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This above all: to thine own self be true,
And it must follow, as the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false to any man.
 
—Polonius to Laertes, Hamlet (Shakespeare) 
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Foreword
When Lindsay Perigo turns the full force of his considerable intellect on a subject that interests him, one thing's for sure: he's going to make you think.
Whether it's using irrefutable logic to point out to deluded or dishonest philosophy professors who'll have you believe that "logic has nothing to do with reality" that, indeed, logic has everything to do with reality, or whether it's driving a verbal stake through the diseased heart of the vicious suggestion that "the individual should be sacrificed to the common good," Perigo is as uncompromising as he is right.
In the nineteen years I've known him, many who've listened to what he's said on air or read what he's written in print have accused him of being "too black and white." And they're right! That's because when he examines an issue—no matter how grey—he quickly separates the black from the white, then presents his case with the pride of an absolutist who understands better than anybody the difference between reason-based certainty and faith-based dogmatism.
And what allows him to do that is his extraordinary ability to think conceptually, to sweep aside irrelevant trivia, identify the underlying principle and then evaluate its worth.
When you combine this ability with a complete and utter disregard for anything other than the facts, the result is a potent combination of conviction and courage. Knowing what's right may be one thing, but having the courage to act on it is another.
In this respect, Lindsay Perigo embodies the virtue of integrity to a greater extent than anyone else I know. How many people can you think of who would walk away from from a highly-paid, highly successful career in the national media in order to choose his or her own total height and pursue it with a fire and a passion that leap out of every page of this book?
And to do that—that is, to pursue one's chosen values in life—first requires the cultural conditions that allow you to act on the decisions and conclusions of your own mind. It requires an environment of freedom.
More than anything else, Lindsay Perigo fights on behalf of all freedom-lovers against any despicable scum who like nothing more than to deprive us of it. In my playing career, I took on adversaries like McEnroe, Borg, Connors and Lendl; mere child's play compared to the drooling beast of an adversary that Lindsay Perigo has taken on—the rampant kiwi culture of mediocrity, conformity and welfarism.
This book is not only a tribute to one man's war against this increasingly anti-freedom culture hell-bent on preventing anyone from reaching the total height, it also provides the answers as to how to go about reversing its sickeningly inexorable trend.
I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did.
 
Chris Lewis
Irvine, California
August, 2012



Introduction
I'm proud to present at last this selection from my writings, speeches and radio and television editorials—most of them since the time I founded The Free Radical magazine in 1994.
One year earlier I had left TVNZ, pronouncing its news and current affairs "braindead." At that time I was also presenting a pro-freedom breakfast session on, of all places, World Service New Zealand, the local break-out of the anti-freedom BBC. From then till now my single-minded over-riding passion has been to proselytise for liberty. The samples of my polemics reproduced here, I fondly suppose, would, if absorbed and acted upon, be sufficient to liberate New Zealand—and indeed the world—from the slave-pen of statism.
Fat chance of that, however. To say I've been breaking wind against thunder would be understating it somewhat. New Zealanders are less interested in being free now than when I set out on my mission. Thomas Jefferson said that the natural order of things is for government to gain ground and liberty to yield. Anti-Liberty, it seems, is a monster that grows multiple new heads every time one is lopped off. Not just in New Zealand but worldwide, the old-style totalitarianism of places like the Soviet Union has been replaced by soft tyranny via the relentless advance of the Nanny State and political correctness. These are smart forms of creeping despotism in line with the strategy of Gramsci, of whom I write here. Generating a counter–"Long March through the Culture" is proving to be well-nigh impossible, and it may well be that only a much-deserved international cataclysm will jolt survivors into repairing to government confined to securing the rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.
As it is, libertarians are hit by multiple whammies. At the same time as freedom is subject to ongoing assault, government education churns out citizens too conceptually catatonic to identify the assault, or even to understand what freedom is. Never in the field of human discourse have so many had such universally audible megaphones ... and had so little to say (see my short diatribe on "Faecesbook"). All these zombies have the vote, which they will cast for whoever dangles the biggest bribe. Generation Airhead, steeped in the culture of "cool," is all too eager to be gathered up by Nanny's tentacles and dumped into her suckhole, an amorphous mass of conformist blobs. Political correctness dictates that no one may cause offence, meaning no one may say what I just said, rendering political discourse so blandified that the parties are indistinguishable one from another, with the ostensibly pro-freedom parties intimidated into making their message unrecognisable (see "The Blandification of [N]ACT"). In many fields, mediocrity is valued and deliberately cultivated over excellence (see "The Rice for the Putts" and "The Dunce-ification of Everythink"). Collectivism is running amok. President Obama can utter a crudely communistic, envy-driven atrocity such as, "If you own a business, you didn't build that," and his burgeoning constituency of Occupy Wall St dregs cheers him to the echo (see my various articles on "The Anti-American President"). Conceptual dysfunction is so rampant that "rights" are now deemed to pertain to puddles but not people (see my ruminations on eco-fascism).
All of this is rather a lot to take on, especially when doing so makes one a pariah; this is not a culture that welcomes dissenting voices. I personally am now black-listed by all media; this book has been turned down by a string of publishers who praised its content but deemed it unlikely to sell and/or too hot to handle. This response from one of the heavy hitters was typical:
”While you are indeed a very clever and accomplished writer and communicator, our list wouldn't be the natural home for a book such as yours. As a general trade market publisher we don't specialise in handling political or philosophical works, which is what I think you have presented in this selection of your published views and commentaries. Very clearly expressed views, eloquently and cleverly articulated views - but on balance a much more serious book with weightier themes than we would feel able to do justice to - perhaps this might be better suited to one of the University presses?”
Yeah, right!
Ultimately, the Anti-Liberty Monster's many heads must all be lopped off in one fell meta-swoop. Whether or not this can happen without the catalyst of a shocking global cataclysm is moot, but the fact remains: a philosophical revolution is what's needed. The doctrine that man is a sacrificial animal who exists for the edification of the collective, the equivalent of a dutiful ant that has no right to chart its own course, must be, to change the metaphor, uprooted. The opposing proposition, that each human being has the right to live his life as she chooses, as long as he doesn't infringe the right of others to do the same, must become as ingrained as statist sacrificialism is now. I hope this book serves as ammunition for that revolution.



