
and Humanist           November-December 2020       No 185             £2.50

Irish Freethinker

The Sermon on the Mount by Fra Angelico (c.1395-1455)

The Imperfect Humanism of Jesus
The Growth Imperative • Perfidious Albion Strikes Again   

Dying with Dignity • The Hist Denies Debate • Flower Power  
The Joy of Beethoven • Orwell’s 1984 • Was Shelley an Atheist?  

Trees • Running for Life • The Connemara 100   



The Irish Freethinker and Humanist • November-December 2020

2

Irish Freethinker  
and Humanist         ISSN: 2399-7621 

A magazine of ideas. 
Bimonthly by mail. £25/€25 per annum. 
Cheques, postal orders, payable to: 
Irish Freethinkers and Humanists, via 
Brian McClinton, Treasurer, 
25 Riverside Drive, Lisburn, BT27 4HE 
02892677264   07962122038      
See Page 24 for more details. 
brianmcclinton@btinternet.com 

Website:  
irishfreethinkers.com

  No attachments, please.  
    Send material unformatted in the body of an email.  

  Deadline for next issue: 12th December

Freethinker: a person who forms 
his or her own opinions about 
important subjects (such as  
religion or politics) instead of 
accepting what other people say

CONTENTS

ARTICLES AND DISCLAIMER  
Articles will be accepted for publication, in part or whole, 
according to the space available and at the editor’s  
discretion.  800 words is roughly a page, and so on. Only 
rarely are articles accepted at more than 2400 words.  

Please note: this magazine is not the mouthpiece of any 
humanist group but a forum for ideas supported by the 
Irish Freethinkers and Humanists. The views of contribu-
tors are the opinions of their authors and are not necessar-
ily the views of any Irish Humanist organisation.  
Articles text set mainly in Sabon. 

Material should be addressed to the Editor,  
Brian McClinton, 25 Riverside Drive, Lisburn BT27 4HE.  
brianmcclinton@btinternet.com     Tel. 02892677264 
Assistant editor: Eamon Murphy:  
thewanderinghumanist@gmail.com 

LETTERS  
Letters to the Editor are welcome and need not necessarily 
be from Humanists. They may be edited for quality and 
space. Names and addresses will be published unless  
otherwise requested. Do NOT send text in attachments. 

 3  The Growth Imperative  • Bob Rees 

 4  Perfidious Albion Strikes Again • Roger Kelly 

 5  The Hist Denies Debate • Eamon Murphy  

 5  Dying with Dignity • Eamon Murphy 

 6  The Imperfect Humanism of Jesus • Brian McClinton 

 8  Running for Life • Nick Emmett 

 9  Flower Power • Bob Rees 

10 Lara’s Theme • Owen Morton 

12 Luck in Life • Noel Byrne 
14 Madge • Richard Middleton 

16 After God • Joe Armstrong 

17 Was Shelley a Humanist? 

18 The Joy of Beethoven • Brian McClinton 

20 Books: Orwell’s 1984 • Alan Tuffery 

21 Art: Trees  • Colin Corkey 

22 The Connemara 100 • Gary Elbert 

24 Humanist Meetings in Ireland  

Humanism is a philosophy of 
joyous service for the greater 
good of all humanity, of applica-
tion of new ideas of scientific 
progress for the benefit of all. 

Linus Pauling

https://losingmyreligion.podbean.com/

3rd episode out now! Endorsed 
by Prof Daniel Dennett 



HERE were 2,140 million 
people on this planet when 
I was born, 640 million of 

them living in urban environ-
ments. After my unremarkable 
lifetime, those figures are now 
7,800 million and 4,400 million 
respectively. This is scary! There 
are already too many people, yet 
inexorably, the global population is 
still growing by over 80 million a year – equivalent to the 
population of the whole island of Ireland every month! 

The notion that we will be able to devise technical solu-
tions to feed and accommodate the 11 billion population 
expected by 2060 whilst maintaining our quality of life has 
been called ‘Techno-Hubris’. It depends entirely upon so-
far undiscovered techniques to save our race from itself, 
and it is downright reckless. Overpopulation is already 
responsible for most of the world’s problems, from immi-
gration to climate chaos. 

In nature, a species will grow unchecked until its food be-
comes scarce, and that limits any further growth in num-
bers. Humans are different because farming and technolo-
gy have enabled us to keep producing ever more food, con-
trol our environment and keep up the good life. But there 
are still limits, and we have already exceeded them: soil is 
being eroded, forests are being cut and burned, fresh water 
is scarce, fish stocks are over-exploited, mineral resources 
are running low, food is becoming tasteless, pollution is 
overtaking the world, important species of insects and an-
imals are becoming extinct (the 6th mass extinction), and 
the marine environment is increasingly polluted, to men-
tion just a few of the well-known consequences of there 
being too many humans.  

We could go on to discuss the downsides of unlimited ur-
ban growth; the spread of zoonotic diseases like SARS, 
rabies, Dengue, Ebola and now Covid 19;  global overheat-
ing and climate chaos; immigration; the jobs crisis  –  all 
consequences of  overpopulation. 

Yet there are powerful forces which deny this obvious fact, 
and American biologist Paul Erlich has posited that hu-
mans are blind to slow-motion disasters (being pro-
grammed primarily to respond to short-term emergencies). 
Self-seeking politicians concerned only with re-election, 
polluting industrialists and single-minded capitalists with 
vested interests have exploited this blindness by deliberately 
misleading ordinary people, persuading them that ongoing 
 growth of GDP, urban growth and ever greater consump-
tion are the only things that really matter. 

Capitalism is widely accepted as the only practical eco-
nomic system compatible with western values. Significant-
ly, capitalism is premised on perpetual growth – the so-
called ‘growth imperative’. There are several reasons. 

1. Ongoing economic growth is 
the whole point of capitalism, 
whose purpose is to invest money 
with the intention of making more 
money, which in turn is reinvested 
in order to make yet more money, 
ad infinitum. 

2. Capitalists must compete with 
each other, nationally and interna-

tionally, and this obliges them to find ever better ways to 
reduce costs and increase sales. This ultimately manifests 
itself as a continuous need for greater growth in all sectors 
of the economy. 

3. Banks charge interest on the money they lend to capital-
ists, though most of this money is ‘virtual’. Investing mon-
ey that doesn’t really exist drops the real economy into 
debt , requiring it to grow in order to be able to pay back 
the debt. And the interest payments create a need for even 
greater growth. 

4. Credit cards have enabled workers to supplement their 
diminishing wages, temporarily increasing their purchasing 
power, but demanding ongoing rapid economic growth if 
the debts are to be repaid. Personal credit card debt in the 
USA alone totals over $1 trillion. 

5. The concept of mass production depends on high vol-
umes in order to keep costs-per-unit at a minimum, en-
abling goods to be sold at lower individual prices. In-
creased profits depend on increased sales, which in turn 
require increased marketing and advertising efforts to sell 
goods which people would not otherwise buy, and which 
must be paid for out of increased sales. 

6. Whereas investors used to be content with long-term 
dividends from the profits from their investments, they 
now look for quick gains by gambling on short-term rises 
in the value of their shares. Capitalist shareholders there-
fore put pressure on their executive directors to produce 
continuous rapid growth. 

Continuous growth in a finite world is clearly impossible. 
As we have seen, we have already exceeded what is sus-
tainably possible, and our planet’s continued habitability 
and the survival of the human race are now at stake, re-
gardless of capitalists’ financial interests. 

The current pandemic has exposed the importance of big 
interfering government, and the wrong-headedness of the 
dogmatic neoliberals who have so successfully opposed it. 
Let us hope that this will facilitate a move toward some 
form of globally regulated capitalism that avoids both the 
excesses of capitalist greed and the inefficiencies of com-
munism, whilst working to divert humankind from our 
destined extinction.                                                           q 
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The Growth Imperative 
Bob Rees



Perfidious Albion Rides Again 
Roger Kelly 

IFTY years ago General de 
Gaulle vetoed the UK’s appli-
cation to join the Common 

Market, partly because he felt it was 
a puppet of the USA. He also com-
plained that Britain fails to keep its 
promises and honour its in-
ternational treaties or, if at all, only 
for as long as parliament believes it 
is in England’s interest. 

Irish history is a case in point, being 
littered with the lengthy trail of 
broken promises from the Treaty 
Limerick in 1691 onwards. And ask 
any Palestinian about the betrayal 
of promises in the infamous 1917 
Balfour Declaration. 

Perfidious Albion is up to its old 
tricks again through the introduc-
tion of the Internal Market Bill 
which many commentators say is an 
attempt unilaterally to override the 
Ireland/Northern Ireland Protocol, 
breaching international law.  

This bill has mainly gone unnoticed 
owing to the continuing crisis 
around Covid-19, but it could have 
major repercussions to the future of 
the constitutional status of the UK 
as we know it. 

The United Kingdom is becoming 
increasingly disunited, and Brexit is 
clearly affecting devolution which 
only made sense in the context of 
European Union membership. The 
Internal Market Bill centralises 
power to the English Tories at 
Westminster, and Cardiff, Edin-
burgh and Belfast are increasingly 
left in the dark by Downing Street.  

What this means is that all John-
son’s rhetoric about strengthening 
the union really means centralising 
the UK State, so that no alternative 
source of power can challenge the 
‘sovereign’ absolutism of the West-
minster parliament. 

Yes, the UK has left the EU but 
negotiations are still ongoing  

in relation to trade and other pro-
tocols. However, the whole process 
of exiting from the EU has high-
lighted the divisions within the 
constitutional and political system. 
‘Our precious, precious union’, 
Theresa May used to wail as she 
flopped up and down the English 
shires. But precious to whom? Who 
in England cares about the union 
with Scotland and Wales never 
mind Northern Ireland. 

In April this year, over 40% of a 
UK sample – which means an even 
higher percentage of English re-
sponses – told YouGov that they 
had  ‘nothing in common with 
people in Scotland’. A previous  
YouGov poll last year found that 
63% of Conservatives supporters 
would sacrifice the union with 
Scotland and Northern Ireland if 
that was the price of Brexit. ‘Pre-
cious’ the union clearly is not. 

Could it be that the cunning Cum-
mings and Johnson while paying 
lip service to the union are really 
engineering a break up of it? The 
reality is that the number of Eng-
lish Tories and the size of Johnson’s 
parliamentary majority mean that 
he doesn’t need the few Scottish 
Tories to help him stay in power, 
never mind the Democratic Union-
ist Party.  

It does seem that a malevolent 
sense of victimhood has entered 
English nationalism, a feeling that 
the nation that created the UK by 
force, bribery and statesmanship, 
has to stay gagged, while devolved 
parliaments make impudent, un-
grateful demands. 

The whole ongoing Brexit debacle, 
and the cynical chauvinism of the 
Johnson government reflected in 
the Internal Market Bill, could 
ironically end the timed-out union. 
It could create a hard border, lead 
to a border poll and the possibility 
of a United Ireland, and allow Eng-
land to encounter itself at last.    q
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“Never judge a  
country by its politics. 

After all, we English 
are quite honest by  

nature, aren’t we?”  –  

A character in the film 
The Lady Vanishes,  
directed by Alfred 

Hitchcock

F



HE Trinity College Dublin (TCD) Historical Society 
recently rescinded a speaking invitation to well-
known atheist and evolutionary biologist Richard 

Dawkins. Popularly known as ‘The Hist’, it is one of the 
oldest university societies in the world, having been a feature 
of student life at TCD since 1747.  

The invitation was rescinded when senior members of the 
society became aware of Dawkins’s stated opinions on Is-
lam, which were apparently deemed too controversial. The 
TCD student newspaper, the University Times, quotes the 
society’s Auditor (essentially its chairperson) as saying that 
they would “not be moving ahead with his [Dawkins’s] ad-
dress as we value our members’ comfort above all else”.  

This is another example of so-called ‘no platforming’ and is 
not a new phenomenon, but it is something that has been 
garnering increased attention in recent years, particularly 
around university campuses. The opposing views on its ap-
propriateness (or otherwise) might be broadly characterised 
as a battle between those who wish to protect free speech 
versus those who wish to create a so-called ‘safe space’ for 
students. But are college campuses really the place for such 
safe spaces?  

TCD professor Brian Lucey has tweeted: “I suspect that 
almost every headline speaker over decades has had some 
comments that were regrettable, unfortunate, disreputable 
or disgusting. That doesn't mean they’re not worth debat-
ing”. Indeed, many would argue that creating such ‘safe 
spaces’ for students is akin to ensuring they are not faced 
with opinions they disagree with, which is the antithesis of 
what a university should be about. Arguably the Hist, a 
debating society, should provide an open forum for discus-
sion and critical thinking, rather than no-platforming a 
speaker – an act which suggests the correct position has 
been decided in advance and the antithesis of debate.  

