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Forget the horsey lobby ...
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‘Forbidden Britain Day - ploughed-out path near Ladbroke’ 
This photograph is taken from the book Freedom to Roam by Harold Sculthorpe, published by Freedom Press (80 pages, £3.50)

Since Freedom goes to press before 
the ‘invasion’ of Hyde Park, London, 
on 1st March by the ‘Countryside 

Marchers’, one is commenting on an 
event which will, in numbers, be a 
success but will hardly impress the 
urban population with what the 
purpose of this invasion of one of their 
many open spaces (Hyde Park has 
over six hundred acres, including the 
Serpentine, fantastic flower beds, trees 
and open spaces, not to mention 
Rotten Row for the horse riders) is all 
about because in fact this is a mass 
invasion by the hunting-and-shooting 
fraternity.

This writer is less concerned with 
the fate of the foxes or the rabbits, but 
with the fact that these people are 
also the owners of our land. Half of 
the land of this island of ours is 
owned by just one per cent, and not 

only do they do with it what they like 
but they also prevent you and me 
from walking over their land, even 
when there are official signposts 
saying that there is a footpath. Go on 
it and you will follow the hedge (if it is 
still there) and sink in the mud 
because it has been ploughed up.

We were sorry to see that Tribune 
(13th February) accepted a whole- 
page advertisement for the ‘Countryside 
March’ knowing full well that it was 
organised by the hunting/shooting 
fraternity, which includes the large 
landowners who haven’t even stuck a 
fork in the ground in their entire lives, 
but are only concerned with increas­
ing their property and what is now so 
noticeable in the cereal prairie (Suffolk 
and Norfolk) is that much of the land 
is being farmed by contractors, and 
hence larger machines and fewer farm 

workers. That same issue of Tribune 
published a letter from the TGWU (the 
farm workers no longer have their 
own union and those who still belong 
to a union have top join the Transport 
& General Workers Union) pointing 
out that those millionaire hunting 
and shooting rebels will be invading 
Hyde Park to defend those of us who 
still live and work in the countryside 
(including this writer, who has 
managed to make a living for two 
people for thirty years from a modest 
hectare, or 2.7 acres). Nonsense, they 
will just be defending the millions of 
acres that should belong to all of us, 
as should all the footpaths, all the 
land, all the seas and oceans belong 
to all of us and not to the exploiters 
of not just our labour but also our 
planet. Surely this is what anarchism 
is all about.
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Blair's flagship and domes ...

The twentieth century began with men like
Rasputin and Russell about to rise to spheres 

of influence in their respective fields. One the 
mystic, one the mathematician. One the holy 
prophet in Mother Russia, the other the 
English rationalist. Yet by 1917 both men had 

fatuous - not because Richard Rogers is not a

come to a bad end - Rasputin poisoned and 
shot in December 1916; Russell intellectually 
doomed, his rationalist Pythagorean Dream in 
smithereens and condemned henceforth to 
write journalism and ‘shilling shockers’.

Rasputin and Russell, religion and science 
stumbling before the abyss. The slippery slope 
leading from mystic and mathematician to 
Mandelson and the Millennium Dome. The 
journey from Lloyd George’s welfare 
programme, through Fabian State Socialism 
to Tony Blair’s flagship Welfare to Work.

Farewell mystic, enter the spin-doctor of the 
twenty-first century. Goodbye God, ta-ta 
science, let’s find comfort in Blair’s theme 
park for the millennium.

PULLING THE WOOL OVER OUR EYES 
At the time of writing we don’t know how 
much bread will be taken out of the mouths of 
the poor, the disabled, the lone parents and 
their children. We will have to wait for Frank 
Field’s Green Paper to find some clues as to 
whether the Treasury will triumph or not in the 
details of the New Deal. But no expense, it 
seems, is going to be spared to delay this 
erection of the circus tent in Greenwich.

Less bread, more circuses, seems to be the 
intention of New Labour. A regime ridden 
with rhetoric. In everything governmental the 
pursuit of glitter, gloss, glamour and a kind of 
grandiloquence.

The editor of The Independent describes Mr 
Blair thus: “Sounding like a cross between a 
Baptist minister high in his pulpit and Lady 
Thatcher in her most grating ‘Rejoice!’ mode, he 
commands us to respect daring and excellence”. 
Last week that same editor, commenting on 
the glorified Dome ephemera, declared: “It’s 
only a dome, Prime Minister... does that really 
justify the preaching and the chiding and the 
hyperbole Mr Blair served up yesterday? He 
compared the Dome to St Pauls, and that is 

fine architect who might conceivably deserve 
comparison with Christopher Wren, but 
because the cathedral was built in a Christian 
age to glorify God, and the transcendental 
purpose of the Dome is ... what? New Labour 
offers no secular religion ... Does the Prime 
Minister intend to worship at the shrine of 
technology or try to recover modernist 
sensibility in a post-modern age?”