1 A Sense of Life
The Virtue of Extremism
[SOLO, 6 December 2002]
“Extremism in defence of liberty is no vice; moderation in pursuit of justice is no virtue.”
As new presidential nominee Barry Goldwater uttered these words at the Republican National Convention in 1964, Richard Nixon was sitting on stage behind him. Mr. Nixon, the master-pragmatist, was horrified. Those words, he thought to himself, will cost us the election. Nixon was an astute observer—and reinforcer—of the moral climate of his time.
Goldwater had been plagued throughout the campaign by allegations of 'extremism'—and this was his answer, in effect: 'Yes! Proudly!'
No one, alas, would dare say that today. 'Extremism' is never defined, merely equated with mad, bad people—the Taliban, the IRA, the Ku Klux Klan.... Everyone scrambles to occupy the 'middle ground', to be seen to be 'moderate'—heedless of the contradiction that they are being extreme in their moderation.
Oddly, though, this seems to be so almost exclusively in the realm of political ideas. As I've had occasion to observe previously:
In the matter of one's health, it wouldn't occur to anyone to say, 'I desire to be healthy. I wish to avoid disease. But this is a simplistic, extremist way of approaching the question which overlooks the universal need to compromise and settle for something in between. I ought to temper my desire for excellent health by making sure I get sick some of the time.' One doesn't say, 'I like my butter to be moderately rancid, my eggs to be moderately rotten, my meat to be moderately putrefied, my vegetables to be moderately decomposed, with the degree of rancidness, etc., to be determined by consensus'—in order to avoid charges of 'extremism.' One doesn't say, 'I would really prefer my shoes to be fully comfortable, but that's a crackpot position which I shall avoid by seeking out shoes that are moderately ill-fitting.' In buying a car one does not feel constrained, in the interests of striking a balance, to insist that it have flaws. One does not encourage one's children to be stupid as a mitigating influence on their intelligence. 
Common sense makes us extremists most of the time, thankfully. The issue is not whether one is extreme, but what it is one is extreme about. To paraphrase Goldwater, it is no vice to be extreme about the good; it's no virtue to be moderate about the bad. It's no vice to be extreme in the promotion and protection of reason and freedom; it's no virtue to be moderate in dealing with terrorists and dictators. It's an issue of integrity. Extremism is—taking one's values seriously, upholding them consistently, and not compromising them. That is what the good requires, now more than ever. It won't do to say, 'I'll refrain from initiating force some of the time, but, for the sake of balance, initiate it at other times.' That would be on a par with saying to Al-Qaeda, '3000 murders were excessive—1500 would have been OK.'
Ayn Rand put it best:
If an uncompromising stand is to be smeared as 'extremism,' then that smear is directed at any devotion to values, any loyalty to principles, any profound conviction, any consistency, any steadfastness, any passion, any dedication to an unbreached, inviolate truth—any man of integrity.
Put me down as an extremist!
Caring Codswallop
[Politically Incorrect Show, 19 August 1999]
One of the most revolting Politically Correct platitudes in my book is the word 'caring.' Not because I don't care, but because I do—and I know that those who truly care don't gush about it all the time. I also know that those who gush about it care for one thing only—forcing you to obey them. 'I care about the poor. You should care about the poor. I'm entitled to take your money by force on behalf of the poor.' Faced with that sort of dictatorial arrogance, my language becomes unbroadcastable. 
The first thing to ask someone who gushes, 'I care,' is: 'You care about what?' If the answer is that usual guff about the poor and the needy, run a mile, because the person's gun will come out faster than you can say 'Alliance Retard.' If the answer is something more general like, 'I care about other people,' press the point a little and ask, 'More than you do about yourself?' In all likelihood, the person will answer, 'Yes.' In all likelihood, he's lying. And you should hope that he is lying. For genuine benevolence towards other human beings is impossible to a person lacking in self-esteem. And self-esteem cannot be acquired on the basis of treating other people as more important in principle than oneself. 'To say, "I love you,"' said Ayn Rand, 'it is first necessary to know how to say the "I."' 'The good man,' said Aristotle, 'is always a lover of self.' 
Note, this is not the pseudo-self-love of a braggart or a blowhard, always trying to impress ... other people! It is the sense of worth derived from identifying one's own values, striving after them, and even, on occasion, achieving them. If you have that, you care. Brother do you care—about yourself, your values, and other people who share and embody them. Every emotion you feel is as intense as the universe is vast—because it flows from the full weight of your most precious convictions.
I was prompted to these observations by a letter from a cancer-sufferer, Wayne, who phoned this programme the day of the Lyprinol discussion. "I am battling cancer at the moment, and know I shall win—too young to lie down and die at 45." Imagine the obscenity of saying to Wayne, "Well, don't get too carried away here—it's only your life. You might think it's important, but it's not as important as everybody else's, and most other people haven't got cancer." That obscenity, folks, is what conventional morality, carried to its logical, explicit conclusion, would require us to utter. 
Wayne goes on to say, "One of my greatest supports is my music, which seems to remove all stress from my life. I know that you are a lover of good music. Della Reese has for years been a favourite of mine. As you probably know, she is a black American now in her 60s. I couldn't sleep last night, so I put together this tape for your personal use. Hope you find time to listen to it, and enjoy the music as much as I do." 
What touched me about this was that in one sense, Wayne doesn't know me from Adam, yet he spent all night making me a tape. In another, more important sense, he knows me extraordinarily well; knows my sense of life, because he shares it. That's why he spent all night making me a tape. To borrow the Politically Correct bromide and put it to good use—he cares about me because of what he cares about. And this is the only sort of caring I would care to be the object of. 
Thank you, Wayne—and hang in there buddy!
The Politically Incorrect Show, caring about life, reason, purpose and self-esteem—passionately! 
Hot for Reason
[Politically Incorrect Show, 21 October 1999]
You know, when I use the word 'sacred' here, I do so advisedly. I am an atheist, so the word for me has no religious connotations. I don't believe in a god, an after-life, or anything outside nature. As the Greek philosopher Parmenides said a long time ago, what there is is what there is, and there's an end of it. But accepting that fact doesn't mean I don't revere or worship anything. Quite the contrary. Reverence and worship are far too precious to be wasted on the non-existent. Reverence and worship must be reserved for that part of what exists which is worthy of such exalted emotions.
These days, of course, the 'cool' thing is to revere and worship nothing. Everything is fair game for sniggering, unreasoned dismissal, deserved or not. To determine whether the sniggering be deserved or not would involve the use of the mind, and the mind, it is 'cool' to believe, is impotent. The huge irony here is that the people who slavishly and mindlessly believe this for the sake of being 'cool' are not 'cool' at all. Lots of other Greek philosophers, called 'sophists', spouted this stuff two and a half thousand years ago. How uncool is that?! One of their devotees posited the following axioms: 1) nothing exists; 2) if anything did exist, the human mind would be incapable of knowing it; 3) if anything did exist and could be known by the human mind, it would be incommunicable. This, mind you, said by someone who spoke of things such as the human mind as though they existed and who presumed he was communicating something which he knew to be true!
This ancient stuff is called the philosophy of 'nihilism'—nothingness. Its devotees pride themselves on revering nothing, oblivious to the contradiction that 'nothing' is what they revere. They are everywhere. When you hear what I call the caterwauling headbanging that passes for music in this day and age, realise that the principal problem here is not primarily music, it is philosophy. Nothing, says modern philosophy, is sacred—therefore, music, that most potent inducer of the sense of the sacred, must be brought down to the level where the world's leading cellist records duets with motorway traffic. The irony is that motorway traffic is sacred, as a testament to the efficacy of the human mind—but it is not music, and only in an atonal, nihilist age would a talented musician like Yo Yo Ma regard recording duets with it as a legitimate musical enterprise.
Ayn Rand spoke of the 'sacred' as the 'total passion for the total height.' Our age worships the 'total passion for the total depth' (except that it is impossible to feel 'passion' for such a thing). That's why we have Winston Peters, Jim Neanderton and Jenny Shipley—and punk rock.
Me, I unashamedly worship certain people and what they have achieved and created. As of now, this attitude is 'uncool.' That's fabulous. 'Cool' is neither hot nor cold. It's a zero. It can't make up its non-mind. The future is with 'hot.' And there is nothing 'hotter' than reason and freedom.
The Politically Incorrect Show—the total passion for the total height.
The Virtue of Anger
[Politically Incorrect Show, 16 May 2000 and The Free Radical, Issue 42, July/August 2000]
Awaiting me at Radio Pacific yesterday was the following fax from a veteran of the anti-Nazi resistance movement in Holland:
"Lindsay—I occasionally listen to your programme, only when I happen to be in my car. I should mention that I was brought up in a liberal, right-wing family and I have retained that orientation. Please bear in mind that 'liberal' applies to what it was and still is in Holland, not New Zealand. So it is no surprise that I agree with a number of beliefs you hold, but there are others that I simply do not. One of these is your ferocity with which you pursue and describe people that go down the track that you do not agree with. Expressions such as 'Nazi bitch,' a label you hang on Annette King and others of a similar nature smack of intolerance on your part, an outstanding lack of good taste, but above all a pathetic manifestation of your lack of knowledge of what happened in Germany and elsewhere under the Nazi regime. ... The way you carry on transgresses into the unacceptable and despicable and shows an astounding lack of judgement, knowledge and intelligent analysis. In fact, your intelligence has been taken over by anger of a primal nature. With all your anger you must have a miserable life."
I get this sort of criticism occasionally, and I want to say here and now that I am utterly unrepentant about my anger. What is wrong in this country apart from what the politicians are doing is that not enough people do get angry. It is not a case of anger vs intelligent analysis—it is a case of intelligent analysis giving rise to the anger. Intelligent analysis reveals, for instance, that our government's utterly fanatical crusade against tobacco more than matches Hitler's. Intelligent analysis also persuades one of the value of personal freedom, and that the anti-smoking crusade is inimical to it. But analysis for its own sake is worthless unless followed up with actions prompted by the analysis and the emotions it has quite properly fuelled. Among these should be the pointing out of the Nazi connection. Calling Frau King a Nazi bitch for banning smoking on private property and raising the already-vicious tobacco tax by more than a dollar is giving her her just desserts. The woman is not merely mistaken, she is evil, pure and simple, as is the regime of which she is a part. To realise that and not to become angry is a dereliction of morality. Ditto for the whole gamut of freedom transgressions of which this government is guilty.
Does my anger make me miserable? No, because its very root is the love of life and liberty which makes me happy. Frustrated? Yes, often. But that's one of the great things about anger—it relieves frustration!
Rotten Respectability
[Politically Incorrect Show, 24 May 2001 and SOLO, 23 January 2003]
"The poorest bargain that a man can make," wrote Robert G. Ingersoll, "is to give his individuality for what is called respectability."
I agree. I think that the desire for respectability in a corrupt establishment is one of the most lethal impediments to the struggle for liberty.
Note I say, "Respectability in a corrupt establishment." Respectability in a truly honourable establishment would be an admirable thing, and would flow from, rather than compromise, one's individuality. That's not what I'm talking about. I'm talking about the desire for status for its own sake in an establishment such as ours which is based on force and fraud. It's the kind of respectability you can see exhibited at the opera, where Remuera fluffheads with political connections coo over each other, "Isn't it wonderful, darling?" while not having a clue what they're seeing and hearing. It's the kind of respectability where a person's worth is assessed by the suburb he lives in, the car he drives, the school he went to, the family he was born into; that takes no account of what he achieves or represents in his own right.
In my Television New Zealand glory days, I had respectability in truck-loads. I lived in a financially secure, much-envied comfort zone, and probably could have stayed there for the rest of my life had I chosen. But I was selling out my individuality. I had to disguise the convictions that I was coming to hold with ever-increasing passion and urgency. I was part of the establishment, part of the problems I was now identifying with greater and greater clarity. Not only did I have to disguise my views, but also I often had to do violence to them. TVNZ was getting dumber as I was getting wiser.
I won't pretend that I wasn't nervous about stepping out of the comfort zone and leaping out of the ideological closet. Financial considerations aside, I knew I would become a pariah rather than a paragon, that I would no longer walk the establishment's red carpets and have its doors swing open for me. But "mine own self" was dying within, and to it I had to be true.
I'm often asked, would I go back? My answer is, only on my terms. I give this answer knowing that I never will be accepted back on my own terms. But I have gotten used to being a pariah, and I relish being true to myself.
Sometimes, admittedly, I have lost the plot, even with—in fact, especially with—those who have chosen to take up arms beside me. They, fortunately, have been able to see their way clear to cutting me some slack, making allowances for my cranky episodes and Vesuvian explosions.
Overall, I wouldn't change a thing. The ideas that I began to promote ten years ago are now well and truly "out there," clearly audible and visible. Ten years ago they were virtually non-existent in New Zealand. Six thousand people eschewed respectability and voted for these ideas at the last election. Thousands more quietly agree with them, but, desirous of respectability, refrain from saying so. That's why I say respectability is an impediment. If progress continues at this rate, however, these people may not have to worry—respectability and individuality may converge; it may become fashionable to be true to oneself!
In my dreams, you say? Well, let's see where we are in another ten years!
NIOF Reconsidered
[SOLO, 7 January 2003 and The Free Radical, Issue 55, March/April 2003]
In the lives of all of us there come defining moments when cherished "truths" turn out to be not so unassailable after all. We are reminded that solid rocks are made of malleable clay, and we say, "Here I stand!" at our peril. The choice we confront at such moments is: to succumb to false pride and evade our new-found awareness, clinging stubbornly to false "truths" even as they crumble, or to accept that we have been mistaken, acknowledge the fact openly, make any amends that might be necessary, and move on.
I have had such a moment with the non-initiation of force (NIOF) principle.
"Whatever may be open to disagreement," said Rand, "there is one act of evil that may not, that no man may commit against others and no man may sanction or forgive. So long as men desire to live together, no man may initiate—do you hear me? No man may start—the use of physical force against others."
She was wrong.
My belief in NIOF has withstood much. It withstood the improbable ethical dilemmas so beloved of useless professors whose main dilemma is that they're not sure of their own existence. It withstood even the bizarre scenarios concocted by Liberty magazine editor R. W. Bradford to demonstrate that NIOF was of necessity expendable in certain situations, such as falling off your balcony, grabbing the flagstaff on the balcony of your downstairs neighbour and hoisting yourself onto his property. (If he pushes you off, who has initiated force? He or you?) My belief in NIOF, I say, withstood such hobgoblins. I did, after all, understand the difference between a rule and a principle.
But certain real-life commonplaces have caused me to modify my adherence to NIOF. In such matters I am now an enthusiastic advocate of the initiation of force. Swift and terrible force. Induction cries out, and deduction confirms, that in cases such as these, the need to waive NIOF is irresistible.
Vegetarians, for instance. There is much more to this than Miss Rand's dismissal of vegetarian food as "grass." The very existence of vegetarians is an egregious affront to the heroic virtues so dear to all our stout hearts. Vegetarians quail at the sight and taste of flesh and blood, on which all budding heroes should cut their teeth. Vegetarians' brains atrophy for want of protein. It is a scientific fact that brains fed on plant food shrink to the size of a pea, by a dialectical process of photothesis, photoantithesis, and photosynthesis. (Readers are referred here to the works of Dr. Chris Matthew Sciabarra.) Vegetarians, in other words, are effectively brainless, which is why so many of them are Buddhists.
Vegetarians are sociopaths. Their fetid flatulence is more fatal than the most maniacal, marauding, mass-killing madman. Vegetarian farts have been known to stop squillions of skunks dead in their tracks, instantaneously and literally. Yet offending vegetarians, pasty of face and loose of bowel, continue to walk the streets, willfully offloading their "foul and pestilent congregation of vapours" (there were vegetarians in Shakespeare's time, obviously) into the pristine atmosphere. A strong case could be made, actually, that the assassination of vegetarians would be an instance of retaliatory force, but I leave that argument for another day. What is incontrovertible at this point is that vegetarians are death-worshippers, who should be impaled on giant carrots or drowned in cabbage juice, thence to be despatched to the lowest rung of hell that has been prepared for them by God, who is indisputably a carnivore (remember all those sacrificial lambs? He wasn't much interested in offerings of burned broccoli, was He?).
Also consigned to that destination should be teetotallers. These cowardly creatures, mindful of 'in vino veritas,' are afraid of making fools of themselves while under the influence of alcohol. All well and good, but they deprive the rest of us of some healthy, life-affirming, unwholesome entertainment by their abstinence. This is damned inconsiderate, to say the least. To say more, their propensity to drink water as an alternative to alcohol is downright unseemly. What fish do in water is common knowledge, and recent research shows that 100% of people who die have drunk water at some time in their lives. Those who deliberately opt for water and eschew alcohol are profoundly, irredeemably anti-life—and insufferable wowsers to boot. Force of the most fiendish kind should be initiated against them with alacrity.
Then there are academics.
Academics.
Not the honourable, true intellectuals of yore, but the contemporary crop of loquacious lickspittles.
Academics.
They flatulate with footnotes, quiver with equivocation, warble with waffle, simper with sophistry, vibrate with verbosity, pulsate with pomposity—all amounting to precisely nothing. Like those of their species called economists, they could be laid end to end and not reach a conclusion. They say, "It could be argued that ..." and refrain from saying whether they are arguing it. They say, "It seems to me that ..." and always avoid, "It is the case that ... ." They are virulently, militantly anti-certainty, thus anti-reason, and thus, anti-life. Let us therefore force an end-point upon them—the lowest rung of hell—so that a certain facet of reality—that flames are excruciatingly hot—may impress itself upon them unambiguously. (Or will they still say, "It could be argued that what seems to me to be a luminous body of burning gas that appears to be flickering around what some have called my rectum is what some might describe as inimical to what I might regard as my comfort and ongoing viability"?)
Need I go on? Is it not clear that we have a clear and present duty expeditiously to execute the likes of the above? (To this list, naturally, should be added gum-chewers, people who mumble, rap artists, MBA graduates, most women, and anyone else I find irritating.)
Yes, SOLOists, we have arrived at a defining moment. Whether 'tis nobler in the flesh to suffer the slings and arrows of outrageous deadbeats, or to take arms against this sea of sapheads—and by opposing, end them.
Chasing Rainbows
[The Free Radical, Issue 30, May/June 1998]
Right up against the deadline for getting this issue off to the printers, and aware that I had yet to write an editorial, I scrambled around among some old files to see if I could unearth something appropriately nostalgic to repair to for this, the thirtieth edition of The Free Radical. I found heaps. Damn, I reminded myself—Deborah has already covered the nostalgia angle. But the more I delved, the more I realised I could do my own retrospective piece without duplicating hers. The thoughts-to-myself on which the magazine eventually proceeded, for example, are worth reproducing exactly as I wrote them, warts and all, about five years ago:
"Thoughts for new newsletter ... perhaps called The Free Radical, with a Declaration of Principles that would identify the underlying premises on which the magazine is based. Would include such ideas as: TFR recognises that conflict of our time is between individualism and collectivism, capitalism and statism, egoism (properly defined) and altruism, reason and unreason. That in New Zealand we have, albeit inadvertently for the most part, made some progress towards the better half of these dichotomies, and if we now make the process advertent, we might achieve the Second Renaissance right here; but to do this requires philosophy and  philosophical education, and a repudiation of everything New Zealanders have taken as axiomatic for generations. That this magazine exists to facilitate that process. That while not authorised to speak in her name, the newsletter is based on the ideas of Ayn Rand and her philosophy of Objectivism. Would include commentaries on current questions, broader philosophical articles and regular miscellaneous features such as a horror file, a hope file, a comic strip ... thus a hypothetical first issue might include a piece on the philosophy of pragmatism and how Winston Peters is its current best and most contemptible embodiment; a lengthy and literate denunciation of the latest victory won by the Femi-Nazis, i.e. the banning of the TV ad for a certain firm's clothing sale; and a treatise on the evils of inflation and how the real answer is privatisation of money. The horror and hope files could draw on any number of things from the daily newspapers, and the comic strip likewise ... illustrating some moral, of course. Regular particular themes would be such things as: the evil of coercive bi-culturalism; the aesthetic bankruptcy of our age; the urgent need for privatisation of the education system; the stupidity and cowardice of businessmen sanctioning their own destroyers; the difference between freedom and democracy and how the latter is fundamentally inimical to the former; envy as the leitmotif of our time; how the latter-day alliance between the churches and the forces of socialism is long overdue and entirely appropriate; the brainless troglodytism of the environmental movement; etc, etc. More fundamentally, it would uphold the values of reason, individualism and freedom in all their manifestations."
These thoughts were typed. Underneath was a hand-written note from me to a friend, to whom I was about to fax them, saying: "Clearing away the mess on my desk, came across these thoughts I put down a few months ago and haven't done anything about. What do you think? Too radical, eh?!"
Too radical or not, the project was dusted down and activated during my self-imposed exile to Wanganui from the comfort zone of mainstream broadcasting. Visiting what he called the "cramped little hole" from which I was now producing this "smallish bugle of liberty," Anthony Hubbard reported for The Listener: "Perigo's tone is sweet and reasonable, his slogans electrifying. Taxation is theft. The welfare state is economic cannibalism. Democracy is institutionalised gangsterism. MMP is the silliest form of democracy ... Perigo is patient as well as intellectually passionate. He will keep talking till the walls come tumbling down. The manner is cool and Olympian; beneath is Vulcan's fire. Just occasionally the flames erupt." (In this last respect at least, little has changed.)
After the official launch of The Free Radical  in June, 1994, Redmer Yska wrote in City Voice: "Signs of millennium fever were apparent on Monday night at the launch of Lindsay Perigo's new ultra-libertarian crusade at Turnbull House: the desire for rejuvenation and purification in the face of a crumbling epoch. If the hoofbeats of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse galloping towards the climax of our century couldn't be heard over the traffic noise in Bowen Street, the world-weary crowd of about 60 seemed ready for something fresh and uplifting to believe in." (Redmer's wit was superior to his ability to count—the crowd numbered about 200.)
Much was made of the smallness of the first issue (just half the size of this one) and its alleged "elitism." Peter Malcouronne in Craccum opined: "Lindsay Perigo had better hope that size doesn't really matter because his new organ, The Free Radical, is not exactly impressive (a bulky sixteen pages!). And it is even less so when we consider it costs eight dollars, or roughly three times as much as New Idea. On the other hand, the price is likely to be beyond the reach of solo mothers, the unemployed, dumb people and other scum who, let's be honest, don't really deserve to live anyway. Social Darwinism aside, Lindsay Perigo's self-proclaimed position as the sole repository of intelligence [??] on this planet has always been questionable." 
Jane Clayton in the Dominion seemed to understand and like it better: "Most of the first issue is devoted to outlining why government should butt out of the lives of New Zealanders and is sprinkled with such nifty quotes as 'bureaucracy is a giant mechanism operated by pygmies' from Honore de Balzac." 
The Employers Federation newsletter called it a "provocative little magazine that should add to better thinking about issues. For instance, in a review by Perigo of Roger Douglas' Unfinished Business, he rightly identifies the fact that Douglas would impose another set of bureaucratic rules over us to prescribe how we should behave and give us prescriptive rules to save us from ourselves. Good luck with your mission, Lindsay, but the way the West has organised itself for centuries may see you chasing rainbows."
Chasing rainbows? Maybe. But have I brought to life the vision in the above thoughts-to-myself? Certainly. Am I doing so more effectively now than in Issue #1? With the help of my wonderful writers, certainly. Are we making a difference? In isolation, perhaps not discernibly, yet. But we are no longer in isolation. There are Objectivist groups on campus for the first time ever. There is a libertarian political party. University student magazines are running columns by me and a new discovery, Bernard Darnton. And of course, there is the Politically Incorrect Show. The Free Radical, I venture to suspect, has had a hand in all of these developments. 
And if you asked me, are we in toto making a difference, I would reply: ask me another! 
Sunset . . . or Dawn?
[The Free Radical, Issue 48, August/September 2001]
On August 3 I shall broadcast my last-ever Politically Incorrect Show. It has had many incarnations, beginning as a once-weekly Sunday feature in 1996 and ending as a Monday-Friday noon-2pm affair for the last couple of years. Soon, it will be history. Or will it? Did I manage after all to plant the seeds of freedom here, seeds that will yet germinate and flower into the glorious sunlit future of which I have so publicly dreamed? 
Possibly so, possibly not. But at the very least, I shall for ever take comfort in a friend's admonition a year or so ago: "Don't judge your success by the number of Libertarianz in Parliament; judge it rather by the numbers whose lives you've touched." And there have been a few of those. I keep an e-mail file named "Special" for their testimonies. Here are some of them:
 