While exceptions can be made for opinions and views that 
wilfully and purposefully distort history or perpetuate views 
that can be proven to be wrong (one thinks immediately of 
Holocaust denial) or aim to incite hatred or violence, there 
is surely an argument to be made that the majority of opin-
ions should be publicly debated on their merits. It seems that 
a growing number of people who should know better are 
prematurely deeming their own beliefs to be morally correct 
and unquestionably virtuous ones.  

If nothing else, college life is supposed to be a time when 
people are out of their comfort zone and challenged by ideas 
and opinions different to their own. It’s hard to believe the 
Auditor of a society like the Hist thinks that ‘comfort’ 
should come into it. Indeed, the idea of a debating society 
that would prioritise the comfort of its members rather 
misses the point of such a society in the first place. A former 
attendee of a number of Hist debates once said: “an idea 
that is not dangerous is unworthy of being called an idea at 
all”. Oscar Wilde would presumably not have been in 
favour of its decision to drop Dawkins.        EAMON MURPHY 

HE possibility of assisted dying being made legal 
  in the Republic of Ireland became a little more 
real last month when TDs voted to  send the Dying 

with Dignity Bill to committee stage  in the Dáil.  

The bill, tabled by People Before Profit TD Gino Kenny, 
seeks to legislate for assisted dying in limited circum-
stances and allows for medical professionals to help 
some terminally ill patients to end their own lives. On 
launching the bill, Kenny said: “Assisted dying is not 
about ending life, it’s about ending suffering when you 
no longer have the option of living”. 

Tom Curran and Vicky Phelan are among the campaign-
ers who helped Kenny launch the bill. They are among 
many who have seen high-profile court cases and previ-
ous attempts to legislate for the practice fail. It is also 
worth nothing that former Waterford TD John Halligan 
also failed in an attempt, during the last Dáil, to bring 
forth similar legislation   –  something that says a lot 
about how swift the changing mood on the issue has 
been.  

This progress will be welcomed by many humanists who 
view legislation prohibiting assisted dying as further 
example of the State legislating for religious morality.   

The speed with which things have moved in recent years 
has been phenomenal, and polls show that a majority of 
Irish people now believe that assisted suicide should be 
legalised in Ireland. There is even a chance that full leg-
islation could be enacted as early as next year, though 
sensitivities about the practice and trepidation among 
some politicians means the process will more likely be 
slower than that. However, the proposal has quickly 
transformed from a peripheral idea to a real possibility, 
and the bill is set to face further scrutiny in the Oireach-
tas over the coming months.  

On 7th October the vote on the committee stage of the 
bill passed 81 to 71. It was supported by all TDs repre-
senting Sinn Féin, the Social Democrats, Labour, the 
Greens and Solidarity-People Before Profit. Though one 
third of Fine Gael TDs voted in favour, majorities in both 
Fine Gael and Fianna Fáil opposed it, as did the vast ma-
jority of Independents.  

“As soon as we have contraception in there will be abor-
tion, divorce, euthanasia, all the other evils of venereal 
disease and everything that will follow”, Fianna Fáil’s 
Michael Kitt predicted in 1974. He may have been on to 
something, but some of those ‘evils’ will continue to be 
welcomed by those of us seeking a fairer, more secular 
Ireland.                                                                        EAMON MURPHY
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“Assisted dying is not about ending life, 
it’s about ending suffering when you no 

longer have the option of living”

Dying with DignityThe Hist Denies Debate



ERY little is known 
about Jesus. The 
Synoptic Gospels 

(Matthew, Mark and Luke) 
are the only near contempo-
rary sources and they are not 
reliable, especially in their 
supernatural claims. That he 
was a Jew is found repeated 
in diverse literature, includ-
ing the letters of Paul. There 
is also a consensus that he 
was crucified by order of 
Pontius Pilate, the Roman 
governor of Judea, on the 
grounds that he claimed to be 
‘King of the Jews’, a blas-
phemy according to the Jew-
ish Sanhedrin, the supreme 
council of elders. 

In the traditional narrative it 
is the Jewish Messianic tradition that Jesus allegedly 
seeks to fulfil. The Messiah or ‘anointed one’ would pre-
pare the way for God. He would be an eschatological 
prophet, a preacher of the end of days, a soldier of liber-
ation in the royal line of King David. Jesus himself said: 
“Think not that I have come to abolish the Torah and 
the prophets; I have come not to abolish them but to 
fulfil them”, he says in Matthew 5:17. Nevertheless, he 
was not acceptable to all Jews since it was the Jewish 
council in Judea which called for his crucifixion. It re-
jected his claim to be the Messiah, but there may have 
been other aspects of his teaching that its members didn’t 
like. 

Arguably, Jesus challenged orthodox religion. In some 
respects, he was ethically a humanist. He rejected the Old 
Testament philosophy of revenge. Consider the Sermon 
on the Mount: 

“Ye have heard that it hath been said, An eye for an eye, 
and a tooth for a tooth: 
But I say unto you, That ye resist not evil: but whosoever 
shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other 
also. 
And if any man will sue thee at the law, and take away 
thy coat, let him have thy cloak also. 
And whosoever shall compel thee to go a mile, go with 
him twain. 
Give to him that asketh thee, and from him that would 
borrow of thee turn not thou away. 
Ye have heard that it hath been said, Thou shalt love thy 
neighbour, and hate thine enemy. But I say unto you, 

Love your enemies, bless 
them that curse you, do good 
to them that hate you, and 
pray for them which despite-
fully use you, and persecute 
you” (The Sermon on the 
Mount, Matthew 5:38-44). 

He also placed morality 
above ritual: “First be recon-
ciled to thy brother, and then 
come and offer thy 
gift” (Matthew 5: 24). And as 
a general ethic he espoused 
the humanist Golden Rule 
dating back to Confucius and 
also repeated in Leviticus and 
by Rabbi Hillel a few years 
before Jesus: “Therefore all 
things whatsoever ye would 
that men should do to you, do 
ye even so to them” (Matthew 
7:12). 

So far, so good. There is hardly anything there to which 
Humanists would strongly object. We might say that 
both Jesus and Humanists strongly believe in love and 
compassion. But we cannot ignore other remarks of Jesus 
which cloud the picture. He also made statements like: 
“Think not that I am come to send peace on earth; I 
came not to send peace but a sword” (Matthew 10:34); 
“He that hath no sword, let him sell his garment and buy 
one” (Luke 22:36); and “But those mine enemies, which 
would not that I should reign over them, bring hither, 
and slay them before me” (the last was spoken in a para-
ble in Luke).  

The message is clouded in other ways. Jesus showed tol-
erance to the lepers, the paralytics, the deaf and blind, to 
Zachaeus the tax collector who was ripping the people 
off, to his disciples even when they lacked faith, to Peter 
when he denied him three times, and to the thief on the 
cross. In John 8 we also read about the woman caught in 
adultery who was brought to Jesus. He showed love to 
this woman by not condemning her, yet telling her, “Go 
and sin no more” (vs. 11). He tolerated the woman, but 
he did not tolerate the sin. In the parable of the Good 
Samaritan (Luke 10:25-37) he taught tolerance of differ-
ence. Last, but not least, he showed tolerance to those 
who arrested him, tried him and crucified him. He 
prayed, “Father forgive them; for they know not what 
they do” (Luke 23:34). 

The people to whom he was intolerant were rival reli-
gious leaders and doubters. He condemned the former 
for their hypocrisy and he certainly wasn’t afraid to get 
in their face. In Matthew chapter 23 he laid into    ––>
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The Imperfect Humanism of Jesus 
Brian McClinton

In 2001 forensic anthropologist Richard Neave created 
the above model of a Galilean man for a BBC docu-

mentary, Son of God, working on the basis of an actual 
skull found in the region. He did not claim it was Jesus's 
face. It was simply meant to prompt people to consider 

Jesus as being a man of his time and place.
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them in no uncertain terms, calling them hypocrites who 
“go over land and sea to make a single proselyte and 
then make him twice as much a child of hell as your-
selves” (Matthew 23:15) and who are “like unto whited 
sepulchres, which indeed appear beautiful outward, but 
are within full of dead men’s bones” (Matthew 23:27). 
He even went as far as to condemn them to eternal hell-
fire: “Ye serpents, ye generation of vipers, how can ye 
escape the damnation of hell?” (Matthew 23:33). And, of 
course, there was also the occasion when he went into 
the temple and turned over the tables of the money-
changers (John 2). 

As for the doubters, Jesus continually threatened them 
with eternal burning in hell for not believing in him: “He 
that is not with me is against me” (Matthew 12:30). In 
his view, you were either a sheep or a goat, and to the 
latter he showed no mercy: “Depart from me, ye cursed, 
into everlasting fire prepared for the devil and his angels” 
(Matthew 25:41). A similar point is made in Mark’s 
Gospel: “He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; 
but he that believeth not shall be damned” (Mark 
16:16). Again, in John 16:16: “If a man abide not in me, 
he is cast forth as a brand and is withered and men gath-
er them into the fire, and they are burned” (a verse cited 
by the Inquisition). His vision of hell is pretty graphic: 
“And shall cast them into into a furnace of fire: there 
shall be wailing and gnashing of teeth” (Matthew 13:42). 

And what are we to make 
of his attack on family 
values? “I am come to set 
a man at variance against 
his father, and the daughter 
against her mother” 
(Matthew 10:35). And 
again: “If any man come to me, and hate not his father, 
and mother, and wife, and children, and brethren, and 
sisters, yea, and his own life also, he cannot be my disci-
ple” (Luke 14:26). When one of Jesus’ disciples asked for 
time off to go to his father’s funeral, Jesus rebuked him, 
“Let the dead bury the dead”. Of course, Jesus never 
used the word ‘family’. He never married or fathered 
children. 

This decidedly mixed picture also applied to his attitude 
to freedom, liberty and justice. Humanists tend to believe 
strongly in the need for social and political change. Was 
Jesus, as some argue, actually a socialist? The answer is 
that his political philosophy – if we can give a series of 
disjointed and contradictory pronouncements such a 
grandiose title  – is not at all progressive, and certainly 
not Humanist. In no way was this man a socialist, as is 
sometimes claimed. For a start, he encouraged the beat-
ing of slaves (Luke 12:47). He never denounced slavery 
and incorporated the master-slave relationship into many 
of his parables. 

As for poverty, he certainly seemed to align himself with 
the poor and oppressed and condemned the rich, who 
would find more difficulty than a camel going through 
the eye of a needle in entering heaven. Luke 6:24 is quite 
explicit: “Woe unto you that are rich, for you have re-
ceived your consolation”. When the rich man asked him 
what he needed to do to ‘inherit eternal life’ (Mark 
10:17), his reply was unequivocal: “Go thy way, sell 

whatsoever thou hast, and give to the poor” (Mark 
10:21). But, although he condemned the rich and lived 
among and preached to the poor, he did nothing or said 
nothing that could be construed as a coherent policy to 
alleviate poverty. On the contrary, “Ye have the poor 
with you always” (Mark 14:7). 

The message instead seemed to be that the poor should 
be content with their state, for their reward would come 
in the next life: “Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs 
is the kingdom of heaven” (Matthew 5:3). The essence of 
the Sermon on the Mount is that the poor, the hungry 
and the wretched should accept the status quo because 
they will receive justice eventually in a spiritual dimen-
sion beyond this world.  

As such, the political philosophy of Jesus is a profoundly 
reactionary message which fails to provide any practical 
scheme for the good of society. To tell people to ‘trust in 
god’, to disregard the world, to have no thought for to-
morrow, to welcome poverty, to neglect their home and 
families, to let evil happen is really to compel them to opt 
out of the human struggle in favour of an escape into an 
unreal mental world. Jesus is saying that religion is a 
drug. In his teachings he thus confirms the words of Karl 
Marx that religion is the opium of the people. 

Ernest Renan, who wrote a Life of Jesus, knew his sub-
ject well. Jesus, he says, 
‘had no knowledge of the 
general conditions of the 
world’, was unacquainted 
with science, ‘believed in 
the devil, and that diseases 
were the work of demons’, 
was ‘harsh’ towards his 

family, was ‘no philosopher’, went to ‘excess’, aimed ‘less 
at logical conviction than at enthusiasm’, ‘sometimes his 
intolerance of all opposition led him to acts inexplicable 
and apparently absurd’, and ‘bitterness and reproach 
became more and more manifest in his heart’. 