One suspects, like Welfare to Work, the Dome 
is yet another dog’s breakfast about to be 
served up. Yet more hubris to cloud the mind. 
Jonathan Glancey, the modernist design 
correspondent in The Guardian, remarks: “If 
our dreams are no more vivid that a trip on 
giant mobile beds through a Disney-inspired 
cloud cuckoo land - housed in four kooky 
‘domettes’ - we should fear for the future of 
our children’s imagination”. Titillation - but 
will it work?

Mr Glancey suspects it might: “Having studied 
at the feet of Mickey Mouse, the Dome’s 
administrators and designers should be able to 
pull the wool, enjoyably so, over the eyes of 
the twelve million expected visitors”.

And to make this a success Mr Mandelson, 
the project’s chief executive in effect, is busy 
as always with New Labour recruiting private 
sector sponsors. Rupert Murdoch’s Sky is 
already in toe.

RAKE UP THE ROOTS
So it’s to be a kind of jamboree, a species of 
fantasy rooted in what Mr Glancey calls “the 
age of mass entertainment, branding and 
corporate ideologies”.

When we invoke Walt Disney we should 
perhaps remember that Kenneth Clarke, consider­
ing the ‘Landscape of Fantasy’, places him 
with Vincent van Gogh, Max Ernst and 
Graham Sutherland at the end of the tradition 
now called ‘expressionism’. It is a northern 
form of art which started with Grunwald and 
Bosch when the “menaces of life were still 
real”, and now we are left with the last symbol 
of the old German obsessive fears - the Christmas 
tree - according to Mr Clark “tamed and 
domesticated by a century of materialism”. 
Left with the Christmas tree and Disney’s 
Snow White, and now an androgynous human 
figure taller than the Statue of Liberty to 
dominate Lord Rogers’s Dome!

The three exhibitions in nineteenth century 
France (1855, 1967 and 1889) according to 
Pierre Lavedan “were first and foremost three 
great proclamations of the victory of metal 
construction”. In the French Exhibition of 1900 
iron was abandoned, and the new style brought 
in stone for buildings intended to last and 
stucco and plaster for temporary constructions. 
The Independent editorial describes the Dome 
thus: “daily we see the spider’s web of cables 
being spun between rocket-like girders. When 
the skin is added next month it will become a 
circus tent of giant proportions”.

One can only fear with what they may fill the 
edifice when it’s done. The management struc­
ture, as with the New Deal, “is a mish-mash of 
political and executive responsibilities”. The 
editor of The Independent describes the preview 
display: “Yesterday’s package of contents was 
alternately bizarre, mind-expanding and banal”.

One suspects the thirteenth century 
architects who competed with one another to
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build higher cathedrals than their neighbours 
- so that Reims beat Chartres, whose record 
was bested by Amiens, only in turn surpassed 
by Beauvais - were building to the glory of 
God. They still produce a sense of awe in us. 
But Richard Rogers’s Dome seems destined 
to do no more than tickle our fancy.

Looking at the photographs of the model of 
the Dreamscape Zone I’m reminded of Bosch, 
but I can’t ignore what Wittgenstein said: 
“Our civilisation is characterised by the word 
progress. Typically it constructs. Its activity is 
to construct a more and more complicated 
structure”.

Hence we are bombarded by special effects. 
We seem to live under a tyranny of technology 
in which governments seek to flummox and 
dazzle the public. But despite Richard 
Rogers’s best efforts, it’s hard to see how the 
Dome can be other than a celebration of 
political power.

Of course Tolstoy’s right: “The leaves of the 
tree delight us more than the roots”. That’s the 
dilemma for all of us when we confront 
something like the Dome. But for an anarchist 
answer we can’t do better that Wittgenstein 
again: “I am not interested in erecting a build­
ing but in having the foundations of possible 
buildings transparently before me”.

When governments try to blind us, the 
anarchist war cry must always be for clarity 
and transparency.

Albert Shore

The British peace protesters who recently 
returned from Iraq have reported on the 
immense anger expressed by ordinary Iraqi 

citizens at the suffering caused by United 
Nations sanctions.

Members of ARROW (Active Resistance to 
the Roots of War) including Freedom corres­
pondent Milan Rai, along with Americans 
from Voices in the Wilderness, entered Iraq to 
distribute medicines in open defiance of the 
sanctions. They visited Iraqi children’s 
hospitals and paediatric wards and saw the 
suffering caused by lack of medicines, 
inadequate food and above all lack of clean 
water, since the sanctions mean no equipment 
to repair sewage works bombed in 1991.

The groups were also able to visit sites where 
civilians were killed in mis-targeted 
bombings, but found the people they talked to 
were more angry about the sanctions. The two 
groups attracted much attention from Iraqi 
(and American) press and television crews, 
but they say the British reporters were not 
interested.

We hope to carry a full report shortly. 
Meanwhile a picket of the Foreign Office in 
London is held every Monday from 5.30 to 
7.00pm.