	"I have to write to say well done for what I can only term reasoned ideas, which are expressed on your site, from your radio show. I am working overseas at the moment, and am disgusted with the direction Lenin Clark is taking us. But thanks to champions such as yourself, our country's potential is reinforced, at least in the minds of like-minded free thinkers. Keep up the good work, and I look forward to more reasoned comment: uncensored and unbridled."


	"I listened to Parliament on the radio today (after you of course). What a despicable bunch! All trying to gain votes and at each other's throats. I have never done this before and in my unenlightened state, didn't even know it was possible to tune in to them. I understand your Vesuvian reactions; in my small capacity, it drives me to distraction. That the sheeple can't understand what is going on, is so frustrating. I can fully understand why this happens to you. I can only say that it is because of you that us little people keep this light burning and keep going on the path to freedom. Being true to mine own self has empowered me—you do not realise how much!"


	"Linz, the heroic nature of what you represent and the enormity of what you have achieved in the last eight years is the true measure of your worth, for which I hold the greatest respect. You are the living embodiment of the words you end each show with, for 'to thine own self' it would not be possible to be any truer."


	"I was prompted to contact you after listening to Brendon's (first time) call to your show this Thursday passed. He spoke of his delight in discovering your Constitution on the Net. Brendon articulated so well my admiration for your untiring efforts to awaken and liberate the sheeple of this country. What struck me most, however, with Brendon's call, was that I sensed your gratification for having won over another convert. Over the past four years, I have listened to your frustration, and almost despair, at the pace of change in the mindset of the sheeple, and Brendon was, for you, a triumph. I felt that you must have been thinking, 'Yes, this is all worth while, another victory.' I then felt the guilt of having not called to encourage you to continue your fight for the freedom of the individual. Take heart, dear Lindsay, I am another of the growing numbers like Brendon, and thank you for your courage of conviction and your persistence against all the odds."


	"I am presently listening to the Rachmaninov Piano Concerto No. 2.  I have heard the Rach 3 many times now, but it is only the second time that I have heard this concerto as I am still relatively new to the music of the great composers. This concerto is so intensely beautiful that it feels as if every little atom of my being has been set on fire. The notes are crisp and sharp and glowing—like ice. It is, at the same time, almost painful to listen to it. I can't help but think of the wasted, soulless people out there in the world who have no conception of man the hero. What would have become of me had I not been introduced to Rand and romanticism? What if I had never read Rand or Hugo? Never listened to music such as this? I shudder to think. You, Lindsay, set the chain of events rolling which led directly to this moment tonight. I realised that and thought—in the name of the greatest passion for the greatest height—I should write you a wee note to thank you. Here it is. Thank you."


	"Hi, Lindsay—In 100 years time when our great-grandchildren living in New Freeland stop and wonder where all of the freedoms they have came from and who started it all off, the name of Perigo will be right up amongst the names of the new pioneers. It is you who have opened our eyes with your magazine—it is you who have opened our ears with your PI show—and it is you who has opened our minds to make us think and focus on changing the way things are being done in NZ."


	"Three cheers for your editorials. I particularly appreciated yesterday's one (Spiritual Fuel) as my younger brother (20 years old) attempted suicide last week, fortunately without success. A couple of weekends ago, I attended a Forum Landmark course. One of the things I wrestled through there was that life has no meaning. Nihilists have trouble with that. 'Despair, despair. No meaning. Woe is me.' But I finally got that it doesn't mean anything that it doesn't mean anything. From there I have a clean slate to construct meaning from reality, as you described in that editorial, recounting Ayn's fundamental choice (life/death) and subsequent book of morality. Great show. Many thanks. Keep it up."


	"Hearing your editorial today about the need for a secular and objective philosophy, I am very aware that meeting you and being involved in the Libertarianz and discovering the philosophical base of those politics, has given me tools for living the rest of my life! Your passion for life and your unshakeable philosophy were such an inspiration for me, making me seek what it was that you had knowledge of that had eluded me."



Well, my voice may be still for a while, but my pen will not be. The battle goes on. To all who have joined me in it, let me close with the following, from Tennyson's Ulysses:
Come, my friends.
'Tis not too late to seek a newer world. …
Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'
We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are— 
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.
Ah, Sweet Mystery of Life!
[The Free Radical, Issue 45, February/March 2001] 
Mature readers will recognise this title as being that of a popular operetta song by Victor Herbert: 
"Ah, sweet mystery of life at last I've found thee, 
Ah, I know at last the secret of it all …" 
Well, I'm not claiming here to have found "the secret of it all," but I have had plenty of occasion these last few months to ponder life's mystery, as a succession of friends and family members have succumbed to life's inevitable ending.
"All the longing, seeking, striving, waiting, yearning, The burning hopes, the joy, and idle tears that fall … " says the song. So why on earth do we bother when we know it's all going to be snuffed out sooner or later? What the hell is the point?
In a flippant mood, I would answer, "I've absolutely no idea." In a serious mood, I would say, "Life—and our love of it—are a given. It simply does not matter what 'slings and arrows of outrageous fortune' life throws at us—'it sure as hell beats being dead,' as I like to say on my radio show. Cases of extreme, intractable, incurable pain, of course, provide exceptions to this, for whom any lover of freedom would readily acknowledge the right to self-terminate, but as a general rule we would all rather be here than not. That's just the way we are. Reality is what it is; things are what they are; A is A. The meaning of life is … life … so let's get on with it!"
Personally, I find the idea of my dying profoundly irritating. I want to be here to see what happens … for ever! I want to see what becomes of my own "burning hope" for a society in which we are all free to assume ownership of our lives. I want to see whether the dazzling vision of space colonisation projected by Monart Pon in this issue comes to pass. I want to see whether the academic discipline—philosophy—that used to deal with questions such as those I'm raising now ever reclaims its former exalted stature, as urged by 19-year-old philosophy student Cameron Pritchard in the lead article herein. I want to see whether the idealistic spark ignited by 17-year-old James Gribble in the article that follows ever turns into a conflagration. Realistically, I know that I shall die before the answers to these questions become apparent—and that I regard as an infernal impertinence!
Yet there is so much to savour, regardless. There is the miracle of love, that exquisite union of mind, heart and body that obliterates any, "Why do we bother?" questions in its tracks. It can be elusive, tempestuous and perverse, to be sure, but he who finds it, however fleetingly, has no doubt that it is, as Victor Herbert's song would have it, "the secret of it all."
There is the glory of the human mind—the seemingly limitless conquests of nature that this creature called man is able to wring by dint, not of pre-programmed, unthinking, brute force but of the diligent, deliberate use of his distinctive means of survival: his brain. From it flow computers, deodorants, breadmakers, angioplasties, microwave ovens, genetic modification, space shuttles, sonnets and symphonies, odes and operas—on and on  … "What a piece of work is man!"
There is the incomparable joy of animated conversation, lubricated by the juice of the grape, tamed for man's pleasure, as Ayn Rand said of fire in the case of cigarettes. I know of few greater pleasures than that of mind engaging mind—passionately, urgently, laughingly, angrily, intensely—over good food and even better wine.
And a variant of this, if anything, is the theme of this issue of The Free Radical—the mind versus the anti-mind. Cameron Pritchard exhorts philosophy's exponents to rediscover their status. Chris Sciabarra, whether this editor agrees with him or not, exemplifies the philosopher's truth-seeking disposition. James Gribble reminds us that the conclusions of one mind—or a majority of minds (or anti-minds)—are not, properly, something to be imposed on the rest of us, since we all have our own minds. Scott Sutton and other contributors draw attention to the way politicians and bureaucrats—they who live off the proceeds of force—are exploiting the bounties of the mind for brute, animalistic ends. Nick Wiltgen demonstrates how the concept of rights—which is mind-based and mind-derived—can, through wilful equivocation, be turned on its source by the avant-garde of the anti-mind. Derek McGovern examines the chickens' home-coming—where "love" is reduced to "Suck my dick, bitch," where the mind is deadened and animated conversation rendered impossible by mindless jungle-noise. Monart Pon transports us to space and beyond, tantalising us with glories yet to be … if only the human mind is left free to function.
Finally, unusually, there is a page set aside for a dissenting view—a majoritarian/ consensus/ statist view by Marcus Bachler*. I have high hopes for Marcus. He began e-mailing me more than a year ago, bombarding me with questions that I did not have time to respond to. Occasionally I would answer him via a Politically Incorrect Show editorial, referring to him as "my persistent e-mailer." No, I'm not going soft —the flaws in Marcus' arguments are obvious enough, and I'm hoping that seasoned libertarian readers (someone other than myself) will take the trouble to point them out so that we can have an ongoing, meaningful dialogue with a thoughtful, well-meaning opponent within these pages. Yes, some of our opponents are thoughtful and well-meaning, and it behoves us to take them on. As David Kelley (with whom I have my own disagreements, well documented in previous issues) observes in Truth and Toleration, "There is much we can learn from others if we are willing to listen. And even where they are wrong, we strengthen the foundations of our own beliefs—the accuracy and range of our observations, the validity of our concepts, the rigour of our arguments—by the effort to prove why they are wrong." Mind engaging mind. As David also observes, "It is a gross non-sequitur to infer that because an idea is false, its adherents are evil for holding it."
OK, so I still haven't unravelled life's "sweet mystery." I've already told you I don't know it (actually, I'm sure there's no such thing)! One thing I do know, however—I present to you, in the pages that follow, something that will make your lives much richer.
Enjoy!
 