These are less the qualities of a Humanist than of a mysti-
cal, deluded lunatic. If there really was a preacher in some 
ways similar to the one depicted in the Gospels  – without 
the supernatural powers, of course  – then he said some 
good things which are indeed worthy of remembering, but 
he contradicted himself so often and talked so much non-
sense on other occasions that we have to say that he is a 
very imperfect humanist indeed. The Jesus package, taken 
as a whole, is hardly the ideal purchase.                           q 
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 Running for Life 
Nick Emmett 

STILL run and I am 85 years old. Maybe run is not the 
right term. I sometimes jog four hundred metres down 
hill. I sometimes jog two hundred metres on the flat, 

walk two hundred metres, then jog two hundred meters 
again. My running speed is only a little faster than my walk-
ing speed. But I still love running. 

I often ran as a kid, for I always found it quicker than walking. 
I started working in a tobacco factory in Dublin, when I was 
fourteen. I hated that job, but life had its good sides. When I 
was sixteen I joined a running club, ’South Dublin Harriers’. 
We were a working class running club. 

If you are ancient like me, you might have read ’The Tough of 
The Track’ in an English boys’ paper. He lives under a bridge, 
and runs in a singlet and shorts with holes in them. He eats 
fish and chips etc. When he beat the runners in Oxford or 
Cambridge, I felt pride. When we beat runners in the more 
snooty clubs in Dublin, I felt like the tough of the track. We 
ran a cross country season in winter, and a track season, inter 
club competitions, in summer. 

I remember cross country races where you could be up to 
your knees in mud. We were disciplined in spring when we 
trained for the coming track season, in the Polo grounds in 
the Phoenix Park. We would do interval training, fast and 
slow, and I read what books I could afford on running. Our 
clubhouse was a battered old glass house, without showers, 
in the back garden of a house near the Phoenix Park gates. 

One morning I ran around the park before the factory job. It 
was a beautiful June morning, blue sky, sunshine. I felt won-
derful. I felt grand passing the Zoo, moving along the back 
straight, going by the Furzy Glen pond. I felt an existential 
connection with nature, there was no past, no future, just joy 
in the present. 

I went to work in factories in London when I was eighteen. 
Until I was twenty five I earned money in England, or Ireland, 
and travelled to other European countries. I was in Berlin 
three months before ‘The Wall’ went up in 1961. I always 
tried to run. I had some grand runs near the youth hostel in 
West Berlin. 

I hitchhiked from Germany to Oslo. I liked Norway, but I had 
rough times until I got a steady job in a factory. I slept in a 
cupboard in a friend’s flat above a factory. I slept for two 
days under bushes in Frogner Park. I lived on an old fishing 
trawler for six months. The trawler was owned by an English 
man. He intended to join other boats in a journey, to copy the 
old Viking route to the Isle of Man. 

The trawler was moored cheaply near the Oslo sewerage 
station. Sometimes people came abroad in summer and we 
motored down the Fiord to try the engines, and we ate, drank,  
and listened to Sinatra records etc. That was enjoyable. But 
when winter came the Fiord was frozen over. Yet I still man-
aged to run in the snow and ice. 

I found a job in a meat factory, and eventually lived in a tiny 
room above it. I married Anne Britt, whose family had a cabin 
in the Hemsedal mountains. She was a runner. We had won-
derful runs in late spring and summer. Even in late spring the 
mountain tops were still covered with snow. The animal 
tracks were grand, a springy surface. We could see the Jotun-
heimen mountains, always covered with snow, a great dis-
tance away. 

We were once in Fort Lauderdale in Florida. There had been a 
Hurricane warning, so the radio said, “fill your bath with wa-
ter, get in tinned food”. Then one evening the radio said, it 
would miss Florida, and move up the Atlantic nearby. I decid-
ed to go for a run on the beach the next morning. Anne said I 
should not run. I noticed all the pubs and restaurants along 
the beach road were closed, and had shutters up. Black men 
were chaining down the waste bins on the beach. One shout-
ed, “Go home man, it’s going to hit soon“. There was nobody 
on the beach. I decided there was little wind, and I ran. 

The wind hit me suddenly and I fell on the sand. It was like a 
damp blanket hitting me. I got away from the beach, and 
clung to a railing back to the flat. Anne said there had been a 
new warning, that the edge of the Hurricane would hit Flor-
ida. If that was the edge, I would hate to experience the full 
thing. 

I came back to Dublin to run the three first Marathons there. 
My time was ok for the first two. I had hardly trained and I 
intended to watch the third. But I had paid my entrance fee, 
and I finally decided to run a few kilometres. When I had run 
about three kilometres, I decided to run a bit more. I kept 
going. It was foolish. The finish was on Stephen’s Green, and I 
was in such a bad state that an official car stopped a few 
kilometres from the finish, and I was asked if I wanted a lift to 
the finish. I said no. 

I staggered in in a terrible time. My track suit bottoms were 
near the Green railings. I got them on and started moving 
towards my lodging house in Donnybrook. Anne was not with 
me in Ireland. An old lady in Leeson Street asked me if I was  
not well. I said I was in the Marathon. I said I was thirsty. She 
went into a shop and bought a bottle of orange juice. I 
thanked her and drank the whole bottle. 

Oslo is not the sort of city one associates with heat stroke, 
but it can be very hot in summer. They had thirty four above 
some years ago. I ran in Frogner Park in thirty above when I 
was sixty five. I began to feel dizzy, and unwell. I staggered to 
our flat, turned on the cold water in the shower, and sat on 
the floor. Next day I had to go into hospital for a week. If you 
get a full heat stroke, you either die, or suffer central nervous 
system damage. I had some odd side effects for several 
years. 

But as said, I do tiny slow jogs at 85. Foolish, I suppose.        q                                                                                                    

(The Connemara Run: see pages 22 and 23)                                      
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 Flower Power  
Bob Rees 

HERE was nothing virtuous or 
just about the Great War of 
1914 to 1918. It was brought 

about by military alliances, imperial-
ism and jingoism, and finally by the 
assassination of Archduke Ferdinand. 
It had nothing to do with freedom or 
justice or equality. Those who were 
maimed by poison gas and those who 
died in the trenches were ordinary 
working-class men on both sides who 
had more in common with each other 
than with the ruling classes who 
called the war. 

The ending of the war on 11th No-
vember 1918 was marked by Armistice 
day. In Britain, the Sunday nearest this date has been 
marked every year since then by ceremonies of remem-
brance. Since 1921 when it was founded, the Royal 
British Legion has sold artificial red poppies in the weeks 
before Remembrance Sunday “to commemorate the con-
tribution of British and Commonwealth military and 
civilian servicemen and women in two World Wars and 
subsequent conflicts”, and to raise funds to help support 
surviving ex-servicemen and women. Unfortunately, it 
has by now become de rigeur for those in the British 
public eye to be seen to be wearing a red poppy during 
the run-up to 11/11 – to the extent that some of those 
(TV personalities, sports stars) who have failed to wear a 
red poppy have received public opprobrium, even death 
threats! 

In the wake of the horrors of the Great War, the Peace 
Pledge Union (PPU) was founded in 1934 as an avowed-
ly pacifist organisation opposed to all war. Concurrently 
with the red poppy campaign, the PPU distributes white 
poppies, representing “remembrance for all the victims of 
war, a commitment to peace and a challenge to attempts 
to glamorise or celebrate war”.  

Without any intended disrespect for the red poppy, the 
white poppy sets out to commemorate ALL the victims 
of ALL wars, including not only British servicemen and 
women but also civilians – and nowadays 90% of all 
wartime casualties are uninvolved civilians. The white 
poppy therefore reminds us, for example, of the Holo-
caust, of the tens of thousands of German refugees killed 
in one night in Dresden, and of the innocent casualties of 
the wars in Iraq and Syria.  

Yet the white poppy also draws attention to the normali-
sation of military values at remembrance time, and it 
represents an attempt to remind us of the horrific conse-
quences of militaristic reasoning and it signifies a com-
mitment to peace and non-violence. And finally, white 
poppies reassert the original message of remembrance of 
the ’war to end wars’: “Never Again!” 

The PPU opposes the popular no-
tion that wars are natural and in-
evitable by pointing out that vio-
lent conflicts are brought about by 
the conscious deliberate decisions 
taken by the elite leaders of the 
belligerents, and of the need to 
think differently about ‘security’ 
when we build armies and stock-
piles of weapons, especially 
weapons of mass destruction.  

In 2019, the British PM Johnson 
had already announced his inten-
tion to increase his ‘defence’ budget 
(to $53, 000,000,000) before Pres-

ident Trump called for all NATO 
members to double their military budgets. Worldwide 
military spending last year was $1,917,000,000,000 
(Source: Stockholm International Peace Research Insti-
tute). This will not make the world safer because threat-
ened violence only provokes threatened retaliation and 
more violence. For less than half this annual amount, we 
could have provided clean water, an adequate diet and 
housing for every needful family in the world, thereby 
removing one of the main causes of war. “What is called 
the utopian dream of pacifism is in fact a practical policy 
– indeed the only practical, the only realistic policy that 
there is” (Aldous Huxley, pacifist). 

Irish people are naturally ambivalent toward red poppies 
which commemorate only those who fought for British 
interests. And the inclusion of service personnel who 
fought in “…. subsequent conflicts” in the British Le-
gion’s declaration raises questions about the moral legit-
imacy of some of those conflicts: the forceful suppression 
of colonies like Malaya and Kenya, the Suez canal inva-
sion, the Falklands War and the invasion of Iraq, for ex-
ample, not to mention the forcible suppression of our 
own country during the Irish War of Independence, and 
their well-intentioned but repressive ‘peacekeeping’ dur-
ing the Troubles. Altogether, British servicemen and 
women have been ‘deployed’ 29 times since the end of 
WWII in 1945, and 7186 of them have been killed. 

On the other hand, 200,000 Irishmen fought with the 
British in the Great War (some of them believing that 
Ireland would be rewarded with independence). Over 
120,000 more (North and South) fought with the British 
army in WWII, which was undoubtedly an honourable 
and just war: 49,400 of those Irishmen were killed in 
action - they deserve remembrance too. 

The white poppy in November would surely be an ap-
propriate symbol for the citizens of a neutral country like 
Ireland, emphasising our commitment to peace whilst 
proudly recognising our own fallen heroes                     q                            
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It is ten years since John Barry  

introduced Irish humanists to the white 

poppy (Humanism Ireland, Issue 125).     White 

poppies are available from the Winding 

Stair bookshop, Ormond Quay, Dublin. 



UR story, as might be 
expected given its title, 
alongside a man of let-

ters, draws in a refined, socially 
aware noble Russian gent in a 
troubled early 20th. Century 
revolutionary epoch, and a be-
guiling, courageous heroine to 
whom, by now, we’ve already 
been partially introduced. And 
all the while cats’ eyes monitor 
our every move. 

  
And it’s right here, Bolshevik 
comings and goings not-
withstanding, that any connec-
tion to Boris Pasternak and his Nobel prize-winning litera-
ture is severed. 
  
Members of the cast, the Russian noble and the heroine 
alike, will assume centre-stage presently - meantime, our 
“man”, above, is an enthusiastic reader of, and occasional 
contributor to the under-rated and under-the-radar “Irish 
Freethinker and Humanist” magazine; and his “letters” in 
the narrative, take the form of published missives to the 
editor of Irelands’ paper-of-record. 
  
Drawing the strands together, and flitting in and out, 
comes a ubiquitous and soon-to-be-revealed 16th Century 
French philosopher who, in addition, featured at some 
length in a book review in the Autumn ‘20 edition of our 
bi-monthly magazine. And so this is something along the 
lines of a sequel. 
  
He’s the guy who bequeathed us the term “essay” - from 
French “essai” - to attempt, as our readers may recall. Our 
story, too, is something of an “essay” in that same sense of 
the word; an attempt at drawing diverse strands into some-
thing cohesive, not knowing at outset quite how this may 
evolve and gel, if at all! Our link-man, the philosopher, 
mind you, never concerned himself in this regard, jotting 
down innermost thoughts randomly, as they presented - 
but if he did, he is acknowledged as a beacon of modern 
philosophical advancement. Among his idiosyncrasies was 
a predisposition to engagement with his cat on something 
akin to equal terms. 
  
