlessly and others died slow, painful and unnecessary deaths. Only those with influence, connections and the ability to pay bribes could obtain effective medical treatment from doctors and nurses. Think the NHS is mismanaged? Good luck fighting a pandemic such as Covid-19 in a socialist healthcare system. Trust me: there’d be no communal clapping out of your windows then.


As for college, university places which paid students to study were also rife with corruption, with examiners able to solicit bribes and favours. And, if you did manage to get an education, then you generally forfeited the right to a future career of your own choosing – instead, you would be allocated a job by the State system, often in a completely different part of the country. This was akin to getting an English degree from Oxford and being sent to work in a call centre in Croydon. It simply meant a person’s own professional dreams of becoming a doctor, a teacher or a graphic designer were routinely pissed on from a great height. Individual ambitions were irrelevant. Only the State’s desires mattered.


It was all about the bigger picture. Generally, at the expense of the individual.


Oh, and in case you’re wondering, the temporary lull in ethnic and religious strife I referred to wasn’t organic either. It was achieved through systematic murder, forced starvation, mass deportation, imprisonment and ruthless ethnic cleansing by an oppressive police state. At least 20 million people were killed or sent to concentration camps to create this ‘peaceful’ society, to say nothing of millions who had their property seized ‘for the benefit of society’.


So yes, the Soviet Union was technically an ‘equal’ society on paper, but it was also a complete fucking nightmare as a result. Then, when it eventually collapsed under the weight of its own flaws, the whole thing descended into horrific ethnic conflicts which resulted in the deaths of even more people. Tens of thousands, to be precise.


I guess you could say that when the Iron Curtain fell, it really made a thud!


Later in the book I’ll explain in greater detail why these socialist utopias never work out, but for now let’s just say that with this sort of gruesome backstory, I am – perhaps understandably – a little hypersensitive to the emerging far left ideology in Western politics, especially when it’s made to look so appealing by the Western politicians.


I should make extremely clear at this point that I have no interest whatsoever in the false dichotomy of Right v. Left. Some of the things in this book will map neatly into the left-wing worldview, and others into so-called ‘right-wing talking points’, but I have no interest in being in either of these tribes. If there is one thing my Soviet childhood taught me, it’s that subscribing to someone else’s ideology will always inevitably mean having to suspend your own judgement about right and wrong to appease your tribe. I refuse to do so.


What is undeniable, however, is that far-left ideas have a huge appeal. And for good reason: at the present time radical socialism is probably the only way to solve the West’s obesity problem. But seriously: equality and justice for all, no one left behind, brotherhood and friendship. It sounds so good, especially when contrasted with the ‘evils’ of our modern capitalist system – a yawning gap between rich and poor, rampant homelessness and declining social mobility. Surely anyone with a heart would be up for all of this? Unfortunately, many bleeding hearts in showbiz and Hollywood celebrities fall for this myth while seemingly being completely ignorant of what equality would actually look like (spoiler: them being as poor as the rest of us). Film-maker Michael Moore, who has a huge audience of impressionable people, once claimed ‘Socialism means everybody has a seat at the table and everyone gets a piece of the pie’ – although if Michael Moore is at the table, I doubt anyone else is getting any pie. He also said that, ‘Capitalism is evil, and you cannot regulate evil.’ This is pretty rich coming from somebody who’s never lived in a socialist state and has, in fact, amassed huge wealth via Western prosperity and opportunity. As of 2014, Moore had an estimated personal fortune of US$50 million and owned nine luxurious properties, including a multi-million-dollar apartment in Manhattan, plus a 10,000-square-foot mansion in Michigan. Socialism in action.


Actress Susan Sarandon is another example. She also has an estimated wealth of US$50 million, yet famously said: ‘Democratic socialism is your kid’s public school.’ If that’s true, why is she part of an industry that’s predicated on capitalism? Proof if ever it was needed that actors should stick to speaking words other, smarter people have written for them.


Despite its atrocious record of human rights violations, economic disaster and misery, Marxism has been given a make-over and is catfishing millions of people.