* Marcus Bachler in due course became a convert to libertarianism and is a regular contributor to SOLO.
2 Philosophy As It Might be and Ought To Be
What is Objectivism?
[SOLO, 30 April 2002 and The Free Radical, Issue 65, February/March 2005]
Let its founder speak first. Asked to specify Objectivism's essentials standing on one foot, Ayn Rand, standing on one foot, said: 
1. Metaphysics: Objective reality
2. Epistemology: Reason
3. Ethics: Self-interest
4. Politics: Capitalism
Writing about this episode later, she went on to say: 
If you want this translated into simple language, it would read: 
1. 'Nature, to be commanded, must be obeyed' or 'Wishing won't make it so.'
2. 'You can't eat your cake and have it too.'
3. 'Man is an end in himself.'
4. 'Give me liberty or give me death.'
If you held these concepts with total consistency, you would have a full philosophical system to guide the course of your life. But  to hold them with total consistency—to understand, to define, to prove and to apply them—requires volumes of thought. Which is why philosophy cannot be discussed while standing on one foot—nor while standing on two feet on both sides of every fence. This last is the predominant philosophical position today, particularly in the field of politics.

Ayn Rand herself, relative to other philosophers, didn't write 'volumes.' In terms of quality and import, however, she out-wrote most of them combined and multiplied. Some philosophers (not many) had argued discretely for one or more of the above; she integrated all of it and brought aesthetics into the mix as well. She argued that facts are facts; that reality is what it is, independent of our feelings or wishes; that human reason is able to grasp what it is; that reason's tools—sense-perception, concept-formation and logic—are, contrary to many philosophers, valid; that these facts have irresistible and demonstrable implications for ethics, politics, economics and art: they enjoin rational self-interest, individual liberty, capitalism and what she called 'romantic realism' as part of 'man's proper estate'—an 'upright posture.'
Along the way, she demolished several age-old dilemmas and dichotomies. 
 
	She disposed of the 'is/ought' dichotomy—that you can't derive values from facts—by pointing out that an entity's actions are determined by that entity's nature and that a volitional, conceptual entity such as man can derive values, by thought and choice, only from facts. She pointed out that trying to derive values from other sources—such as 'divine revelation' or range-of-the-moment whims can lead only to disaster, and in so doing busted the intrinsicist/subjectivist dichotomy. 


	She pointed out that volition is a causal agent, and so resolved the free will/determinism controversy. 


	She pointed out that facts without logic are as useless as logic without facts, and so busted the rationalist/empiricist dichotomy. 


	She pointed out that consciousness is not rendered invalid by the fact that it has organs—that we are not deaf because we have ears that can hear—and so busted Kant's noumenal/phenomenal dichotomy. 


	She exposed the lethal incoherence of requiring that we must know everything in order to know anything (see modern physics). 


	She pointed out the logical absurdity of the traditional ethic of self-sacrifice for the sake of others—if I am here to sacrifice for you, and you are here to sacrifice for me, what good does that do either of us? What is the point? She highlighted its logical/practical effect, all too eloquently exemplified during the twentieth century in which she lived: humanity being divided up into those who make sacrifices and those who receive them; thence, bloodbaths and concentration camps. 


	She pointed out the existential monstrosity of an ethic that says we should act from duty and eschew happiness. 'The purpose of morality is to teach you, not to suffer and die, but to enjoy yourself and live.' With that, she launched a revolution.