At which point in our meandering anecdote, in the manner 
of Ronnie Corbett, your story-teller is drawn to side-track 
momentarily, by introducing yet another urbane French 
aristocrat, Alexis de Tocqueville (1805 -1859) who, almost 
two hundred years ago, observing on Democracy in Amer-
ica, bemoaned that “in no country in the civilized world is 
less attention paid to philosophy than in the United 
States.” A contemporary, Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803–
1882) proved to be an exception to this hypothesis, and his 

place in the story has to do 
with his elevation of the es-
says’ compendium in focus 
here, which he had first en-
countered whilst engaged in 
“A dissertation on the charac-
ter of Socrates”, to a status of 
“the most extraordinary book 
ever written.” 
  
[“Where was I”? invites Mr. 
Corbett knowingly, mis-
chievously . . . .  “Ah Yes! . . . . 
.”] 
  
Enter stage left, our heroine - 
Californian-born Francophile; 
Irish Times’ France correspon-

dent, the  formidable Lara Marlowe, once (1981-1996) 
Time Magazine Correspondent in war-torn Beirut, erst-
while spouse of the equally formidable Robert Fisk. 
  
One’s infatuation with the stylish Madame Marlowe 
kicked in only recently, in April 2019, as and when her 
regular Irish Times’ feature portrayed an inner joy in cele-
brating her prized elevation to French naturalisation *.  
My ‘letter to the editor’ ran as follows:- 

Sir,   
Félicitations ! “The Paris Letter” of April 12th. an historic first 
on the part of Citoyenne Marlowe, is inspirational. “We 
laughed when we called each other compatriot”, we learn, as, 
among 70 newly minted citizens, your intrepid reporter was 
awarded a cherished certificate of French naturalisation. 

The history, the culture, the patrimoine of Mdme. Marlowe’s 
adopted country come alive in the telling, with guest appear-
ances on the part of philosophers Camus, Montaigne and 
Montesquieu, each in his own way proclaiming the privileges 
and the aesthetics inherent in the gift of a French birth-right. 
The latter-named might as readily have presented in Niamh 
Sammon’s challenging and provocative mid-week RTE docu-
mentary “Rome v Republic” calling to mind civics’-centred 
influences of the Enlightenment when, forlornly, Tone and the 
Society of the United Irishmen set their focus on an inclusive, 
tolerant Republic.  
  
In the two stories playing out here, could there be a more 
stark contrast as regards the essence of citizenship as we’d 
embrace the French experience above, so poignantly narrated, 
set against An Taoiseach John. A. Costello’s “Irishman second, 
Catholic first” 1951 Dáil pronouncement, as recounted in the 
documentary? 

Yours etc., 

Within a week Notre Dame Cathedral was destroyed by fire, and 
again Ms. Marlowe rendered a memorable lament. And, again, 
my admiration made it to the letters’ page.                  ––>                                                                          
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Lara’s Theme 
Owen Morton
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Sir,  

“She is our soul, even if one is not a believer”, offered Martine, 
the pensioner, wisely, dolefully in Lara Marlowe’s poignant 
account of Paris’s heart-breaking news; a cry from the heart 
that will resonate beyond the far-flung reaches of Christen-
dom. And for Lara herself, a pivotal week in her country of 
adoption; the ecstasy of a long-awaited integration as part of 
the family, followed by the soul-wrenching agony of sharing in 
its unspeakable loss; a case of paradise regained and paradise 
lost in the blink of an eye, one might say. And for the rest of us, 
calamity of calamities.   

Yours etc., 
  
Now enter the fictional Count Alexander Rostov, a Russ-
ian nobleman, incarcerated under house arrest in Mos-
cow’s Hotel Metropol in the aftermath of the early 20th. 
Century Bolshevik revolution. On day one of newly-re-
stricted “lockdown”, he de-cluttered, casting aside all sur-
plus requirement, including his collection of books, but for 
one.  

Affording author Amor Towles the honour of naming our 
mystery man (that is, if you haven’t already guessed), in the 
opening pages we learn: 

“With satisfaction, the Count looked toward his cat (who 
was busy licking the cream from his paws in the comfort 
of the high-back chair.) ‘What say you now, you old 
pirate’?” 
         
Down the hall he dragged his trunk, half his fortune, and 
all of his father’s books but one. Thus, within an hour he 
had reduced his room to its essentials . . . Then he sat at his 
desk, picked up the one volume he had retained. It must 
have been a decade since the Count had first promised to 
read this work of universal acclaim that his father held so 
dear.  
  
Yet every time he pointed his finger at the calendar and 
declared: “this is the month I will devote myself to The 
Essays of Michel de Montaigne!” some devilish aspect of 
life had poked its head in the door. . .  So with volume in 
hand, he put one foot on the corner of the bureau, pushed 
back his chair until it was balanced on its two rear legs, 
and began to read: “By diverse means we arrive at the 
same end. . . . . .”  
  
Re-enter our Parisienne heroine with news that her com-
panion and pet cat, Spike (top right), had died in recent 
times. Spotting the opportunity of a hat-trick, I smartly 
sent off yet another missive to the editor: 

Sir,   
On reading Lara Marlowe’s engaging farewell to Spike follow-
ing on a twenty-year shared adventure, the plight of Count 
Alexander Rostov - “a Gentleman in Moscow” - springs to mind. 
The story line here is of a nobleman under house arrest in 
Moscow’s Hotel Metropol in the aftermath of the revolution, 
who finds comfort and companionship in his cat and in the 
Essays of Michel de Montaigne.  For his part, Montaigne, too, 
treated his pet as a companion, attributing human traits and 
feelings to a supposedly inferior creature.  Straight from the 
philosopher, almost, is Lara’s account that her furry friend 
“never succumbed to French snobbery or sophistication.” I 
shouldn’t be surprised that, just as with Shakespeare, the 
aforementioned Essays, penned by “the French Socrates”, hold 

pride of place on your ever-stylish Paris Correspondent’s 
bookshelf.     

Yours etc. 
  
Only in afterthought did I revisit the background stuff  – 
finding, for example, that my original letter had referenced 
Montaigne; and when I re-engaged with the article itself 
I’d find that it started out: 
  
Walking home one recent evening, I discovered this quote 
on the base of the statue of the philosopher Montaigne, 
across the street from the Sorbonne. “Paris has my heart 
since childhood. I am French because of this great city . . . . 
the glory of France and one of the most noble ornaments 
of the world.”  Forty-three years after I first set foot in 
Paris, its beauty still speaks to me.        
  
Plus ça change. 
  
* https://www.irishtimes.com/news/world/europe/lara-mar-

lowe-after-the-longest-journey-of-my-life-i-am-now-a-
french-citizen-1.3857574 

NewsGroove UK 
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Luck in Life 
Noel Byrne 

UCK is what is beyond our 
control. We are not responsi-
ble for our existence. We did 
not ask to be born. Nor had 

we any control over the circumstances 
of our birth – not our parents, not our 
genes, not our sex, not our ethnicity, 
not our culture. Yet all of these play a 
major role in what we become and 
what we attain in life. Birth and life 
are a lottery and luck plays a major 
role in that lottery.  There are no 
known certainties in life, (except per-
haps in maths and logic).  

In our minds we see events as 
serendipitous or zemblanitous, but 
they are not so. If the universe is de-
termined, then all events are deter-
mined. However in our perceptual 
world we see those determined events 
as good or bad, as lucky or unlucky.  

Luck is a human concept covering 
events that cannot be changed as well 
as haphazard events. It is a binary 
concept in the human psyche, where-
by events are considered as in our 
favour or not in our favour. Outside 
humanity luck does not exist. As 
Robert Ingersoll famously said, “In 
nature there are neither rewards nor 
punishments, only consequences”. But 
humankind at the top of the tree of 
life is now able to affect and influence 
both nature and society, and is in a 
position to influence causes and 
thereby effects and in so doing can 
affect the influence of luck. 

Luck of course works both ways, both 
positively and negatively. However, it 
is primarily the negative aspects of 
luck that I am discussing here. Luck in 
life is a spectrum. Some people have 
extremely good luck and others have 
extremely bad luck, whilst most have 
a reasonable combination of both. To 
try to flatten that curve and get those 
on the extremes of the curve nearer 
the middle would make for a fairer 
and more just world. Only humanity 
can do that, as the universe itself has 
no care for fairness, equality or jus-
tice. It continues unfolding in its own 
way. Fairness, equality and justice are 
human concepts and we as humans, 

and especially as Humanists, must 
incorporate them into our thinking 
and into society and help to overcome 
the unfairness and injustice in life.  

We can see unfairness everywhere we 
look: disease, war, poverty, injustice, 
prejudice, racism, accidents. Much of 
the injustice and unfairness in the 
world is manmade but many other 
unlucky events are outside humanity’s 
control. As Humanists, it is our duty 
to try to overcome this unfairness and 
injustice to our fellow man and tip the 
scales of chance in favour of those 
affected particularly unfavourably by 
luck. Anything can happen to anyone. 
Malice and misfortune choose their 
victims blindly. 

Luck is also time, opportunity, place, 
genes, parents, education, economic 
status, health, gender, colour, culture. 
Luck is random. For the successful 
this is important to realise. 

There will always be the talented, the 
beautiful and the genius, and these are 
products of luck. Yet the most capable 
and talented in the world will come to 
nothing without opportunity. There 
may be Einsteins, Darwins or Marie 
Curies in slums and ghettos whose 
potential the world will never see 
through no fault of their own. 

 We will never make a perfectly just 
and fair world and utopia must al-
ways be our dream, but we must en-
deavour to assist those that were dealt 
a bad hand by luck. Equality is not 
something that the Universe disperses. 
No two things, events or life–forms are 
the same. There is always difference. 
And so with humanity, no two people 
who have ever lived or will live are the 
same and as such none are equal.  

We are of course equal as human be-
ings in terms of rights and it is here 
that we must strive to overcome the 
vicissitudes and vagaries of the uni-
verse and try to bring those in need 
and those with much to spare closer 
so that we can all live with full basic 
human rights and the possibility for 
all of achieving full potential. 

We must accept that nothing is really 
owed to us and where we are in life 
has been assigned to us by fate, and 
realise our lives could not be other 
than what they are. Intuitively, we do 
not fully comprehend how much 
chance events affect our individual 
lives and also worldly affairs. 

The term “The Matthew Effect “ was 
coined by the sociologist R.K. Mer-
ton. It refers to the concept of “the 
rich get richer and the poor get poor-
er”, and comes from the end of the 
parable of the talents in Matthew's 
gospel, 25.29: “for everyone who has 
will be given and he will have abun-
dance; but for him who has not, even 
that will be taken away”. So it seems 
to be in the modern world; the rich 
get richer and the poor get poorer.  

Many, if not most, of those extreme 
cases of wealth, power and success are 
probably down to luck. How many of 
the rich are conscious of the luck in-
volved in their achievements? What 
lucky breaks or opportunities did they 
get? Were they born with a silver 
spoon in their mouths? Did they in-
herit wealth? Look at Donald Trump 
or Prince Charles. Privileged individu-
als may take umbrage at the thought 
that luck may have played a larger 
role in their success than their talent 
or work ethic. On the flip side of the 
coin are the poor and downtrodden, 
born in the wrong place, or with 
physical or mental disabilities.  
Among them may be potential genius-
es, great scientists or even great 
statesmen, but luck has not allowed 
them to manifest their talent. 

The idea of luck is generally disliked 
by the successful as it places 
achievement outside one’s control. 
We are generally inclined to take full 
responsibility for our successes and 
we don’t generally apportion any 
responsibility for our success to par-
ents, education, upbringing or any of 
the other factors involved in our suc-
cess. That would take away from our 
significance. Many would be insulted 
if told their success might be down to 
luck.                                            ––>      
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There is a concept in psychology 
called correspondence bias, whereby 
most of us have a tendency to at-
tribute our successes to ourselves and 
our failures to others, and to see the 
failure of others as being of their own 
making. To overcome this, we need to 
put ourselves in the shoes of others 
and attempt to see how lack of oppor-
tunity or bad luck influenced their 
lives. 
  
Life has two parts  – what we con-
sciously do and what happens to us. 
As such we can divide luck into two 
divisions, capricious luck as in our 
birth, genes, upbringing, culture etc. 
but also the luck imposed on us by the 
society in which we live, such as the 
various discriminations within our 
societies, the class systems, bigotry, no 
equivalent opportunity for all, the 
lack of basic rights for many, preju-
dice, racism, religious and sexual dis-
crimination, ageism, and so on. 
  
Because the Universe is completely 
uncaring of our concepts of equality 
and justice, it is up to us as Humanists 
to ensure those concepts become rei-
fied in society. However, some in soci-
ety continue to exacerbate and con-
tinue with unfairness and try to make 
society more so. It is our duty as Hu-
manists to counteract this unfairness. 
  