This doesn’t mean I can’t see the appeal of ‘progressive’ problem-solving. As a human being with empathy, I would love to solve every issue known to man. Yes, in an ideal world, everyone would be equal in every possible way and we would all ride our unicorns into the rainbow-filled sky. However, we do not live in that world. We never have and we never will. Not because we haven’t tried hard enough to make it happen, but because it’s an impossible goal.


Therefore, instead of wasting time trying to create a perfection which can’t be achieved, the best we can do is deal with reality as we find it – and not as we wish it to be. And, in order to do this successfully, we must bear the cruel lessons of history in mind at every step. If we don’t, we’re doomed to repeat the worst mistakes of our forefathers. And, for all we know, we might even make a bigger hash of it all.


Nope, this isn’t an abstract point about the naivety or ingratitude of today’s youth. Nor is it my attempt to throw shade at people with good intentions. It’s a reminder of the unforgiving reality that those who don’t realise how good they have it, or take their lives of plenty for granted, are vulnerable to demagogic ideologies that promise to tear it all down to build a ‘better tomorrow’ … just as the founders of the Soviet Union did before them.


Trust me: my family and I know the brutal reality of it first-hand.




My grandfather’s story


During the 1970s and early 1980s, my paternal grandfather was a very promising and respected physicist. He also happened to be an independent thinker, which didn’t sit well with the State. So, when he criticised the government’s 1979 invasion of Afghanistan in a private chat with ‘friends’, he was essentially doomed. It was basically a live-action version of Twitter, but not quite as ‘progressive’, obviously.


A snitch from his friendship group informed the KGB – the USSR’s much-feared Committee for State Security – who then raided his home in the middle of the night. The police ransacked every room for ‘proof’ of treason and, after trashing the place, arrested him for possessing a radio that could pick up the BBC. To clarify, he wasn’t caught actively listening to the BBC; he simply had a wireless radio which had the potential to pick it up. In that moment, his life changed forever. He wasn’t imprisoned, but he might as well have been: his name and reputation became so radioactive I’ve since taken to calling him Grandpa Novichok.


Long before cancel culture became a thing in the West, he was ostracised by his peers and made unemployable. If you find that hard to imagine, just think what would happen if you said you believe basic biology about the number of sexes in a public forum.


He wasn’t the only one who suffered, though. His immediate family was punished by proxy; my grandmother’s career was cruelly up-ended and both their children were punished too. My father was kicked out of university and unable to complete his studies, despite being destined for academic success. In effect, they were collectively cancelled. The Soviet Union was truly ‘progressive’.


The irony is that my grandfather was correct to criticise the military offensive against Afghanistan. Human Rights Watch would later claim that the Soviet Red Army perpetrated war crimes and crimes against humanity, which meant my grandfather was entirely justified. But, because his comments were deemed ‘anti-Soviet’, his persecution continued. The situation reached such a dire state of affairs that my grandfather was forced to leave his homeland and seek refuge elsewhere, in a place that genuinely respected personal liberty and free expression above all else. A place that wouldn’t punish people for having a dissenting voice.


That’s why he moved to Great Britain.


Despite not knowing much about the place, he settled in the city of Bristol after landing a job at a scientific magazine, where he could apply his knowledge. He lived a free and happy life until his death in 2014. ‘The freedom to say what you think is the one thing people can’t take away from you,’ he would tell me whenever I’d visit him. ‘The only person who can do that is you. Be kind, speak the truth and do not be afraid.’





I remembered my grandfather’s words when I began my own journey as an immigrant, at the tender age of eleven, several years after he was forced to leave his homeland.


After my time at primary school (what we call nachal’naya shkola in Russian), I followed in my grandfather’s footsteps and began my own life as an honorary Briton. My parents had decided that the Russian education system, at least when it came to secondary school and higher education, was too unstable and too volatile to give me a decent start in life; teachers who were once revered or well paid found themselves unemployed and begging for money in the streets, and countless kids were left without any education at all.