Ayn Rand showed that we can not only contemplate the stars, but we can also reach them—in part by dispensing with the notion that we'll find a 'God' there. 'My philosophy, in essence' she said, 'is the concept of man as a heroic being, with his own happiness as the moral purpose of his life, with productive achievement as his noblest activity, and reason as his only absolute.' 
This site, SOLO—Sense of Life Objectivists—is a passionate 'Amen!' to that.
'Logic Has Nothing To Do With Reality.' Yeah, Right!
[Introductory remarks to the Auckland Objectivist Forum inaugural meeting, Auckland University, 17 March 1998. Published in The Free Radical, Issue 30, May/June 1998 and on SOLO, 1 November 2004.]
Welcome to the inaugural meeting of the Auckland Objectivist Forum—an historic first, the first time ever in New Zealand that a group has met on any campus to study and promote the philosophy of Ayn Rand, the philosophy of Objectivism. I congratulate Robert White and Julian Darby for getting this organised and for the very successful stand promoting it which they ran during Orientation Week.
The importance of Objectivism gaining a foothold on campus cannot be overestimated. Many people of student age still preserve some vestige of innocence and idealism. They haven't yet totally succumbed to the cynicism of the adult world, nor have they had their thinking processes totally subverted by their education. In the past such idealism would have been channelled mainly into Christian and/or Marxist directions. Both of these doctrines and their variants have been found to be false and evil. As ideological forces, mysticism and collectivism are dead. The continued allegiance they do retain is like ancestor-worship—excessive veneration of dead things because they're dead, along with the irrational belief that in some non-material way, they are still alive! Objectivism offers young idealists something far more edifying—a living, vibrant, reality-based philosophy that can both provide a comprehensive world view on the one hand and guide one's own personal life on the other. At what we are told is a time of record youth suicide, I think such a philosophy is needed now more than ever, among youth in particular.
The other reason it's vital to establish Objectivism on campuses is that campuses are the origin of everything that is wrong with the world. That statement may startle you, so let me elaborate.
It wouldn't startle you if I were to say we live in a sick world. Every which way we turn we encounter barbarism. This century has seen unprecedented tyranny, unprecedented torture and unprecedented murder perpetrated by governments. On the other hand, what freedom there has been, in letting the human mind loose, has enabled the most awe-inspiring conquest of nature—space travel, satellites, automatises, computers, pop-up toasters, microwave ovens and literally millions of other things that a century ago would have been deemed miraculous. The human mind in respect to external nature has shown what it's capable of. Yet in respect to our own internal nature, we seem in many respects to be as primitive as the medievals—arguably more so. Just look at the culture around you. Take music as an example: we have sophisticated means of recording and reproducing it that the medievals couldn't have conceived in their wildest imaginings—yet much of what we do record and reproduce is pre-medieval jungle music. Only it's 1000 times louder. Something is out of whack here! Objectivism tells you what's out of whack, and that the reason is—the negation of reason. And the negation of reason comes from the philosophies that have dominated western thought, and that in this day and age come straight from university philosophy departments. Philosophies that all, in their different ways, tell you that reason is a 'peculiar fetish,' that it can't tell you what the world is really like, that it can't give you valid rules for living—so what the hell, just go with the flow, do what the others do, do what you feel like doing regardless of consequences, or accept any old point of view on faith, since reason can't tell you what's true and false, what's right and wrong. There is no true and false, there is no right and wrong. As Robert Nola from this university's Philosophy Department once put it to me, 'Logic has nothing to do with reality.'
All of these views in their own ways, of course, represent subjectivism, to which Objectivism is diametrically opposed. Those of you who study philosophy here—not to mention psychology, sociology and whatever else—will encounter bucketloads of subjectivism, torrential downpours of subjectivism, you'll be awash in subjectivism, there's every danger you'll drown in subjectivism. From Plato right through to the moderns, be it Descartes or Hume or Kant or Hegel or Sartre or Derrida, all of whose devotees might think they disagree with each other ... well, at the end of the day they don't; they're all subjectivists and their dead end is nihilism.
'Logic has nothing to do with reality.' There is no reality. 
And the tax-paid people who approvingly teach this stuff will consider themselves cool and modern and sophisticated. In a literal sense, they are sophisticated—but not at all modern. A member of the school of thought called Sophism, from which we get the word sophisticated, said the following: Reality doesn't exist; if it did exist it would be unknowable; if it did exist and were knowable, it would be incommunicable. That was 400 years before Christ—and 2,400 years before Robert Nola.
Ayn Rand said she was challenging the tradition of 2,500 years. Now perhaps you can get a glimpse of what she meant. For the very first time in the history of thought, she has put forward a comprehensive answer to Sophism and subjectivism in all their guises. Hers is the philosophy that this group has been formed to study. I wish you well. I envy you the excitement of beginning this study at this vital stage of your lives. Good luck—and good premises!
Philosophy for Life
[The Free Radical, Issue 47, June/July 2001 and SOLO, 11 October 2004]
“Philosophy is pursued in spite of philosophy professors, not because of them.” —Joe Rowlands
One of the features I savour about The Free Radical is that it's a meeting place for people from divergent strands of the Objectivist and libertarian movements. People who might not ordinarily speak to each other—actively disapprove of each other, even—are, within these pages, brought together. Sometimes they have even been known to engage each other. This is not eclecticism for its own sake, nor does it mean I believe there's no right and wrong in matters of contention, that all opinions are equally valid and that everything should be up for perennial debate. It reflects my belief that debate is a very useful tool for sorting out right from wrong, truth from falsehood—and that parties who disagree in good faith should feel free to discuss their disagreements in this magazine. Their integrity, after all, is protected by the editorial disclaimer published in every issue: 'The opinions expressed by the writers herein are not necessarily those of the editor, or of each other.'
When I personally disagree with one of my contributors, I usually don't bother to say so. On this occasion, I'm going to make an exception and take issue with contributor Bryan Register, since the subject is something dear to my heart—philosophy. I appreciate that Mr Register believes that the fact that philosophy is dear to my heart doesn't qualify me to talk about it, but talk about it I shall.
Mr Register makes his second contribution in this issue to the debate he instigated following Cameron Pritchard's article, 'The Fouling of Philosophy' (see TFR issues 45 and 46). Cameron may well have something further to say in the next issue, but I was tempted to suggest to him that the only response necessary was a cryptic note at the bottom of Mr Register's article: 'See above. I rest my case.' Cameron's case all along has been that philosophers in academia have reduced their discipline to 'an array of absurd word games.' Mr Register's articles have furnished ample evidence that this is so.
'Philosophy', says Bryan, 'is hard. It does not come in the form of inspiring passages from people with a good outlook on life, even if something else of value does come in that form. [Good? Of value? Judged by what, if not by philosophy?] It comes, patiently, in the form of insights dragged from texts and reflection by the exercise of very-tedious-and-puzzling-to-the-layman-and-novice logical analysis, consideration of alternatives, and checking of premises. It is not for everybody. It is most certainly not for anybody who thinks that the history of philosophy is deeply repugnant and that analysis is sophistry. And my goal was to convince Pritchard and others not to think those things—that is, I was trying to invite them to philosophy.'
'Hard'? 'Tedious'? 'Puzzling'? What sort of invitation is that?!
Worse, there's no pay-off for all the tedium—at least, not one that can count as philosophy:
[Pritchard] compares a very tedious passage from a handout by a teacher of his with a very lively passage from Lindsay Perigo. Both passages are about the difference between life and death and whether one is better than the other. Pritchard says that the bit from Lindsay 'is philosophy in its most glorious, uplifting, and meaningful sense.' It might be glorious and uplifting, and it's certainly meaningful, but it's not philosophy. [Does Mr Register regard the 'tedious' handout as philosophy? No answer.]
Rand was aware of the difference between sense of life and philosophy. Sense of life is intuitive, pre-analytic, and can't count as knowledge. Philosophy is systematic, rigorous, tightly argued, and can count as knowledge. Lindsay was expressing a sentiment which, were it rendered systematic and rigorous and tightly argued for, might then have become philosophy. But it wasn't philosophy yet.
Is the picture becoming clearer here? Mr Register seems to require that unless a 'glorious, uplifting and meaningful' statement about life—a statement, I submit, that expresses knowledge, else how could it be 'meaningful', and does so joyously (Heaven forbid!)—is accompanied by 'systematic, rigorous, tightly-argued' underpinnings it cannot count as philosophy. Or more precisely, it cannot be classified as a philosophical statement. I trust Mr Register has enough respect for me to know that I could and would furnish such underpinnings if I chose; that it was neither necessary nor appropriate for me to do in the context from which I was quoted. The point is, Mr Register is rendering philosophy not just 'hard' but impossible. If one had to come out with the whole kit and kaboodle every time one wanted to say or write something philosophical, one could never say or write anything.
It's noteworthy that Bryan never specifies by what criterion he disqualifies my statement from philosophy—he never, in other words, defines philosophy itself. He describes it—hard, tedious, etc.—but he never defines it (I invite him to do so in the next round). If he really believes that it consists solely of turgid technicalities, then he truly has confirmed Cameron's critique of the academy—and I cannot imagine anyone wanting to accept his 'invitation' to something so unappetising.
Nor—even more noteworthy—does Mr Register ever tell us what he actually believes, even though Cameron threw that gauntlet down in TFR 46. This is a common trait among academic philosophers. They will tell you in tortuous detail how someone else's beliefs are vulnerable to attack, but never commit to a credo of their own—fearful, perhaps, that it too might be subject to the same nit-picking, hair-splitting pedantry in which they specialise?
In essence, Mr Register is severing philosophy from what it is all about—life and living. Philosophy entails the application of logic to reality with a view to acquiring a comprehensive, integrated view of existence and enjoying the fruits thereof. Yes, the first part does require effort, but that effort itself should be joyful, not 'tedious'—because there is a priceless payoff: the second part! Mr Register, I submit, is arrested at the first stage; he has made it an end in itself—at which point it becomes indeed a series of absurd, rationalistic, deductive word games, a playground for pretentious poseurs who write for each other's amusement, trying to outdo each other in footnotes, references, learned allusions, etc., all of it irrelevant to real life. It's rather like the intellectual equivalent of an adolescent jack-off competition—momentarily diverting for those who want to participate, perhaps, but ultimately tiresome, pointless and nothing like the real thing. The real thing—all of it—is glorious, uplifting and meaningful. And all of it is philosophy.
Perhaps I could invite Mr Register to it?
Of Fundamentals and Fidelity
[SOLO, 3 December 2002 and The Free Radical, Issue 62, June/July 2004]
In a current thread on the SOLOHQ site, a supporter of the Ayn Rand Institute accuses SOLOists of being dishonest in wanting to "rewrite" Objectivism while continuing to call themselves "Objectivists." 
As SOLO's founder, let me say categorically: we do not. If we were in the business of rewriting Objectivism while continuing to use the label, I agree that we would be guilty of dishonesty.
Moreover, I now propose to frighten the horses. I am going to state that I agree with Leonard Peikoff that Objectivism is a "closed" system.
I agree with Leonard Peikoff that Objectivism is a closed system.
There. I stated it, just as I said I would.
But before you reach for the smelling salts, dear reader—or after, if you prefer—consider Peikoff's remark in its totality:
In his last paragraph, Kelley states that Ayn Rand's philosophy, though magnificent, 'is not a closed system.' Yes, it is. Philosophy, as Ayn Rand often observed, deals only with the kinds of issues available to men in any era; it does not change with the growth of human knowledge, since it is the base and precondition of that growth. Every philosophy, by the nature of the subject, is immutable. New implications, applications, integrations can always be discovered; but the essence of the system—its fundamental principles and their consequences in every branch—is laid down once and for all by the philosophy's author.
I agree with that claim. (This is not to say, to anticipate one objection immediately, that one can't call oneself, for instance, "Aristotelian" and disagree with Aristotle on some points. "Aristotelian" is a much more generic term than "Objectivist." Aristotle didn't produce an equivalent of "Objectivism.") The reason I agree is what I infer from Peikoff's qualification of "closed system": "New implications, applications, integrations can always be discovered; but the essence of the system—its fundamental principles and their consequences in every branch—is laid down once and for all by the philosophy's author." What I infer from this is that it is the fundamentals that are "closed" while their application remains open. Thus, at minimum, I would assume we are expected to treat reality, reason, rational egoism, freedom, capitalism and romantic realism as "closed" if we want to call ourselves "Objectivists" (and if we didn't accept these things why would we want to call ourselves "Objectivists"?), while remaining at liberty to discover "new implications, applications and integrations" thereof. I have no problem with this approach whatsoever, and I would defy anyone to find anything in the writings of SOLOists that tries to "rewrite" these fundamentals.
A huge problem arises, of course, because this is not actually the policy that Peikoff and the Ayn Rand Institute have practised in reality. The effect of the article, "Fact and Value," from which the above quotation is extracted, is to scare the bejeesus out of anyone who might be tempted to engage in original thought and actually come up with some "new implications, applications and integrations." What Peikovians really mean by "closed"—as opposed to what Peikoff says he means, above—is that it's the whole kit and kaboodle or it's nothing. "Objectivism" is simply everything Ayn Rand wrote; nothing more, nothing less. When challenged about some of her sillier utterances, such as those about a woman in the White House, they will grudgingly concede that "that's not part of Objectivism," but to make such a concession causes their hair to fall out. And having made it, they go right on behaving as though Objectivism were whatever Ayn Rand said, period.
Take, for instance, their treatment of Sciabarra. As a scholar of intellectual history, Sciabarra has concluded that Rand was a dialectician, in the same sense that he says Aristotle was ... someone who grasped the importance of both logic and context and treated the acquisition of knowledge as a dynamic, ongoing exercise in the discovery of (among other things) the interconnectedness of things. To say that Rand was a dialectician in this sense is a far cry from claiming that she was a Hegelian who believed that the world is moving inexorably, by a process of thesis-antithesis-synthesis, toward fulfillment of the Absolute, or a Marxist who believed that the world is moving inexorably by the same process toward a classless Utopia. Yet that is what the ARI have accused Sciabarra of claiming. Instead of pausing to ask, "Might this guy be on to something here?"; instead of acknowledging that by "dialectics" Sciabarra means a tool of reasoning which might thus qualify as a hitherto unappreciated "application" of Objectivist epistemology ... they misrepresent and denounce him, sight unseen. "Dialectics" = Hegel and Marx = evil = end of story.
It is precisely because of this mindset that the Peikovians have not come up with one single new "implication, application or integration" of Objectivist principles since Ayn Rand died. They're all too damn scared even to try, lest they be denounced, excommunicated and shunned.
Now it's true of course that Sciabarra is not an Objectivist. (It's also true that I've always realised this. A couple of years back, when SOLO was merely a gleam in my eye, I was discussing the concept of it with Sciabarra. He said he might be interested in participating. I said, "No, no, Chris—it's for Objectivists.") But the reason he is not an Objectivist is not that he argues that Rand was a dialectician. It's because he writes sentences such as, "In a dialectical approach, the aspects of a totality are understood systemically—that is, according to their spatial, or synchronic, interconnections—and dynamically—that is, according to their temporal, or diachronic, interconnections." No self-respecting Objectivist, even one in academia, would write a sentence like that, any more than he would own a yapping dog, ride a bicycle, listen to jazz or abstain from alcohol. Sciabarra does all of these things, and so is clearly beyond the pale. But let us get our reasons for excommunicating him right!
Latterly—seriously, now—Sciabarra has been the one to bring to fruition one of SOLO's inaugural ambitions: to drag Objectivist homophobia out of the closet, in his sterling five-part series, "Objectivism and Homosexuality." This was a long-overdue enterprise, something that the breakaway TOC should have done but was, typically, too timorous to do. Many of the Objectivists who offered their testimonies to Chris were ARIans, who, afraid still of the consequences of coming out, testified anonymously. Rand's view was that homosexuality was "disgusting." Is that part of Objectivism? Push the Peikovians on the subject and they will, again grudgingly, concede that it is not. Yet not one of them has ever dared to say so of his own initiative. Rather than come out and say that Rand's attitude was not only not part of Objectivism but also utterly irrational, the Peikovians' true attitude remains that, at best, homosexuality is a sign of something having gone horribly wrong—one ought not to be condemned for it any longer, but rather, pitied. (The fact that people who are themselves in the closet spout this condescending rubbish is especially reprehensible.) Sciabarra's series could have been an opportunity for the ARI to redeem itself, for those heading the orthodoxy to say, "Thank you! We needed that." But no ... this was new, and it was not what Ayn Rand said. Worse, it contradicted what Ayn Rand said.
Was it, however, a "rewriting" of Objectivist fundamentals? Most assuredly not!
Interestingly, Peikoff has never himself attempted to lay down formally what he considers fundamental and what he considers optional in Objectivism. This leaves him free, of course, to denounce anyone he likes for any reasons he chooses—if the line to be crossed is only in Peikoff's mind, how can one know that one has crossed it? Safest thing is simply to go along with everything! For instance, don't say the words, "Nathaniel Branden." If Ayn Rand herself said the words "Nathaniel" or "Barbara" on tape, edit them out. You've heard of "Don't mention the war"? Well, don't mention The Affair. Don't stop there. Agree that Beethoven had a malevolent sense of life. Go on, do it! Think of this as a test of your faith, Objectivism's equivalent of Tertullian's, "I believe it because it's absurd." Write a scathing denunciation of The Ninth as the torrent of malevolence it so clearly isn't. Go on, you can do it! More to the point, you'd better do it ...
(Ahem. Perhaps I am getting carried away here. I seem to remember one of those question-and-answer sessions where Lenny kindly let Beethoven off the hook. Phew!)
For the record, let me say that I would regard disagreement with Ayn Rand on any of the following as a breach of fundamentals that would disqualify the dissenter from calling himself an Objectivist. I don't claim, however, that this list is definitive or exhaustive:
 
	The reality of reality.


	The primacy of existence.


	The axiomatic status of existence, identity and consciousness.


	The laws of identity and causality.


	The validity of the senses.


	The efficacy of reason, including logic and concept-formation.


	Objectivity as opposed to intrinsicism or subjectivism, rationalism or empiricism.


	The reality of free will (the choice to focus and think).


	Freedom as an imperative of man's nature; the prohibition of the initiation of force.


	Individualism and rational self-interest as the appropriate ethics for man (entailing the repudiation of the traditional ethics of self-sacrifice).


	Capitalism/limited constitutional government as man's appropriate economic/political system.


	Art as a requirement of man's existence and Romantic Realism as his appropriate kind of art.