We are now in a position in the 
21st century to help deal with both of 
these forms of luck. In relation to the 
problems in the first instance, those 
involving our birth, upbringing, cul-
ture etc, we must ensure full human 
rights and entitlements for all people 
regardless of race, ethnicity, age, gen-
der, sexuality or disability, as well as 
allowing opportunities for all  to 
achieve their full potential. In relation 
to societal issues the same applies. We 
need to eliminate all bigotry, injustices 
and discriminations and allow and 
assist everyone to achieve full poten-
tial. 

Prejudice and racism are two of the 
most insidious standpoints which 
make for inequality and are very diffi-
cult to remove from society. But we 
must try. 

In our efforts we cannot strive to 
achieve full equality for all. That is an 
impossibility. There is no equality 
anywhere in the world. Not all reli-
gious leaders are equal, nor are all 
politicians equal, nor are all doctors 
or whatever grouping you wish to 

take equal. We may supposedly all be 
equal under the law, but this only 
ensures that the legal system includes 
no biases. But we can make a society 
which is more equal, more fair and 
tries to ensure that all have the oppor-
tunity to achieve their potential. This 
will require controlling the wealth and 
power of individuals and corporations. 

Understanding luck's major role in life 
increases our gratitude when we are 
successful and likewise lessens our 
self-criticism when things go wrong. 
If we understand that most of life is 
out of our own control it helps to free 
us from arrogance when things go 
right and from being too self-critical 
when things go wrong. As mature 
adults we must deal with the unfair-
ness of life, but likewise we must 
strive to eliminate the consequences 
caused by bad luck both to ourselves 
and to others. 

As Humanists, an awareness of the 
major part played by luck in life will 
help us to be more understanding and 
compassionate to those who are less 
fortunate than ourselves; the victims 
of the lottery of luck. 

It is important to understand that suc-
cess and luck are inseparable. If we 
keep this in mind we reduce the ten-
dency to develop pride-filled egos 
when successful. It might even make 
some of the very rich resist tax evasion. 

We obviously cannot make everyone of 
equal intelligence, talent, or physique. 
Nor in a capitalist society can we nor 
should we suppress those benefits in 
those who possess them. But we must 
try to help everyone to achieve their 
potential and ensure everyone lives a 
decent and comfortable life. 

Many socially dominant groups ig-
nore luck, despite being the recipients 
of large unearned wealth and advan-
tage. They refuse to acknowledge their 
power and wealth as luck and because 
of their position have every incentive 
to do so.  

To acknowledge luck might probably 
raise in their psyches uncomfortable 
questions regarding obligations to 
others less fortunate than themselves. 
They will inevitably resist. We must 
somehow deal with those who want 
to perpetuate the unfairness and in-
equality in society. It is up to us, how-
ever, to awaken in society the role of 
luck and make society in general un-
derstand that much success, wealth 
and power is generally luck and not 
always ability.  

Yet even ability is luck. By acknowl-
edging luck’s part in society we might 
lay a foundation for fairer economic 
and social policies and a more com-
passionate society. By understanding 
luck means we accept that no one 
deserves to be hungry or homeless, in 
ill health or subjugated.  

It also means the opposite – no one 
deserves huge fortunes either. It might 
mean the end of the  millions who are 
immiserated annually. Nobody de-
serves to suffer. 

Luck cannot be eliminated as it is part 
of the universe. What we need to do is 
to cushion its more bitter effects to 
ensure everyone has access to a digni-
fied life. We cannot allow anyone to 
be in a position by virtue of wealth or 
power to negatively affect the rights, 
opportunities and entitlements of 
others.                                               q 
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It’s Enough to Make Anyone Madge 

Richard Middleton 

 CHASTENED figure looks back, with regret, at 
carefree days spent on a Caribbean island (but 
this “one” has never worn a red flamenco dress 
or heels, as far as we know). 


La Isla Lolita


Written and kompromat, er, composed by

Brute Gits, Patrician Lizard and Mossada Chicanery


From Mossada’s album Trust Blown, distributed by 
Warning Brother’s (Green) Ink


Accompaniment:  https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=9tHXiaeK-f0


4/4 time, 100 bpm, C# Minor


Lyrics


[Spoken]   ¿Cómo puede ser verdad?


Verse One


One night, while drunk on sam-bu-u-cas,

As if I was-so-strong; could do-no-wrong,

Young girl that I liked was de-es-sert.

She seemed like-such ea-sy-prey. It-was child’s play.


Chorus A


Wafted by the is-land trees,

Im-ma-ture but so ta-sty,

Ginny’s sitt-ing on my knee.

La is-la lol-i-i-ta!

But after I got laid,

They spun me such a-lie.

Ru-in’d car-eer and stung-by spies,

De-mol-ish’d a-li-bi.


[classical guitar solo, four bars] 


Verse Two 

I fell for lies of some pe-e-do.

His words came-like re-par-tee, when-he called me.

To journos, tonnes a-am-mo!

Cha-rade that the Beeb-broad-cast.

The Firm’s aghast!


Chorus B


Top-i-cal was this grand sleaze.

All ‘is creatures be-guiled me.

That’s what got me on-T-V,

La is-la lol-i-i-ta!

Andy as-sump-tions made,


They soon would sod off. Sigh!

Row disappears, “Just call my guys!”,

You swinish F-B-I.


[classical guitar solo, four bars]


Sung Interlude (nine bars, F# Minor)


I want to flee where The Sun one can’t buy;

Where-I’m hired by in-vest-ors who-can make-miss-iles 
fly.

Bet if o-a-ses one dares-give-a whirl,

One-will have-loads-of bill-ion-aires’ toyyyyyyyyyyys

[return to C# minor] At one-hurled.


Verse Three 

[Instrumental break- synthesiser strings, four bars]


One night, was team’d with sin pe-ed-ler.

That doll seemed-like right-a-way she’d hit-the-hay!


Chorus C


Slap-and-tickle folks-dis-pleased.

Adult-nature files ‘re seized.

’Swear her arm I ne-ver squeezed.

La is-la lol-i-i-ta!

But when the sample’s played,

The Side did say “Bro, bye!”.

My pitch they-queered, P45.

You’re skit-tish; back-stab-by!


[backing vocal: “bad ad-vice, old girl”]                      ––>
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Chorus D 

In-a-pick-le, I stand, Geez! 
Attest I or-der’d extra cheese. 
Ex-wife’s had to lease two skis. 
La is-la lol-i-i-ta! 
Handlers of spli-cing ‘fraid, 
See that it’s kept off Sky. 
Mug dis-ap-pears, string-ers advise. 
You pimpish Mac-cab-bi. 

Chorus E (extended mix) 

Typ-i-cal-gee I’m-banned! These 
A-li-en nin-jut-sus’ wheeze! 
Was it Rusk-ies, Israe-lis? 
La is-la lol-i-i-ta! 
Grand plan for black-mail trade, 
Old pres-i-dents com-ply, 
Run from the smears that make ‘em cry. 
Yanks! Slavish pup-pet-try! 

Chorus F [no backing vocals in first eight bars] 

(descant, two bars) Damn-damn, damn-damn, damn, 
damn, daaaamn!  
[instrumental backing only- one bar] 
(main melody, one bar) Two dil-dos she de-em-o’d!  
[instrumental backing only- one bar] 
(descant, two bars) Damn-damn, damn-damn, damn 
damn, da-amn! 
(spoken words, one bar) Estúpido! Idiota! 

[backing vocals restored at start of ninth bar] 

(descant, five beats long, starting on third beat of 
eighth bar)  Buh buh-buh, buh-buh buh, buh-bug-ger! 
[backing vocals only, two bars: Wah wah, wah-wah!] 
(harmony vocal, one bar) La-is-la lol-i-i-ta 

[backing vocals only, three bars: Wah wah... wah wah, 
wah-wah!] 

[Suddenly fading from public view] 

This parody was written on 16th August 2020, in honour of 

the return of Spitting Image to British TV, on 3rd October 

2020, after an absence of 24 years and eight months. It was 

not written to mark the 62nd birthday of Madonna which 

happened to be on 16th August. I was completely unaware of 

Madge’s celebration, until I read about it, a few days later.   q 

15

POLITICAL RELIGION 

POLITICAL religion, is a concept first used by Eric 
Voegelin, a German political philosopher living in Austria 
who fled the Nazis after the Anschluss. In his early work 
The Political Religions (1938), he defined the fascist ideolo-
gy as a political religion in the form of a spiritual revolt 
against secular modernity. He regarded totalitarianism, 
whether in the form of fascism or communism, as charac-
terised by attempts to achieve earthly utopias through the 
intervention of a group of people regarded as man-gods who 
would lead the mass to the promised land of perfection. 

After Voegelin, others have addressed this question of the 
infiltration of religion into politics. The French philosopher 
Raymond Aron, in his 1955 work The Opium of the Intel-

lectuals, refers to the totalitarian systems of Nazi Germany 
and Communist Russia as ‘secular religions’, while the Ital-
ian historian Emilio Gentile in his various writings talks of 
fascism as a ‘sacralisation of politics’. Gentile speaks of a 
fusion between the religious and the political spheres in 
which there is a formation of a religious dimension in poli-
tics that is distinct from traditional religious institutions. 
One way in which this process has occurred is in terms of 
the adoption of the main functions of religion by politics. 

We can identify at least six functions of religion which poli-
tics has usurped: 
1. The explanatory function, in which politics rather than 

religion defines the fundamental purpose and meaning 
of life and makes sense of it all; 

2. The utopian function, in which religion formerly offered 
the possibility of salvation in a perfect utopia in the 
hereafter, but now politics claims it can achieve this 
utopia in the here and now; 

3. The sacralising function in which God, the church and 
priests were once objects of worship, but now it is the 
nation, state or leader or all three who become objects 
of deification. 

4. The cohesive function, in which it is politics rather than 
religion which replaces the atomistic society that 
emerged under liberal capitalism by creating a new type 
of loving community and a unified group identity, differ-
ent from, and often hostile to, other outsider groups. 

5. The euphoric function, in which politics provides the 
feelings of awe, excitement and ecstasy that religion used 
to generate; 

6. The crutch function, in which there is a faith that poli-
tics rather than religion will provide the help and sup-
port needed in situations of stress, anxiety and grief. 

Mussolini set the example which Hitler followed. In 1932 he 
claimed that “the liberal state is destined to perish”. He also 
said: “fascism is a religious conception in which man in his 
immanent relationship with a superior law and with an ob-
jective will that transcends the particular individual and rais-
es him to conscious membership of a religious community”     
(quoted in Michael Burleigh: Sacred Causes, p62). 

Hitler also thought that Nazism was a spiritual movement. 
According to Burleigh, he believed that he had a special 
relationship with God. In 1937 he said: “We National So-
cialists are devout! We have no choice: no one can make 
national or world history if his deeds and abilities are not 
blessed by Providence” (Burleigh, pp102-3). Also, signifi-
cantly, he stated: “We National Socialists see in the work of 
Christ the possibility of achieving the unimaginable through 
fanatical belief. Christ arose in a rotten world, preached the 
faith, was scorned at first, but out of this faith a great world 
movement arose. We want to bring about the same thing in 
the political sphere” (Burleigh, p101)                     EDITOR 
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After Θ God  

N 30th June 1981 I wrote to my father. Although 
the full version veers into saccharine excess, its 
essence, edited below, was important and I’m glad 

I wrote it.   

Dear Dad, 
I’ve survived the first three retreats. This was my 
favourite. I relaxed into it… 

I missed you Dad during the solitude of retreat. …I 
prayed for you. September is fast approaching and, if 
it’s God’s will, I’ll be professed into the Society of 
Mary… 

I hope that the Lord will spare yourself and Mum … 
for my ordination to the priesthood, if I choose to re-
main. I keep in mind and heart Uncle John in South 
Africa… 

Sorry for not appreciating you while I lived at home. I 
ask your forgiveness Dad for not being to you what I 
ought to have been and what you deserved me to be as 
your son. Dad, I love you. 

Thank you Dad for being my father…For all the years 
when you worked so hard to support the family … and 
the holidays we enjoyed together…. Above all Dad, 
many thanks for the faith yourself and Mum passed on 
to me. Without it I would not have spent these nine 
months where I am…no movement or figure could have 
put into me the wealth I received from my home… 
May God’s grace be yours Dad. May Mary wrap her 
mantle around you. And may Peace be yours. 
Your son, Joseph 

I reflected in my journal: ‘My father, I know, deeply 
resents my mother for the unbelievable things she did. 
But what things? … My mother’s mother died when she 
was only two. She never knew her mother. 