To save me from falling between the cracks in the system, my mother and father pooled whatever resources they had and bought me a place at a coveted boarding school in the UK: Clifton College in Bristol, near where my grandfather lived.


As a naïve kid, I found this thrilling. It would be a huge adventure playing out in the home of King Arthur, James Bond and MI5. Except, there was a considerable fly in the ointment: I was unable to speak the English language. At that time, I only knew a handful of basic words, such as ‘please’, ‘hello’ and, naturally, ‘I want all your State secrets, you capitalist pig’. I certainly wasn’t capable of holding a conversation. This meant that I was effectively being shipped off to live in another country, alone, without the ability to communicate or make friends. Not only that, but I’d be doing it without the support of my family, from whom I’d never been away.


This might sound heartless and unfathomable on the part of my parents, but it was the reality of the situation. Neither of them had much choice. Their hands were almost forced by the political unrest which was unfolding before them. They couldn’t afford to relocate the entire family, which included my younger sisters, because it would’ve been too expensive. Plus, my father had recently landed a relatively well-paid job in Russia and it was highly unlikely that he’d be able to match that in a foreign country.


This meant I would have to do it on my own. A few weeks later, armed with just a suitcase of clothes, some books and a handful of games to keep me entertained, I would be put on a flight and told to never look back.


To prepare for the transition, my mother had arranged a few ‘dress rehearsal’ trips. This meant she’d travel with me; showing me how to disembark a plane at Heathrow, where to line up in the airport, how to show your passport to the border control officials and how to retrieve my luggage from the carousel. She had also arranged for a family in Bath to unofficially ‘foster’ me for a couple of weeks until the school term began. They were a lovely group of people who welcomed me into their home and provided everything I could’ve asked for. But it wasn’t home and, on one occasion, I can remember bursting into tears when I knew my mother was delayed in coming to get me. Obviously, Russian men don’t cry – it was the first sign of the West’s corrupting influence making me soft. That – and the fact that I was eleven.


Despite it being billed as a wonderful adventure, and despite managing to block out any scary thoughts, I can admit now that there was a part of me that was terrified of leaving home. Most people fly the nest when they are eighteen and go to college. Others do it when they’re in their twenties or early thirties, perhaps with a partner, but I was just a little boy, going from childhood to kidulthood with a handful of clothes and some toys.


On the day I finally left Russia, I don’t remember the tears, but there was definitely as much sadness as there was excitement. In the months and years that followed my move to the UK, the world I knew in Russia continued to fall apart. My parents had been right all along. After an initial shift to marketisations, the economy went into freefall. By the mid-1990s it had nosedived into a deep depression. By 1992, the military was also in a state of near complete disarray. This reached its nadir in 1994 with the Chechen War, but was felt long before that. The country was losing all confidence and power.


The university system then collapsed, leaving countless young people in a form of educational hinterland. Unemployment then hit, with many people suddenly unsuitable for roles in a market economy. After all, they only knew how to operate under a Soviet-style system, so were now unqualified for a job in a capitalist set-up. Adding insult to injury, Russia’s economy was then hit again by the financial crash of 1998. Data from the Russian Government suggests the decline was worse than America’s Great Depression, at least in terms of gross domestic product.


Before the millennium arrived, people in Russia had even stopped having children because there was so much instability. By 1999, the total population fell by about three-quarters of a million, which is a lot. Rates of suicide and murder were also increasing. Access to medicines was poor.


I watched all this unfold on the news from my new, adopted home. I also kept in touch with old school friends, who’d tell me of the dystopian world they were living in. And, crucially, how lucky I was to have been airlifted out and delivered into a place of peace and prosperity. A country where I could thrive and be equal. And, although I missed my family, I knew they were right.


I can still remember the day I arrived in the UK with a wonderful sense of promise and expectation. Twenty-five years on, that feeling of freedom has never gone away. Nor has my adopted country ever disappointed me. Despite all the ups and downs, it has always been wonderful to me. That’s why I’ve written this love letter to Western civilisation.


In short, Britain – and the West in general – saved me from a terrible fate. Now, as people seek to destroy it, I want to save it in return.
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