Now, you won't find SOLOists denying any of these things, though you may find some "chewing" of some of them, the last two in particular. (Of course, you will find folk on SOLOHQ denying, or challenging them—that's because there's an open forum there where non- and anti-Objectivists can come and take us on. Perish the thought that we should engage those who don't agree with us!)
SOLO does not seek to "rewrite Objectivism." It does seek to change the culture of Objectivism that the ARI has imposed for too long now. Nietzsche said that one must forgive a philosopher his [her] first generation of disciples. It's hard to forgive the ARI for its bullying, its intimidation, its malevolence, its dishonesty, its blackballing of Titans like Sciabarra and Machan and Kelley and Walsh and Reisman, its cultivation of subservience and mediocrity; perhaps, instead, one should remind oneself of the positive side to ARI ... and move on, to create something better entirely. To paraphrase SOLO's Credo:
"We want to help Objectivism become the living, breathing, growing, vibrant, reality-orientated, life-affirming phenomenon that it really is."
The Collapse of the Anti-Mind
[SOLO, 23 April 2002 and The Free Radical, Issues 32, September/October 1998 and 52, June/July 2002]
“The cameras flashed and clicked. People stood on tiptoe to get a better look over the crowd. It was the last World Philosophy Congress of the 20th century, and some of the most important philosophers were on-stage Wednesday evening in the ballroom of the Marriott Hotel: Willard Van Orman Quine, Peter Strawson and Donald Davidson. You might have thought that Plato and Socrates and Aristotle themselves had assembled for a symposium. When the cameras finally stopped flashing, the philosophers blinked and trained their thoughts on a single question: 'What have we learned from philosophy in the 20th century?'
“The air fairly crackled with anticipation. Quick-witted Mr. Quine, a 90-year-old Harvard philosopher who is the premier 20th-century proponent of naturalism, the view that philosophy is a part of science, went first. 'I should have thought up an answer to that one,' he said. 'I'm going to have to pass.' Everyone laughed, but he wasn't kidding."
– Extract from "At the End of a Century of Philosophising, the Answer is, Don't Ask," by Sarah Boxer, New York Times, Arts & Ideas section, 15 August 1998.
20th century philosophy couldn't have a more fitting epitaph than this—the noblest intellectual enterprise of all, the love and pursuit of wisdom begun by the ancient Greeks, brazenly reduced to a flickering snigger twenty-five centuries later by one of its latter-day saints and hero of Auckland University's Philosophy Department, Willard Quine. 20th century philosophy is dead, and good riddance to it—to its tortuous, irrelevant linguistic manipulations on the one hand and its mindless emotional ejaculations on the other (and its positing of the two as the only alternatives). Its last gasp is a rebellion of the latter against the former. It's the fad known as post-modernism, which has an eloquent embodiment in the form of a co-columnist of mine in Auckland University's Craccum magazine, Martyn Bradbury. His weekly discharge is titled Bomb's [sic] Away. 
Bradbury observes that we all live in a "post modern" world "where every mode of thinking that claims absolute truth has been deconstructed." He includes Lenin, the Catholic Church and myself (such august company I keep!) in the category of those who claim absolute truth and have been deconstructed, and dismisses us all as "fanatics." 
Now why am I writing about this, you might be wondering at this point, when Jenny and Winston have choked on each other's entrails, the economy is bungy-jumping, etc.? Because Bradbury is right up to a point, and the thing he is right about is what explains Jenny and Winston and just about everything else in this rampantly anti-rational era. It is a post-modern world we inhabit, and one of its characteristics is a disdain, such as Bradbury expresses, for abstract thought of the kind that Communists, Catholics and Objectivists are wont to engage in. The post-modern world is a proudly illiterate, incoherent, range-of-the-moment one—there is no point in pursuing truth in such a world because there is no such thing as truth and to believe otherwise is the hallmark of a fanatic; therefore, dear reader, ask not what philosophy can do for you—suspend judgement, go with the flow, respond to the first stimulus you experience, swim with the squirtings of your glands and the ejaculations of your fellow-zombies, and above all, do it now, without thinking about it—without thinking, period. If you think, there is a danger that you will form a conclusion; if you form a conclusion, there is a danger that you will believe it to be true; if you believe it to be true, there is a danger that you will believe differing conclusions to be false ... and, hey man, in this post-modern world true and false are not cool!
Politics in this post-modern world is thus not a contest of differing ideas as to how society should be structured (or whether it should be structured at all); politics, more than ever, is about who is gratifying his power-lust by what manoeuvres at whose expense and with whose support. Hence Winston and Jenny. Journalism in this post-modern world faithfully and gleefully reports these goings-on and is dutifully bereft of any semblance of integration of them into some kind of conceptual coherence. Hence TV News and the page two columnists in the NZ Herald. 
The problem with this post-modernism is that it's riddled with what Ayn Rand called stolen concepts (all of them as old as the hills, in actual fact—post-modernism is really both modern and pre-modern). "There is no truth"—stated as a truth. "Certainty is impossible"—stated with certainty. "Anyone who thinks he's right is a fanatic"—stated by someone who thinks he's right. Etc.
In truth, dissembling by the likes of Quine and Bradbury notwithstanding, we cannot avoid forming conclusions about the world we inhabit; we cannot avoid philosophy in spite of the best efforts of the philosophers to disintegrate it. Creating a better world is not a matter of avoiding or evading philosophy—it is a matter of getting it right. 
Even Mr Bradbury, having pretended to eschew philosophy for a couple of post-modernly-mangled paragraphs, repairs to it—a grotesque (Marxist) type of it—in the remainder of his column, railing against consumer products, the Bussiness (sic) Roundtable, Libertarianz, work, profit, and whatever/whoever else causes his glands to squirt. In the case of the Business Roundtable, as it happens, there is good reason to criticise them, as I have criticised them in this magazine: they have landed us, contrary to their rhetoric, with more taxes and regulations and restrictions on individual freedom than we've ever seen, and preached the same sort of subordination of the individual to "society" that excites Mr Bradbury's glands. For him to attack the Roundtable is to attack one of his own collectivist allies. But to identify that fact requires precisely the kind of conceptual integration that Mr Bradbury disdains. It requires effort, and why bother with effort when you can just respond to your glands ("That's the way I see it, that's the way I'm gonna call it")? 
As the above venerable occasion wore on, so the New York Times reports, Mr Quine was given a second chance. Had he thought of something insightful while his colleagues were opining? He replied, "I really have nothing to add." We should be thankful for that. Now we can restore philosophy to its former glory, and begin the Third Millennium by repairing to the magnificent spirit that animated the Greeks—before the first one! 
The Age of Crap
[Speech delivered at FSB Financial Services seminar, 12 November 2002. Published in The Free Radical, Issue 55, March/April 2003 and on SOLO, 24 April 2003]
I note with some gratification that I've been billed for this talk as a "philosopher." I'm not a philosopher by training or profession, of course—I have become an amateur philosopher thanks to being a broadcaster by training and profession. A broadcaster, particularly in the realm in which I specialised—political interviewing—must listen to all opinions, test them, and refrain from expressing his own, at least while on air. That doesn't mean he won't have his own opinions, or form them over time. I certainly did that, to the point where I run my own magazine in my spare time dedicated to the spreading of my philosophy even while retaining a day job reporting out of parliament on the philosophies and doings of politicians. 
I made headlines some ten years ago by walking out of Television New Zealand pronouncing its news and current affairs coverage "braindead." I meant that then and I would mean it now. But I'm also very conscious that society at large has become so braindead that I hesitate even to use a word like "philosophy" for fear that no one knows what it means any more. I'm sure I could safely except present company, but just in case, let's be clear that a "philosophy" is an overview of life. Your philosophy—and you have one whether you know it or not—is your view of existence, your place in it, how you should behave, what constitutes good and evil, whether there's a life after this one, and so on. Philosophy deals with the big picture; specific philosophies, like the Christian philosophy, the existentialist philosophy, the Objectivist philosophy to which I subscribe, give specific answers to big picture questions—or, in some cases, tell you that no answers are possible. 
But I say to all those whose eyes glaze over when the word is mentioned, you're all philosophers, actually. You all have a view on these big picture matters, even if it's not clear to you what it is, even if you've absorbed it by osmosis from the person sitting next you who's absorbed it from the person sitting next to him. Passive philosophers you may be, but philosophers nonetheless. So your eyes shouldn't glaze over because these are life and death matters, and you do have a view on them. 
The reason philosophy has a bad name is—bad philosophies, bad philosophers. Philosophers who've turned philosophy into an academic parlour game where pointy-headed losers sit around and analyse the meaning of "The cat sat on the mat." Philosophers who say quite openly that philosophy is irrelevant to living and even inimical to it. You might think this is just a modern thing, but the original Sophists in Ancient Greece started it off two and half thousand years ago. Nothing exists, they said. If anything did exist, you couldn't know it. If something did exist and you could know it, you couldn't communicate it. How's that for a helpful philosophy? It's possible those things were said tongue-in-cheek, but they came to be taken seriously. In the 18th century David Hume said we had no right to assume the sun would rise tomorrow just because it rose this morning. He figured we couldn't know anything, too, and we couldn't figure out right from wrong with any objectivity. He realised no one could live on this basis, and famously remarked that when his own conclusions got him down he would repair to the pub to drink ale with friends. 
Then came the big villain of the piece, Immanuel Kant, who experienced nothing of the real world, never drank, never left the little village in which he was brought up—just sat in his study for years on end writing nonsense. He said we could know stuff if there weren't filters in our brain distorting the real nature of everything we perceive. What we perceive is not the real thing, but the thing as we perceive it. The real thing is tucked away in another dimension—the noumenal dimension—where we can never get at it; the thing as we perceive it belongs here in the phenomenal dimension, and that's enough to be getting by on, just so long as we don't kid ourselves that it's the real thing. Kant is the father of that revolting bromide that is the scourge of our age, the source of political spin-doctory and every other form of shysterism—perception is reality, perception is everything. It's very common in touchy-feely New Age motivational tapes that people like financial advisers listen to, so I may be treading on some toes here, but that's never stopped me in the past. I often refer to this as The Age of Crap, and the essence of the crap lies in that phrase, "perception is everything"—the implication being that reality is nothing—and Kant is its philosophical father; though in fairness to him, he too would probably be horrified by it. 
The point I'm really concerned to make at this juncture is that philosophy is important. More than important. It's fundamental. 
And the good news is—in spite of all the crap, there is now out there a philosophy that, unlike the others, is meant to be practised, that deals with the real world, and is not dull or out of reach. I'll make a few remarks about it at the end of this presentation—but first, a few observations as to how I got to it. 
The philosophy I refer to, you see, is, among other things, a philosophy of freedom. It's a philosophy that says there is a reality, that you have a brain with which to perceive it and reason about it and form conclusions as to what you should do and how you should act—and you should be free so to act. In P. J. O'Rourke's words, "There is only one basic right, the right to do as you damn well please." The only constraint of course, is that we recognise that same right in others and refrain from interfering with it. 
What I became painfully aware of, over a period of many years as a television interviewer, is that government as we know it is a monumental scam, a con job, a racket, no different from the Mafia except that it's legal. We are governed by those who steal your money in order to live off it themselves, to give it to those who vote for them, and to make laws taking away your right to do as you damn well please. The only thing that differentiates the parties is the extent to which they would steal from you, whom they would give the loot to, and in what precise ways they would order you about. 
Now, of course, this is hardly an original discovery of mine. Voltaire tumbled to it, when he said, "In general, the art of government consists in taking as much money as possible from one part of the citizens to give to the other." H. L. Mencken tumbled to it when he said, "An election is an advance auction of stolen goods." Ronald Reagan identified it when he said, "Government's view of the economy could be summed up in a few short phrases: If it moves, tax it. If it keeps moving, regulate it. And if it stops moving, subsidize it." Pericles warned of it 400 years BC when he said, "Just because you do not take an interest in politics doesn't mean politics won't take an interest in you." Mark Twain recognised it when he said, "No man's life, liberty, or property are safe while the congress is in session." And, "There is no distinctly native American criminal class save Congress." Ronald Reagan again: "The government is like a baby's alimentary canal, with a happy appetite at one end and no responsibility at the other." PJ O'Rourke again: "Giving money and power to government is like giving whiskey and car keys to teenage boys." Frédéric Bastiat: "Government is the great fiction, through which everybody endeavours to live at the expense of everybody else." All of these wise men and countless more saw through the confidence trick that is government as we know it. I saw it through years of rubbing shoulders with politicians of all parties. Were the results not so catastrophic, one could join Will Rogers in saying, "I don't make jokes. I just watch the government and report the facts." 
The facts have not been funny. A random sampling of the facts in my adult lifetime: 
 
	A tax department so vicious in its legalised theft it has driven victims to suicide. 


	A Resource Management Act under which a farmer was fined $25,000 for converting an unsightly bog into a duck pond on his own property; under which thousands of property owners have effectively had their property confiscated by the state in its local body guise. 


	The same Resource Management Act under which taxpayer money is used to placate witch-doctors who proclaim the presence of Taniwha and other ghosts; and to fund the air-travel of witch-doctors sent to bless some frogs or remove ghosts from embassies.  (There's your "perception is everything" writ large.) 


	Thousands of people fined or jailed for ingesting a substance—cannabis—of which the government disapproves. 


	The forbidding of office sweepstakes where the prize is more than $50. 


	A ban on the magazine Cigar Aficionado. Notwithstanding that our Bill of Rights guarantees freedom of publication, the government of Jenny Shipley upheld the banning of any magazine that promotes tobacco—a legal product. 


	A Prime Ministerial push to pass legislation that would jail journalists for getting their facts wrong.