On 14 July, 1981, my father sent me a cherished letter. 

Dear Joseph 
Was delighted - to get - you letter You will have to for-
give me for not writeing more often. writing letters is 
not one of my strong points 

Well Joseph I have the house to myself – a present 
Mamnie is gone to the dentist so I thought it would be 
a good time to try – and – get on paper what I have in 
my mindy to me that is very hard work. I have your 
letter in front of me I but I – cannot read it because my 
eyes – are – giving me some trouble. I will be going to 
see about them on Friday 

Joseph we miss you very much at home, but we never 
miss you in our prayers. Well Joseph what – can I say to 
you – after getting you Lovely letter except you havene 
nothing – to worry about being a good Son You – and 
Mamme or I have no worries about you the Man – 
above will look after you with the help of our Prayers 
we mever forget you in the Rosary Don’t forget David 
in Yours. 

I am still waiting on another Banger I should have one 
this Month are you getting much driving yourself. I will 
say bye bye for the present as the writers cramp has 
started I hope you – can Read this letter alright because 
the way my Eyesare I – cannot Red iit back 
From Your Loving Father 
P.S. Is the writing any better than Uncle John 

What struck me most in that treasured letter was ‘Don’t 
forget David’, my half-brother, still missing after seven 
(or nine) years. It felt like a bequest. 

Just five days later I received an unusually lucid letter 
from my mother. 

My Beloved Joseph, 
…Dad is not really well at all at the moment. I'm not 
too happy to leave him on his own for long periods. His 
eyesight has deteriorated over the last few weeks and he 
is complaining of headaches and dizziness. The doctor 
has arranged for him to see a consultant… He also has 
an appointment with his ophthalmic surgeon to have an 
eye test and see if he needs a change of spectacles. 
He seems to be rather depressed in himself and the doc-
tor says he is to take it easy. We go out for walks, and 
he is alright, but I would not be happy for him to go 
out alone until things settle down a bit. Hopefully, with 
a change of specs, he will be O.K. No harm to say a few 
extra prayers… 
My love, Mammy 

Her phrase ‘not really well at all’ had me worried. I told 
the Superior, who said to keep him advised. I wrote 
home, explaining the summer Rule of Life in novitiate 
had begun – ‘We’re told what to do but not when to do 
it’ – and it was easier to receive phone calls. 

The focus turned to First Profession, when we’d take 
vows of celibacy, obedience and poverty. The Superior 
told us:  ‘You need to prepare, know the obligations 
they impose, and have the right sort of maturity to pro-
ceed.’ 

© Joe Armstrong 2020
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Joe Armstrong
explores the religious mindset – once held by its author - and  
examines transitioning from belief to unbelief, a journey that  

involved rethinking everything



 Was Shelley an Atheist? 

ERCY Bysshe Shelley, a confirmed rebel against 
all authority, was born into the landowning aristocra-
cy in 1792, the son of Timothy Shelley, a Whig MP. 
He went to Eton and then Oxford in 1810. On 25th 

March 1811, just 6 months after entering the university, he 
was ‘sent down’  for the publication of a small, 14-page 
pamphlet entitled The Necessity of Atheism. It had been 
secretly printed in Sussex and distributed to bishops and 
heads of colleges by Shelley and an undergraduate friend. 
An Oxford bookseller had also agreed to display copies in 
his shop, but when seen by Rev Jocelyn Walker, a Fellow of 
New College, they were ordered to be burned, except one, 
which was sent to the university authorities. Shelley was 
interviewed by the Masters and Fellows of University Col-
lege but refused to answer questions about the authorship 
on the grounds that it had been published anonymously. 
This allowed the college to expel him immediately for ‘refus-
ing to answer certain questions put to him’. 

Shelley’s pamphlet starts by stating that proofs are required 
in attaining the truth of the existence or non-existence of a 
Deity: “God is an hypothesis, and, as such, stands in need of 
proof”. Why do we believe anything? There are, argues Shel-
ley, three sources: the evidence of the senses; our own expe-
riences; and the testimony or experience of others. In the 
case of God, however, our senses do not tell us he exists, nor 
does our own physical experience. Some say that the world 
must have been created but it is equally reasonable, and 
indeed easier, to suppose that it has existed from all eternity 
than to conceive a being beyond its limits capable of creat-
ing it. As for the testimony of other people, it is required 
that it should not be contrary to reason, but since it is in-
variably about miracles and other unreasonable occurrences, 
it just will not do. 

From these three sources of conviction, it is obvious that no 
proof of the existence of the Deity is obtainable. In any case, 
belief and its antonym disbelief, which is only another form 
of belief, are passions of the mind and not capable of voli-
tion. So disbelief, to which some people would wish to at-
tach a degree of criminality, can not by its very nature be an 
act of will and is therefore blameless. So ultimately Shelley is 
simply seeking proof of God’s existence, and is politely ask-
ing the college masters and fellows to answer his arguments 
and show him where his reasoning is wrong. That is a 
flavour of how innocuous the work really was. Yet of course 
Shelley had written the first avowedly atheist pamphlet ever 
published in England and directly challenged the religious 
establishment by thrusting it in their faces. They were de-
termined not to tolerate such impudence. 

Whether Shelley really was an atheist depends on our defini-
tion of the term. Stating that there is no proof of the exis-
tence of a deity implies agnosticism rather than atheism, 
though the label ‘agnostic’ did not exist at that time. He was 
certainly an atheist in the sense that he rejected the idea of a 
creator God. However, in a note to the words ‘there is no 
God’ in his long poem Queen Mab in 1813 he writes: “This 

negation must be understood solely to affect a creative De-
ity. The hypothesis of a pervading Spirit co-eternal with the 
universe remains unshaken”. This suggests an element of 
vague pantheism in which he believed in a universal spiritual 
force of which man is a part. Man may change, decay and 
die, but his spirit will join the eternal Spirit of the Universe, 
which continually creates new life. 

Shelley’s attitude to nature can be compared to that of 
Wordsworth who linked the spirit in Nature with a God, 
whereas he identified it with love. In Adonais, his elegy on 
the death of Keats, he refers to this power that ‘wields the 
world with never wearied love’. In the poem Hymn to Intel-
lectual Beauty, he praises: 
“The Awful shadow of some unseen Power 
Floats though unseen among us,  – visiting 
This various world with as inconstant wing 
As summer winds that creep from flower to flower”. 

When once asked why he described himself as an atheist, he 
replied: “I used it to express my abhorrence of superstition. I 
took up the word, as a knight took up a gauntlet, in defi-
ance of injustice”. So perhaps there was a certain amount of 
posturing in his defiant use of the label ‘atheist’.  

Shelley later decided to launch a campaign ‘to illuminate the 
nations of the world’ on politics and religion, and to start 
with the Irish. He reached Dublin at the start of February 
1812, and found lodgings over a draper’s shop at 7 Sackville 
Street (now O’Connell St). He had a pamphlet An Address 
to the Irish People printed in Dublin, and distributed some 
400 copies of it, many of which he threw from the window 
of his lodgings to any man in the street who ‘looked likely’. 

On the last day of February he attended a meeting in 
Fishamble Street Theatre, addressed by Daniel O’Connell on 
‘Catholic Emancipation’. Shelley spoke in response by agree-
ing with the idea but was hissed by the mainly Catholic 
audience when he suggested that all religious opinions 
should be tolerated. Eventually, he returned to Britain, writ-
ing: “Prejudices are so violent, in contradiction to my prin-
ciples, that more hate me as a freethinker than love me as a 
votary of freedom”. In March 1813, he came back to Ire-
land for an unpolitical visit, staying in Killarney, the beauty 
of the lakes remaining with him for the rest of his life. 

Unfortunately, most of the references to science and atheism 
in his poetry are in his longer poems – Queen Mab and 
Prometheus Unbound – not in his lyrics, which make up the 
most quotable of his poetry. He continued to preach his 
message – ‘to illuminate the nations of the world’  – but the 
fruitless results of his efforts are well illustrated in Matthew 
Arnold’s description of him: “A beautiful and ineffectual 
angel beating in the void his luminous wings in vain”.       q                                             
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P “More hate me as a freethinker than 
love me as a votary of freedom”

Editor



The Joy of Beethoven 

Brian McClinton 

N circa16th December 1770 
the greatest composer the 
world has ever heard was 

born in Bonn. In this year of his 
250th anniversary, it is worth con-
sidering why Beethoven ranks so 
highly as one of the supreme cre-
ative geniuses of history, up there 
with Michelangelo, Leonardo and 
the author of Shakespeare. 

One answer lies in a remark made 
by Ernest Newman, the music critic, 
in a letter to Elgar in 1919. He 
wrote that the music “is so heart-
searching because we know it runs 
all the time along the quickest 
nerves of our life, our struggles & 
aspirations & sufferings & exalta-
tions”. In other words, it plumbs the 
very depths of the human soul. 

Before Beethoven, western music 
tended to place style over substance. 
Much of it is tuneful and well craft-
ed but emotionally reticent. Occa-
sionally, a composer might breach 
the surface prettiness and convey a 
hint of feeling, as Mozart does, for 
example, in the opening movement 
of his 40th symphony or the slow 
movement of many of his concertos. 
But, apart from sacred music, there 
is generally only the shadow of 
emotional depth rather than the 
substance. 

In short, secular classical music be-
fore Beethoven was conservative 
and narrow in its ambitions. A key 
aspect of Beethoven’s ultimate supe-
riority was his radical originality. It 
first manifested itself to a large au-
dience in the third symphony, 
known as the Eroica, one of the 
most striking examples of the ‘new 
path’ he vowed to take after con-
templating suicide. He jotted down 
some ideas in 1802 but plunged into 
full-time work in the winter of 
1803-4. The final product is the 
result of many revisions and sketch-
es.  

It grew to a length that dwarfed any 
previous symphony by him or any-
one else – 50 minutes or longer if all 

the repeats are taken. The first 
movement alone is almost as long as 
many classical symphonies. But 
what marks the Eroica is not only 
its epic length but also its explosive 
power, complex harmonies, fierce 
dissonances and overwhelming 
sense of liberation. 

Beethoven himself gave it the title of 
Eroica. The symphony was original-
ly dedicated to Napoleon as some- 
one who had led the people of 
France in a new era of liberty, equal-
ity and brotherhood. But when 
Napoleon proclaimed himself em-
peror in 1804 Beethoven flew into a 
rage. Napoleon would now trample 
on the rights of man and just satisfy 
his own ambition. “Is he then, too, 
nothing more than an ordinary hu-
man being?”, he reportedly shouted 
out. Such was Beethoven’s fury that 
he not only crossed out the dedica-
tion, but a portion of the title page 
was also ripped out in the process. 

The Eroica is an essentially human-
ist work celebrating the heroism of 
the individual spirit, including a 
testament to Beethoven’s own ca-
pacity to overcome suffering. In the 
first movement there is the 
grandeur, struggle and nobility of 
spirit of the hero; in the second 
there is the dark night of the funeral 
march as the hero suffers a 
metaphorical death; then comes the 
resurrection of the spirit in an up- 
surge if creative energy; and finally 
the depiction of the Promethean gift 
of artistic and scientific creation. 

The Eroica was first performed for 
a private audience in August 1804 
and received its first public perfor-
mance in the Theater an der Wein, 
with Beethoven conducting, on 7th 
April 1805. It met with a decidedly 
mixed reception. One critic called it 
a ‘daring and wild fantasia’. Some 
described it as Beethoven’s master-
piece while others said it illustrated 
a striving for originality that did not 
come off. Many were initially ap-
palled by its innovations even while 
they recognised its ‘newness’. 

In our time, Leonard Bernstein has 
described the first two movements 
as ‘perhaps the greatest two move- 
ments in all symphonic music’. It 
was also Bernstein who noted the 
sense of rightness and of inevitabili-
ty and unpredictability in all of 
Beethoven’s works. Where, for ex-
ample, could the opening of the 5th 
symphony go, with all its apparent 
twists and turns, except where 
Beethoven takes it? In E. M. 
Forster’s novel Howard’s End this 
symphony is described as ‘the most 
sublime noise that has ever pene-
trated into the ear of man’. 

We could go further. The Eroica, 
along with the fifth, sixth, seventh 
and ninth symphonies are perhaps 
the five greatest pieces of music ever 
written. After the intensity of the 
5th, the 6th is an idyllic repose in 
the tranquil world of nature. This 
‘Sinfonia Pastorale’ evokes the quiet 
exhilaration that we feel in the 
fields, streams, trees and birds of the 
countryside. Beethoven himself gave 
a title to each movement. ‘the awak-
ening of joyous feelings on getting 
out into the countryside’; ‘scene by 
the brook’; ‘merry gathering of 
country people’; ‘thunderstorm’; 
and ‘shepherd’s song, happy and 
thankful feelings after the storm’. 