	An increase in the rate of extortion from those who have the temerity to make a success of their lives for the sake of those who sole purpose in life is to breed at the expense of others. These bludgers will vote for whichever party promises them more of other people's money. As George Bernard Shaw said, "A government which robs Peter to pay Paul can always depend on the support of Paul." At the current rate of bludging and breeding, this guarantees us now a Labour Government in perpetuity. 


	The criminal prosecution of people who use a firearm in protection of their own lives and property; and, until recently, a lenient approach to the trespassers. This is to be expected, since government as we know it is based on theft. 


	The ongoing use of Other People's Money to fund an education system where kids are taught, not how to think but what to think—the Politically Correct government line on questions of race, gender, the Treaty of Waitangi, etc.; an education system from which kids emerge, according to some potential employers' accounts, unable even to read bus timetables; an education system in which kids learn to be embarrassed to excel because it's "uncool." 


	The ongoing use of Other People's Money, in this Age of Crap, to fund so-called "art" of which government flunkeys approve, such as the $200,000 Te Papa paid for a plank of wood and a couple of apples.



And so on. I could go on for some time. The point is, it's all a big scam. They screw you and insist that you pay them to do it. They make you pay them to boss you about and build monuments to themselves. They—usually unable to run their own lives—claim the right to run yours: at your expense. In my time, governments have come and governments have gone, but the scam has never altered. How do they get away with it? Well, that's the niftiest part of the scam—a clever little semantic obfuscation of the difference between freedom and democracy. Freedom—your right to do as you damn well please—is the same as democracy—majority rule, according to this obfuscation. The hell it is. In our time, democracy is the means by which freedom is being taken away. People are conditioned to think anything is permissible—if it's been voted for. 
Now a moment's reflection will tell you how moronic and dangerous this notion is. You would regard it as outrageous if I suggested that we take a vote on whether one person here tonight be eaten by the rest of us and that, if we voted yes, we then vote on who that person should be. You know, in your heart of hearts, that someone's right to life is beyond the vote and the whim of majorities. Equally, if I suggested we vote on this proposition—that a portion of the money of the wallets in some of the people here be removed and placed in the wallets of the rest of us—that we then vote on who should surrender their money and who should receive it—you would, I trust, be outraged, especially if I suggested that a substantial slice of the stolen money be creamed off by me as the person running the process. You would, I trust, scream your heads off that this was wrong, no matter how many people voted for it. 
Yet this is exactly what we do at election time. Who's going to steal your money, live off some of it and give the rest to bludgers who voted for them? Labour, ACT, National, New Zealand First ... at the end of the day, what difference does it make? Variations on a theme. As James Bovard, chronicler of the erosion of liberty in the United States, has observed, "Democracy is two wolves and a sheep voting on what to have for dinner." 
This is the scam I woke up to after years of rubbing shoulders with politicians. 
What, then, is the answer? 
Well, this is where "philosophy" comes into it. To be sure of your ground—and to get off the ground—you need to be able to demonstrate why freedom is preferable to tyranny. You need to draw on the ample experience of history and refine that experience into a coherent argument as to why freedom, not dictatorship—whether it be the dictatorship of one man or a majority of men—is man's proper estate. When you've mastered the arguments, go forth and do battle—to the extent that you enjoy it and won't be martyred by it. Protest when you encounter bureaucratic bossyboots and busybodies; write letters to the editor, join the one party that stands to smash the racket, Libertarianz. Conduct as much of your life as you can "under the table," proud in the knowledge that human transactions should be between consenting adults in private, free of the coercive interference of Nanny State. Remember at all times that your life is your own, and no one has the right to dictate to you how you shall live it. Enjoy your life, knowing that that's the biggest sin in Nanny State's book. Find out what makes you happy and, as long as it doesn't harm anyone else, go for it. In this respect, I stress, find out what makes you happy, not what others say makes them happy. If you're like me it may not take much—you may not need a lot of money, flash cars, mansions and yachts, though all these are admirable achievements on the part of those who create and earn them. Use your crowning glory, your sovereign, rational mind, to find out what makes you happy, and, so long as it's not bad for your life and doesn't violate the rights of others, go after it, greedily. 
If you want spiritual fuel to help you in your journey, I would recommend my magazine, The Free Radical, the works of Ayn Rand and her philosophy of Objectivism, my organisation SOLO—Sense of Life Objectivists—and to remember at all times the words of Shakespeare: "This above all: to thine own self be true, And it must follow, as the night the day, Thou canst not then be false to any man." 
Kant Can't
[The Free Radical, Issue 17, February/March 1996 and SOLO, 22 March 2004]
One of Ayn Rand's great insights into the conflicts among philosophers through the centuries was that they were usually false—the alleged adversaries, under her withering glare, were exposed as two sides of the same coin, sharing the same underlying flaws. 
I am reminded of this whenever I hear Dennis Dutton, distinguished lecturer in the philosophy of aesthetics and scourge of post-modern excrement-purveyors, heaping praise on Immanuel Kant. The post-moderns deny the existence of an external reality independent of human consciousness and assert that we construct our own. That's the basis of their excrement. Well, Kant, the single most influential philosopher of modern times, said pretty much the same thing, if one is to make any sense at all of his convoluted mumbo-jumbo! He didn't deny the existence of an external reality, exactly; he relocated it to a realm inaccessible to our senses. What we do perceive, he claimed, is not what's really real—which belongs in the noumenal realm—but is a subjective construct of our organs of consciousness which operate in the phenomenal world. If that didn't pave the way for the post-moderns, whatever their stated attitude to Kant, I don't know what did.
If one can identify a real conflict through the history of philosophy—though it too is fraught with mis-alignments, exceptions, ironies—it is the conflict between Plato and Aristotle. This conflict has been fought on three fronts: (1) is there a reality independent of us?; (2) if so, can we have knowledge of it, and by what means?; (3) given what we know, how should we behave?
Plato taught that true reality resides in the World of Forms, the true, perfect versions of everything we see, in mirage form only, here on earth. He believed that a chosen few could have knowledge of this World through recollection of their pre-birth residence therein. These chosen few, he added, should be the ones who govern the rest of us.
Aristotle taught that the true reality is the one we perceive, reason is the means by which we grasp it, and each of us should use his reason in pursuit of his own life and happiness.
Plato won.
Through such disciples as Plotinus and Augustine, Plato was grafted onto Christianity. The result was the Dark Ages. The things of this world—especially its carnal pleasures—were shunned and despised. Self-mutilation and torture were the Dark Ages' growth industries. Men took religion seriously.
Then, after many centuries, Aristotle was rediscovered and unleashed by an unwitting Thomas Aquinas into what Leonard Peikoff has called "that desert of crosses and gallows." Aquinas, though a conscientious Catholic, retrieved reason from its lowly status as faith's handmaiden, and paved the way for the Renaissance and the Enlightenment. 
But still the philosophers would tie themselves in knots. Even the Aristotelians couldn't come up with a solution to the so-called problem of universals, and thence, a viable theory of knowledge. Nor, as a consequence, could they identify an objective basis for ethics. Then along came the afore-mentioned Kant, with a more sophisticated Platonism than Plato's. What he called his "Copernican revolution" in epistemology posited that our knowledge doesn't conform to objects; rather, the objects conform to our way of knowing them. We know them as they appear to us in the phenomenal dimension; we cannot know them as they really are, as "things-in-themselves" in the noumenal dimension. Nonetheless, he claimed, the noumenal dimension does communicate certain truths to us, ineffably and irresistibly, such as the existence of God and of free will and the necessity to treat individuals as ends in themselves (on which  basis was a flimsy case for political freedom made. Kant's "free will," moreover, was severely compromised by his typically Christian view that man was "radically evil" and could only be sure he was doing good if he removed every last vestige of personal inclination from his actions!). 
Kant's stated objective was to save religion from science by rendering unto each its due. In fact, by comprehensively severing reality from knowledge, fact from value, Kant contributed significantly to philosophy's contemporary collapse into wanton subjectivism and nihilism.
Fortunately, help is at hand. A new, improved Aristotle is poised to stage a rescue mission. The philosophy of Objectivism is Aristotle without the taint of Plato.
As before in history, there is no guarantee that Aristotle—in this fully self-consistent incarnation—will prevail. The duel goes on. Men have free will. But at last, reason—and with it, freedom—has a viable grounding.
Which Kant can't give it.
Rousseau And Kant—Partners In Crime
[SOLO, 28 December 2004 and The Free Radical, Issue 66, April/May 2005]
"Kant is the most evil man in mankind's history."
That startling statement by Ayn Rand about someone who sometimes spoke like a classical liberal, and who to this day on this forum is hailed as a "proto-Objectivist" and "Enlightenment hero" by a supporter of Rand, has delighted her enemies for its seeming outlandishness, and perplexed not a few of her admirers. Orthodox Randroids parrot the claim unthinkingly, as is their wont; rational Objectivists not averse to critical thinking are prepared to subject it to scrutiny. Some perhaps too readily assume that she said it in the heat of a moment as heated as only a heated Randian moment can be. Lest anyone be in any doubt that she meant it, consider the words that preceded it:
"I've chosen a special mission of my own. I'm after a man whom I want to destroy. He died 167 years ago, but until the last trace of him is wiped out of men's minds, we will not have a decent world to live in. What man? Immanuel Kant. … You will find that on every fundamental issue, Kant's philosophy is the exact opposite of Objectivism. You may also find it hard to believe that anyone could advocate the things Kant is advocating. … Do not seek to escape the subject by thinking, 'Oh, Kant didn't mean it!' He did! Dr. Peikoff's essay ['Kant And Self-Sacrifice'] will help you to understand more fully why I say that no matter how diluted or disguised, one drop of this kind of intellectual poison is too much for a culture to absorb with impunity—that the latest depredations of some Washington ward-heelers are nothing compared to a destroyer of this kind—that Kant is the most evil man in mankind's history." [Emphasis mine.] 
That of which all trace must be wiped out is, of course, the idea that the reality we perceive is not the real one, which is forever concealed from us—while at the same time we must act with dutiful obedience to commandments that we somehow know emanate from the real reality; we must never act out of personal inclination, and the best way to be sure we don't act out of personal inclination is to act out of personal disinclination.
What is so bad about this, that it should trump the advocacy of mass murder or erection of concentration camps in the most-evil-man-in-history stakes? According to Rand, that it leads to mass murder and concentration camps, of course.
Two things are problematic here. First, such a judgement assumes a deterministic link between one man's ideas and the acceptance and actioning of those ideas by other men. It exonerates the latter—or at least attenuates the blame that is their due—while excessively demonising the former, as if to say: "Hitler couldn't help it. Once Kant's ideas were unleashed into the mainstream, Hitler was inevitable. It was all Kant's fault." Well, no one was forced—by Kant at least—to accept Kant's ideas. Are we to treat those who did accept them (whether realising from whom they came or not), and put them into practice, as helpless, blameless automatons? Now that wouldn't be very Objectivist, would it? 
Second, the judgement assumes that such an outcome was what Kant desired. It wasn't. As far as we can tell, in his epistemology he thought he was reconciling empiricism and rationalism–assuredly a more benign project than laying the foundation for concentration camps. In his ethics he thought he was offering a prescription for universal peace (though it's also true that he believed that much violent sacrifice in war, out of duty, would be necessary to attain such a state). So the question is, regardless of his purportedly benign intent, is there still some reason we are entitled to say that he was actually rotten, to the point of being the most rotten man ever? 
Certainly, Rand doesn't shrink from such a pronouncement:
“The widespread fear and/or resentment of morality—the feeling that morality is an enemy, a musty realm of suffering and senseless boredom—is not the product of mystic, ascetic or Christian codes as such, but a monument to the ugliest repository of hatred for life, man and reason: the soul of Immanuel Kant.” 
Now we get a crucial clue as to what Rand considered it took to be adjudged "the most evil person in mankind's history"—and why she could bestow that award on someone who never murdered, never stole, never coerced, never defrauded (in fact specifically forbade such things as being contrary to his universifiability principle). For her, that dishonour is synonymous with, or at minimum subsumes, the ugliest soul in history—as evidenced by his "hatred for life, man and reason"; it relates to what she inferred was going on inside Kant's head and heart, something so bad that no amount of talk about peace and harmony, no accidental cross-over into liberalism, could camouflage or redeem it. 
To be sure, a devout religionist who attributes to man a "radical, innate evil" is likely to harbour an ugly soul, especially when his own antidote culminates in something like this:
“It is a duty to preserve one's life, and moreover everyone has a direct inclination to do so. But for that reason the often anxious care which most men take of it has no intrinsic worth, and the maxim of doing so has no moral import. They preserve their lives according to duty, but not from duty. But if adversities and hopeless sorrow completely take away the relish for life, if an unfortunate man, strong in soul, is indignant rather than despondent or dejected over his fate and wished for death, and yet preserves his life without loving it and from neither inclination nor fear but from duty—then his maxim has a moral import.”