The Pastoral is one of Beethoven’s 
most loved works, partly because it 
is more songful and flowing than 
the other symphonies. Apart from 
the storm, it is a wonderfully restful 
piece, demonstrating that the com-
poser was not all fire and thunder 
but also, in the words of critic and 
composer Donald Tovey, ‘knew how 
to relax’. Beethoven’s genius weaves 
a marvellous tapestry of sound 
which, while providing acute sensu-
ous pleasure, reaches to the heavens, 
spiritual without being religious, a 
magnificent paean to a sublime pan-
theistic vision. 

Of the seventh symphony, complet-
ed in 1812, Beethoven himself later 
wrote that it was ‘one of my most 
excellent works’. One critic       ––>
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thought that it must have been 
composed in a drunken state and 
Carl Maria von Weber considered 
the grinding ostinato basses in the 
coda of the first movement evi-
dence that Beethoven was ‘fit for 
the madhouse’. But another wrote 
that “the final movement zips 
along at an irrepressible pace that 
threatens to sweep the entire or-
chestra off its feet and around the 
theatre, caught up in the sheer joy 
of performing one of the most 
perfect symphonies ever written”. 
Ernest Newman described it as 
‘the upsurge of a powerful 
dionysiac impulse, a divine intoxi-
cation of the spirit’. Antony Hop-
kins has said that, perhaps more than any of the others, it 
“gives us a feeling of true spontaneity; the notes seem to 
fly off the page as we are borne along on a flood tide of 
inspired invention”. 

Rhythmic vitality and élan drive the whole symphony 
from beginning to end. Wagner rightly described it as ‘the 
apotheosis of the dance’, in which Beethoven takes ordi- 
nary tunes, including Celtic folk elements, and lifts them 
up into a higher spiritual plane in a series of super-
charged cosmic dances, culminating in the headlong ec-
stasy of a bacchanalian orgy that 
simply takes the breath away. 
Beethoven’s 7th is truly an awe-
some, uplifting masterpiece that 
makes you feel glad to be alive.  

After the seventh and eighth 
were finished in 1812, there 
was a gap of 12 years before his last symphony, and the 
one that seemed to summarise the very essence of 
Beethoven’s art. Like many of his works, he composed 
different elements of the ninth over several years. The 
idea of setting the German poet Schiller’s Ode to Joy 
(1785) celebrating the brotherhood and unity of 
mankind to music occurred to Beethoven before he left 
Bonn for Vienna, and his sketchbooks indicate that some 
of the material was written as early as 1811. What finally 
emerged was a symphony with a choral finale incorpo-
rating the Ode to Joy. After the first performance to a 
packed hall on 7th May 1824, at which Beethoven 
shared the conducting, the contralto walked over and 
turned the composer round to see the audience’s ap-
plause because, being now profoundly deaf, he couldn’t 
hear it and was still conducting. 

Beethoven’s ninth is the classic symphonic journey from 
darkness to light, from chaos to order, from despair to 
joy. Its message of aspiring human optimism, peace and 
brotherhood is quite simply overwhelming. More cast-
aways on Desert Island Discs have chosen the 9th than 
any other piece of music. It was also chosen as the an-
them of the European Union and played at the concert 
led by Leonard Bernstein on 25th December 1989, cele-
brating the collapse of the Berlin Wall. It is traditionally 
performed in Japan during the New Year Celebrations: in 
December 2009 alone, for example, there were 55 per-
formances by various Japanese orchestras and choirs. 

That testifies to Beethoven’s uni-
versality and humanism. For his 
symphonies are recognised every-
where as the supreme musical 
expressions of the indomitable 
power of the human spirit. God is 
largely absent, though in his book 
on Beethoven (Norton, 2003) 
Lewis Lockwood suggests that 
there is a religious dimension to 
the ninth, and Maynard Solomon 
writes that it exemplifies 
Beethoven’s desire to hold both 
religious and secular humanist 
ideas in one hand (Beethoven Es-
says, 1988). Yet it is certainly not 
a conventional religious sense. 

Although brought up a Catholic, 
Beethoven never attended religious services. Haydn 
thought he was an atheist. His friend and biographer 
Anton Schindler considered him to be a deist, especially 
due to the Enlightenment’s strong influence in Bonn as 
Beethoven came of age. When his friend Moscheles at the 
end of his arrangement of Fidelio (1805) wrote, “Fine, 
with God’s help”, Beethoven added, “O man, help 
thyself”. 

Sir George Macfarren speaks of him as a ‘free thinker’, 
saying the Mass in C “might scarcely have proceeded 
from an entirely orthodox thinker”. As John Suchet says 

(Beethoven: The Man Revealed, 
Elliott and Thompson, 2012), in 
the Heiligenstadt Testament 
“God gets barely a look in”, 
and when it happens the refer-
ence is to ‘Divinity’ or ‘Provi-
dence’. On his deathbed 

Beethoven is reported to have 
said: “Applaud, my friends, the comedy is over”, and he 
clenched his fist at the end, as if in defiance of a deity. 

Whether Beethoven was a Christian, a deist or a pan-
theist, or even a confused mixture of all three, he clearly 
regarded music not only as a means of self-expression 
but also as a moral power and used essentially human-
ist themes such as freedom, democracy, hope, compas-
sion and human brotherhood. Even The Ode to Joy, 
despite Schiller’s allusions to God, is turned into a secu-
lar hymn. 

There is, of course, more to Beethoven than his sym-
phonies. We all have our particular favourites. His vio-
lin concerto – majestic and sublime. His piano concer-
tos  – fantastic. His piano sonatas  – passionate and 
brilliant.  His late string quartets – intense and beauti-
ful. His Kreutzer violin sonata  – a marvellous conver-
sation between violin and piano. The Archduke trio – 
lovely and glorious. And so on and so on. It is an end-
less treasure trove. 

It is a great source of secular pride that many of the 
greatest works in musical history by the world’s greatest 
composer – are sublime exemplars of noble humanist 
aspirations. They are the peak of spiritual pleasure and 
a major defence against the darkness.                         q 
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1984 and the Essence of Humanity 

Alan Tuffery 

Spoiler Alert! if you have not read 1984, 
do not read this article. Instead, go and 
read it and think for yourself about the 
implications of my title.  

  
 RWELL’S 1984 (published 1949) 
is usually seen as a dire warning 
against the totalitarianism he 

despised. In the immediate post-war 
period, the general fear was of Soviet 
Russia with its propaganda, gulags and 
brainwashing. But, as humanists, we 
may see 1984 as reinforcing the value of 
our essential human qualities: a love of 
beauty — or a sense of the aesthetic — 
loving and being loved, and loyalty to 
our nearest and dearest. Our unique 
acquisition of language allows us to 
savour our experiences and to remember 
them giving a sense of continuity and 
hence a sense of self. Finally, we have the capacity to rea-
son, to plan and to dream. Orwell shows the value of the 
qualities that make life worth living by showing their 
deliberate, systematic stripping away.  
  
The protagonist of the novel, Winston Smith, lives in a 
grey, totalitarian state where there is no art and every-
thing is shoddy: the tobacco falls out of cigarettes, the 
coffee is vile and the beer worse. Everything that might 
give aesthetic pleasure has been removed. Life is impov-
erished, and there is nothing to stimulate the imagination 
or to give a glimpse of the transcendent and inspire awe.  
  
Language is systematically pared back with the aim of 
limiting thought itself, so that nuance and ambiguity are 
impossible. Even simple antonyms are abolished: in 
‘Newspeak’ the opposite of ‘good’ is the ugly ‘ungood’, 
‘better’ becomes ‘plusgood’, and ‘best’ is ‘doubleplus-
good’ (all are chosen to remove any element of poetry or 
beauty; language is purely utilitarian). All compromising 
words, such as ‘freedom’, are removed. Insofar as lan-
guage is the vehicle for thought, ‘Newspeak’ is calculated 
to literally prevent anyone from thinking subversive 
thoughts — ‘crimethink’.  
  
The past is falsified on an industrial scale, so that each 
shift in State policy or practice becomes the only one that 
has ever been. Life is a continuous present: there is no 
possibility that things were better, or even different, in 
the past. Archived newspapers are rewritten daily to re-
flect the new reality. Winston is a drudge in the Ministry 
of Truth (‘Minitrue’) which is responsible for this task. 
He is aware of the systematic lie that is being perpetrated 
under the chilling slogan, ‘Who controls the past controls 
the future’. It would of course be dangerous ‘crimethink’ 
to admit this even to himself, so he uses ‘crimestop’ to 
keep the idea at bay.  

Love and loyalty are purged from soci-
ety. The family is destroyed by fostering 
the betrayal of family members for any 
real or imagined deviation from the 
strictest conformity in thought, speech 
or action. One character, cheerfully slav-
ish in his conformity to all the demands 
of the State and now imprisoned, boasts 
of his betrayal by his young son: clearly 
an exemplary citizen. By an extreme act 
of selflessness, he assumes his own guilt, 
however unintentional, and welcomes 
his punishment.   
  
The only permitted loyalty is to the 
State, personified by Big Brother, whose 
image is everywhere, most prominently 
on the huge screens that dominate every 
public space. These screens not only 
bark out orders, exhortations and 

‘news’ (meaning lies), but also are the means of unremit-
ting surveillance of the population. Nothing escapes the 
eye of the State apparatus: ‘Big Brother is watching you’ 
is the slogan, with its chilling echo of the all-seeing, 
vengeful god of the Old Testament.  
  
Winston has a love affair with Julia. This is, of course, 
strictly forbidden as diverting a citizen’s devotion from 
Big Brother and encouraging ‘crimethink’. They both 
know that their relationship will be fleeting and will 
bring doom on them both. They are, of course, betrayed 
and, after his arrest and systematic brutalisation, the most 
extreme terror of ‘the worst thing in the world’ causes him 
to betray his love: ‘Do it to Julia!’ he screams.  
  
After all this physical and psychological destruction and 
deprivation, all that remains to Winston are a few shreds 
of reason; the possibility of rational thought and logic. 
This too, must be destroyed — according the lights of the 
State — for Winston’s own good. It is not enough for 
Winston to say that 2+2 = 5; he must literally believe it. 
Eventually he ‘succeeds’ in doing so and the last vestige 
of Winston’s humanity is destroyed. We last see him sit-
ting outside a café, drinking his vile coffee and weeping 
for love of Big Brother whose giant image fills his view. 
Inarticulate, unreasoning and broken, he can scarcely be 
called human.  
  
Orwell’s 1984 is a hard road to seeing what is most 
valuable in our humanity. The journey is a remorseless 
stripping away of all that makes us human. Thus, we 
may come to appreciate those qualities all the more and 
strive to resist the endless infantilising of every aspect of 
our culture, from industrial, over-processed foodstuffs to 
pap TV, designed to put us ‘in a mental state not unlike 
that of a new-born or a reptile.’                                     q 
      

20

 Irish Freethinker and Humanist • November-December 2020

O

Books



  

UMMAGING through an old holiday sketchbook 

recently, I came across this rather hastily executed 

charcoal drawing. Over time I’ve become increas-

ingly aware of the importance of trees in our daily 

lives. We can readily identify with the particular character-

istics of trees, the spreading branches of chestnut or beech 

and the generous offerings of shelter and protection that 

they provide.  

The connection between trees and people is something 

which is evident from early childhood, as children have 

that innate sense of connection and recognition of animal 

and human features, facial expressions and parts of the 

human body on gnarled trunks and branches of old trees 

particularly.   

The interdependency that exists between people and the 

natural environment could not have been expressed with 

more passionate conviction than by David Attenborough 

himself when he read so movingly a portion of 

Wordsworth’s Tintern Abbey on BBC television recently.  

Since the outbreak of Covid-19 we have endeavoured to 

maintain a certain social distance but also to look out for 

those who may be more vulnerable. On rediscovering the 

drawing, I couldn’t help noticing a certain relevance to 

today. The trees appear to maintain a ‘respectful’ distance 

one from another, and yet the fallen one is held and cra-

dled by the surrounding ones. 

“...Therefore am I still 

A lover of the meadow and the woods, 

And mountains; and of all that we behold 

From this green earth; of all the mighty world 

Of eye, and ear, – both what they half create, 

And what perceive; well pleased to recognise 

In nature and the language of the sense 

The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 

The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 

Of all my moral being …”. 

The above is an extract 

from one of William 

Wordsworth’s epic pas-

toral works popularly 

known as Tintern Abbey. 

The full title is ‘Lines 

Composed a Few Miles 

above Tintern Abbey, 

On Revisiting the Banks 

of the Wye during a 

Tour, July 13, 1798’. In 

the poem Wordsworth 

(pictured right) uses 

repeated connectives as 

a means of fusing mind 

and nature in a living 

whole.                          q                                             
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Taking on the Connemara 100  
Gary Elbert 

T is not the critic who counts. Not the man who points 
out how the strong man stumbles or where the doer of 
deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to 
the man who is actually in the arena, whose face is 

marred by dust and sweat and blood, who strives valiantly, 
who errs, who comes short again and again, because there is 
no effort without error and shortcoming; but who does actu-
ally strive to do the deeds, who knows great enthusiasms, the 
great devotions, who spends himself in a worthy cause, who 
at best knows in the end the triumph of high achievement, 
and who at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring 
greatly, so that his place shall never be with those cold and 
timid souls who neither know victory nor defeat”– Theodore 
Roosevelt 

Back in the dying embers of a surreal summer, an unusually 
crisp and clear Clifden morning saw the 2020 edition of the 
Connemara 100 begin. I was one of the 51 competitors (a 
record number of entrants) who undertook the challenge. 
At the dawn of 2020, the intention was to run a 40-mile 
race and a 50-mile ultra in May before gradually progress-
ing towards a 100-miler next year. A dangerous and virulent 
virus selfishly upended my personal athletic plans. I could 
now empathise with Carl Froch that time when the volcanic 
ash cloud disrupted his pugilistic plans. As the sobering 
reality of lockdown took shape, I sought a new target, a 
fresh challenge, something to get me out of bed at 6am and 
run for two hours in the rain and wind. Cancelled races fell 
like dominos. All that was left was the Connemara 100, Ire-
land’s toughest road race. 

My immediate goals were to consistently increase my 
weekly mileage and improve my running economy. As a 
long-time fan of weight training and plyometrics, I often felt 
my running style was too stiff and lacked efficiency. Most 
running coaches recommended regular sprint training 
alongside the long haul slow mileage endurance work. The 
simple fact of the human body in general is that when it is 
challenged it will respond with growth. It will become more 
efficient, faster, and sharper. And so it proved. I became 
faster and my running economy improved leaps and 
bounds. I mixed 30km runs with track sessions on the track. 
I ran every day, sometimes at 6am and often between 4 and 
7pm. I wanted it. I wanted to complete 100 miles in one 
day. I wanted to know if it could it be done and if so, what 
would it feel like afterwards. 

Why run 100 miles? Why do anything? Why scoff a pizza 
and watch Home and Away? Why smoke a cigarette when 
you know it will give you cancer? Why ask another person 
why they do anything? 

Knowing your why, however, is vital when undertaking en-
durance challenges. The supercomputer between our ears 
always veers towards avoidance of struggle and difficulty. 
And the computer’s signals are amplified after 50 miles of 
running and 30 degrees heat.  

Why 100 miles?  
Because the human body is more than capable of doing so. 
We as a species possess all the physiological hardware re-
quired  to cover vast distances over a short period of time. 
We are nomads at heart, exploratory intelligent primates 
who like to roam and hunt and seek new territories not sit 

peering into a laptop getting psychologically triggered by 
devious tech platforms. 

Why? 
Because I want to test myself. Because I want to apply my-
self to a difficult and meaningful task that will bring the 
very best out of me. I want to observe my mind, how it re-
acts in times of adversity. I want to study my mind, its 
weaknesses, its pretences, its tricks and ticks. And in this 
live psychological autopsy the aim is to apply the knowl-
edge gained in other areas of life. To become a better hu-
man. 

This will be a serious test of my mental and physical re-
silience. I want to see can I pass the examination. 
A sub 1.30 half marathon personal best kicked off May’s 
training followed by a first ever track marathon around the 
track in Westside. I remember almost packing it in after 
33km as the rain started to fall. Building your mental 
toughness is vital for ultra -running and the only way to do 
so is to place yourself in such positions where your mind is 
screaming at you to stop but you consciously opt  to control 
the narrative,  re calibrate the internal voice, changing it 
from automatic to self-directed. Much evidence exists of 
exercise changing the shape of the human brain. I can attest 
to it. The training of the body must be the primary founda-
tion before the mind can then be retrained. 

I used to smoke 30 cigarettes a day. Now I can run 90 miles 
a week. The transformation involved serious physical and 
mental rewiring. I enjoy that process. The journey contin-
ues. It is not the pursuit of happiness. Happiness is the pur-
suit. In the striving for mastery, peace can be discovered. 

By placing yourself willingly in adverse physical situations 
you are in effect challenging your brain and recalibrating 
what it thinks you are capable of. Preparing for the Con-
nemara 100 served a timely reminder of the limits my own 
mind was placing on my concept of potential. 

By mid-June I was cranking out 80 to 90 miles per week. I 
would run a marathon on a Sunday after already running 
a 100km in the previous 4 days. Monday evening, I was 
out on the road again. I went for the time on my feet ap-
proach. I ran fatigued, I ran when I did not want to. I keep 
churning out the miles. On any given week you could 
spot me on the motorway coming in from Oranmore or 
chugging                                                                                  ––>
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along the Prom in lashing rain. I refused to allow weather 

conditions to impede what had to be done.  

My final heavy week involved a 7 day 100-mile training 

block which began at 6am on a horrendous morning of hail-

stones in Connemara and finished sprinting up the hills and 

trails around the Algarve town of Lagos. Returning home to 

taper and self-isolate I began to relish the challenge which 

was now so tantalisingly close. 

A year ago, I was eliminated on day 3 of Ultimate Hell Week, 

the RTE tv show where civilians take on the Irish Army Ranger 

selection course. The performance haunted me for months. I 

approached the Connemara 100 as a shot at redemption. 

It was a sumptuous crystal-clear day when 51 brave ath-

letes jogged out of Clifden. Ultrarunning is about trou-

bleshooting problems as much as the actual running and on 

the day, luck blessed myself and my team. Between mile 40 

at Maam Cross and mile 56 at Leenane the demons 

screamed loudest as the heat exceeded 30 degrees. I had 

the impression at one stage of the mountains mocking me-

how dare you come here and disrespect this sacred ground. 

Leaving Leenane at 7pm, hobbling, it looked like a tall order. 

44 miles to go with the legs seized, dehydrated, sunburnt, 

limping out of the town where the Bull McCabe sank pints. 

Hobbling, damaged, limping but still moving forward.  

Undefeated.  
Unwavering.  
Resolute. 

Resilient. 

The camaraderie amongst the fellow runners is what keeps 

you going. These events have a magical and reality shifting 

psychedelic quality. They offer an experience that distils 

the very best of human beings in their purest form. We are 

running from one point to another and we are willing to 

endure through pain and suffering to do so. We want to 

overcome. We want to achieve. We want to accomplish. We 

want something to make us smile if were lucky enough to 

reach old age. We want   sip whiskey on a rocking chair while 

looking back on a life with some big proud shiny moments 

that mix with the whiskey to warm the soul. 

 Running back down the Inagh Valley 62 miles in and surfing 

off a second wind as the heat died down, I felt a warm glow 

of satisfaction that money cannot buy. Its very difficult to 

describe the spiritual effects of participating in these 

events, they offer a corridor into a higher plain of con-

sciousness. 

We headed into the night renewed and refocused. But just 

when you think you have dispelled the demons they will 

return; one of many life lessons packed into an ultra-event. 

Before turning off towards Roundstone you are greeted 

with an impossibly cruel sign stating Clifden 15km. 

I cursed the race director “Why didn’t he just make leave it 

at 80 miles!” 

The night crawled in and we marched on to Roundstone, 

alternating between walking and running, fuelled by Tail-

wind, Nurofen, and imagining the finish line. 

Leaving Roundstone,  Clannad’s ‘Newgrange’ oozed from the 

car stereo as I plodded on. We allowed our minds to wander 

alongside the music. I thought of the millions of Irish peo-

ple who lived and died, the pain and suffering that haunted 

these lands during the famine, the poverty, the poetry, the 

misery, the ghosts of our past seemed to rise from the dark 

fields around us as we ploughed on deep into the night. 

Spotting the lights of a crew car ahead, my chief crew 

member remarked, “Time to take a few souls, kid”. 

Some of you may know who owns that phrase and the sig-

nificance of it.  

Reaching Clifden at 5am, relief washed over me in repeated 

waves. A final hilariously cruel twist means a runner must 

lap the town 3 times before crossing the finish line.  

By then I had mentally checked out and ended up losing 4 

places. This is something I aim to fix next year. 

I was neither elated nor emotional. 

I expected to finish. My training had brought me here. I 

knew the work I had put in. I knew what I had done in the 

three months prior. The experiences and emotions shared 

along the way with people from all walks of life provides 

the fuel to keep you going when times get hard. Another 

valuable lesson learned in the crucible of endurance. The 

man in the arena. That old Roosevelt quote. The credit be-

longs to the man in the arena.  

Do you want to be an observer or do you want to be a par-

ticipant in the arena of life? 

Hard times, negative thoughts, and challenging situations 

are a revolving and relentless fact of the human condition.  
This race was a reminder of the deep reserves of resilience, 

respect, and empathy we all possess when we strip away 

much of the unnecessary and destructive elements of mod-

ern life. 

I was one the of lucky 39 who finished the race in condi-

tions more suited to California than Clifden. 

A Sub 24-hour finish and memories that will last a lifetime. 

Moments engraved on my brain triggering new fresh narra-

tives pulsating with hope and anticipation. 

All for less than a hundred quid. 

Shout out to all those lovely people who were a part of the 

journey. 

Roll on 2021.                                                                                    q 
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Everything is Going to be All Right 

How should I not be glad to contemplate 

the clouds clearing beyond the dormer window 

and a high tide reflected on the ceiling? 

There will be dying, there will be dying, 

but there is no need to go into that. 

The poems flow from the hand unbidden 

and the hidden source is the watchful heart. 

The sun rises in spite of everything 

and the far cities are beautiful and bright. 

I lie here in a riot of sunlight 

watching the day break and the clouds flying. 

Everything is going to be all right. 

                                      Derek Mahon (1941-2020) 
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Humanist Meetings in Ireland

Waterford

Dublin

Belfast

Sligo

Galway

Limerick Kilkenny

Humanist Association of Ireland 
Monthly meeting at rotating venues, mostly Dublin.  
Details of next meeting at humanism.ie or HAI Facebook Page 

Humanist Association of Northern Ireland 
Second Thursday, 8pm. Holiday Inn, University St, Belfast 
Contact: Roger at 07778583435 (roger.kelly.2@ntlworld.com)  

Irish Freethinkers and Humanists 
Second Thursday, 8pm. Holiday Inn, University St, Belfast 
Contact: Brian at 07962122038 (brianmcclinton@btinternet.com) 

North Dublin Humanist Community  
Meetings on the third Monday of each month.  
Contact Alan Tuffery (atuffery@tcd.ie) 

South Dublin Humanist Community (SDHC)  
Contact: Janielazar@gmail.com, 086 8572005 
Mailing List: southdublinhumanistcommunity@gmail.com 

Belfast Humanist Group 
First and third Mondays of month, various venues  
Contact Catherine Burnett on 02890642956 

Cork Humanists 
Contact Geraldine O’Neill on 086 812 8892  
http://corkhumanists.weebly.com 

Humanists West (Galway) 
Last Sunday of month, 12 noon, Anno Santo Hotel, Threadneedle Rd., 
Salthill, Galway. Contact Garry O’Lochlainn at 0872222726 

Kilkenny Humanist Group 
2nd Sunday of month, Langton House Hotel, Kilkenny at 11.00am. 
Contact Patrick Cassidy at 0894630005; patrickacassidy@gmail.com 

Mid-West Humanists (Limerick, Clare, Tipperary)  
3rd Wednesday in Limerick. Email info@midwesthumanists.com 
Check midwesthumanists.com and contact Peter at 086 8155102 

North West Humanists 
Radisson Hotel, Sligo. 8pm, second Tuesday of the month.  
Contact Gill Bell at humainstgb@gmail.com; +353 87 295 8206 

Waterford Humanists 
Meetings third Monday of month, Phil Grimes Pub, 60 John Street, 
Waterford, 7 30pm. Contact Teresa at grahamt22@gmail.com.

Cork

Phone or email 
to check when 
meetings will 
resume after 
the lockdown