This is indeed revolting, and suggests a singular nastiness on the part of its proponent. To say, however, that he is the most evil person in history requires one to spell out all one's criteria, and the extent to which those criteria take in thought, deed, motive and consequence, the extent to which "psychologising" is permissible, etc.—and then to compare him with other contenders. Rand never did that.
In any event, my present purpose is not to undertake that exercise, which I believe to be pointless and incapable of resolution, but to concur with Rand to this extent—that we are fully entitled to treat Kant's teachings as essentially and seminally vicious irrespective of comparisons—and then to throw the spotlight on an idol of Kant whose teachings were uniformly vicious and whom we may regard as being right up there in the history's villains stakes. I refer, of course, to Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1712-1778). We may see him as Kant's inspiration and partner-in-crime.
Rousseau eschewed conventional morality and replaced it with amoralism in his personal life. He was a liar, a cheat, and a whim-worshipper writ large. He once stole a ribbon from his then-patroness and allowed a maid to take the blame and be punished. When a friend with whom he was taking a walk had an epileptic fit, he took advantage of the crowd which then gathered to abandon his friend and disappear from the scene. In his writings he glorified as irreducible and admirable primaries the impulses of the "Noble Savage" to whose way of life humanity ought to repair—at least to the extent feasible given the enormity of humanity's backsliding from its original "noble savagery."
According to Rousseau, the rot set in when man began to reason instead of listening to his heart. Reason enabled man to produce more than was needed for his bare survival, giving rise to such corruptions as science and the arts, and that woeful monstrosity, the printing press. Worse, reason spawned the notion of that ultimate abomination, private property: "The first man who, having enclosed a piece of land, bethought himself of saying, 'This is mine,' and found people simple enough to believe him, was the real founder of civil society." Salvation lay in forcibly overthrowing the existing order and abandoning the civilisation that reason had wrought. People en masse should repair to their passions–raw, unbridled, unchecked, unexamined—only the collective had the right to tame them. All people should participate in the selection of rulers, but once those rulers were elected their authority should be untrammelled—a mark of the Noble Savage was his attunement and obedience to the "general will" as embodied in the chosen rulers. A crucial task of the rulers was to enforce religious belief, whose truth would be apparent in the hearts of men once the barrier of reason had been removed. Those who dissented should be exiled or executed:
“While the state can compel no one to believe, it can banish, not for impiety, but as an anti-social being, incapable of truly loving the laws and justice, and of sacrificing, his life to his duty. [Unsurprisingly, a picture of Rousseau hung in Kant's study, directly above his desk]. If, after having publicly recognised these dogmas, a person acts as if he does not believe them, he should be put to death.” 
Rousseau's antipode, Voltaire, ridiculed him thus:
“I have received your new book against the human race, and thank you for it. Never was such a cleverness used in the design of making us all stupid. One longs, in reading your book, to walk on all fours. But as I have lost that habit for more than sixty years, I feel unhappily the impossibility of resuming it. Nor can I embark in search of the savages in Canada, because the maladies to which I am condemned render a European surgeon necessary to me; because war is going on in those regions; and because the example of our actions has made the savages nearly as bad as ourselves.” 
While one has to dig a little to trace the influence of Kant on subsequent history, in Rousseau one sees it directly, right on the surface. He was the hero of Robespierre, perpetrator of the Reign of Terror just a few years after Rousseau's death. He was the pin-up boy of later French intellectuals who in turn influenced the likes of Pol Pot, whose "killing fields" were in part a giant agrarian mortuary for intellectuals banished to the countryside in a murderous orgy of anti-reason. As Bryan Magee observed:
“With Rousseau the individual has no rights at all to deviate from the general will, so this democracy is compatible with a complete absence of personal freedom. Here was the first formulation in Western philosophy of some of the basic ideas underlying the great totalitarian movements of the 20th century, Communism and Fascism—which likewise claimed to represent the people, and to have mass support, and even to be democratic, while denying individual rights; and which also allotted a key role to charismatic leaders; and which waged both hot and cold war against the Anglo-Saxon democracies who based themselves on Lockean principles.”
Magee might have added to Communism and Fascism the modern Green movement, whose democratic/totalitarian Gaia-worship and anti-industrial Back-to-Nature-ism could hardly replicate Rousseau more exactly.
For Rousseau, passion trumps reason and ought to be indulged blindly. For Objectivism, and Enlightenment thought generally, passion is born of reason, reason informs passion; passion is reason's expression, fulfilment and reward. Objectivists looking to promote a renaissance of Enlightenment values may legitimately identify Kant's teachings as pernicious; let us not, however, overlook the influence of his partner-in-crime, Rousseau. 
For a much fuller account of the influence of both Rousseau and Kant, the reader is referred to Stephen Hicks' illuminating, thought-provoking and generally excellent work, Explaining Postmodernism—Skepticism and Socialism from Rousseau to Foucault.
Flirting with Friedrich
[The Free Radical, Issue 6, October 1994 and SOLO, 15 March 2004]
"Be Thou Thyself, that which thou art!" 
Thus speaks Zarathustra, Friedrich Nietzsche's symbolic personification of his own philosophy. "One must learn to love oneself with a wholesome and healthy love, so that one can bear to be with oneself and need not roam."
What free spirit wouldn't be tempted by Friedrich—and his dancing, laughing, mocking, free-thinking Zarathustra? A flirtation with Friedrich seems, at first glance, like a summons to greatness, a taunting invitation to fly away from the dank dance-floors of church hall and nightclub, and swirl feverishly to new disco by old Dionysus. A dazzling, daring pas de seul will defy you to conquer it. From frenzied heights, Friedrich will bid you look down on the plodding folk-dancers you have left behind. In the majestic madness it will often seem that you have mastered his mayhem and are in tune with it. But when Dionysus is spent and respite comes, you will see that Friedrich has deceived you. Not his routine, but his costume has captivated you; and on closer inspection you will see that it is simply the plodders' uniform turned inside out. When the moment of seduction is nigh, more in sorrow than in anger, you will speak to him Zarathustra's words, "I part from you; the time is up." But much enchantment and exhilaration will linger, for verily, he woos with tantalising taunts.
Conventional morality, says Nietzsche, is for slaves and shopkeepers, an idiosyncrasy of degenerates. Altruism is its name—sex, lust to rule, and selfishness shall be its antidotes. Christianity is the greatest misfortune of history, a hybrid product of decay and contradiction in which "all the instincts of decadence, all cowardices and wearinesses of the soul find their sanction"; it is a brain-affliction of sick web-spinners and cross-marked spiders. One is not converted to Christianity, one has to be sick enough for it. Immanuel Kant, the saviour of altruism and religion, the "underhand Christian," is a "catastrophic spider," the "most deformed concept-cripple of all time." The state is the coldest of all cold monsters; everything it says is a lie, whatever it has is stolen, even its entrails are false. Democracy is degeneracy. Rousseau, democracy's prophet, is a "miscarriage." Socialists are the voice of the rabble: the all-too-many, the botched and bungled, the superfluous, the dappled and motley, maggots in the bread of life, a bungled, gloomy brood who are always sick; they vomit their gall and call it a newspaper. Public opinions are private lazinesses. A letter is an impolite incursion. "One ought to have one hour in every eight days for receiving letters, and then take a bath." Woman is a mobile stormy film over shallow water; she must obey and find depth for her surface; man, in dealing with woman, should forget not his whip. Poets are unclean; they muddy their waters to make them appear deep.
And so on. Who could fail to be enchanted by this Oscar Wilde of philosophy? And are these not the bons mots of an individualist, a fearless slayer of sacred cows?
In Issue #2 of The Free Radical, I stated my opinion that Nietzsche was not really an advocate of individualism, and therefore not an ally in the fight for freedom. That will be my position in this essay. There is more to individualism than colourful iconoclasm, more to freedom than disdain for the herd. Nietzsche is often accused of providing grist for the mills of fascism and Nazism; certainly, it is not difficult to see how the promoters of these anti-freedom doctrines could, and did, seize upon certain of his utterances and claim him as their in-house philosopher.
To answer the question, 'was Nietzsche an individualist?', it is necessary first of all to remind ourselves what individualism is. It is the doctrine that the individual is an end in himself, not a means to the ends of others; that he is sovereign over his own life, and may be constrained only when he threatens the sovereignty of someone else. It is the view that one should live by one's own judgement and respect the right of others to do the same. It upholds the paramountcy of the individual over the group—it treats the individual and his rights as the starting point in all issues.
Is this what we get in Nietzsche? Hardly!
Nietzsche's unvarying starting point and abiding concern throughout his writings is the human race as a whole. The particular is always despicable, he tells us; it is only in the whole that everything is redeemed. In humanity's case, however, the whole too has become despicable, a sickly, tainted morbidity, made so by Christianity, with its emphasis on the lowly virtues—weakness, humility, pity, equality, etc. "Christianity," he says, "is a rebellion of everything that crawls on the ground against that which has height." It is a denial of the Will to Power that lies at the very heart of life, the urge to dominate that all healthy living things manifest in their highest behaviour. "Christianity has sided with all that is weak and base, with all failures; it has made an ideal of whatever contradicts the instinct of the strong life to preserve itself." What, then, is good? "Everything that heightens the feeling of power in man." What is bad? "Everything that is born of weakness." What is happiness? "The feeling that power is growing, that resistance is overcome. Not contentedness, but more power; not peace, but war; not virtue, but fitness." Man as he is, Nietzsche tells us repeatedly, is something that must be overcome. He must prepare the way for the Overman, attain the virtues of the Lion: "hungry, violent, lonely, godless ... fearless and fear-inspiring." God is dead, and man must become godlike himself. The individual has significance to Nietzsche only as part of an ascending line to this Overman status, or a descending line away from it:
If he represents the ascending line, then his worth is indeed extraordinary—and for the sake of life as a whole, which takes a step farther through him, the care for his preservation and for the creation of the best conditions for him may even be extreme. The single one, the individual … is nothing by himself … he is the whole single line of humanity up to himself. If he represents the descending development, decay, chronic degeneration and sickness … then he has small worth, and the minimum of decency requires that he take away as little as possible from those who have turned out well. He is merely their parasite.
The first principle of his love of man, Nietzsche informs us, is that "the weak and the failures shall perish … and they shall be given every possible assistance."
Not much evidence here of treating the individual as an end in himself. Not even a bracing admonition to shape up or ship out, which a libertarian could endorse. What Nietzsche is saying is—"shape up or be shipped out."
Or stay where you are and do what you are told: 
In a better arrangement of society, hard labour and the troubles of life will be meted out to those who suffer least from them; hence to the most obtuse, and then, step by step up to those who are the most sensitive to the highest and most sublimated kinds of suffering and who thus still suffer when life is made easiest.
Whoa! Can it be that this paragon of individualism is advocating that epitome of collectivism, the caste system, where each individual has a fixed, pre-determined station in life, a pre-assigned group membership, over which he has no say? Indeed it can. The order of castes, we are informed, has the sanction of nature; no modern idea to the contrary has any power over it. In every healthy society, there are in fact three castes: those who rule, the strongest and most spiritual; their right-hand men, the warriors, judges, kings, etc, who see to order and security; and the mediocrity—everybody else—whose only possible kind of happiness is to be "a public utility, a wheel, a function." There is nothing arbitrary in this division, Nietzsche insists: "The order of castes, the order of rank, merely formulates the highest order of life; the separation of the three types is necessary for the preservation of society, to make possible the higher and the highest types. The inequality of rights is the first condition for the existence of any rights at all." Not for this man the Declaration of Independence. Plato's Republic, more like it. (Whatever happened to the depiction of the state as the coldest of all cold monsters, etc? Nietzsche's likely response would be: don't prattle on about inconsistencies to me—I'm not into system-building. Systems are a brain-affliction of sick web-spinners.)
One can see Nietzsche's credentials as an individualist rapidly evaporating. Individuals, in this view, are simply servants of destiny; they should know their role and play it; they should know their place, and stay in it. The self-abasing, self-sacrificing virtues of Christianity that Nietzsche affects to have banished are back—the individual is not an end in himself after all; he is a means to the Overman and His precursors, the "higher" types.  “Mankind in the mass sacrificed to the prosperity of a single, stronger species of man—that would be an advance," Nietzsche cackles. Not for him the flourishing liberalism (classical, not modern) of his time which sees all individuals as free agents able to transcend accidents of birth, sovereign entities who should be left alone to make of life what they will, glorying in the epochal increase in material prosperity and creature comforts that their freedom brings. That sort of freedom Nietzsche regards as a calamitous new version of the old decadences: a view he makes chillingly explicit when he comes to explain his own conception of the term: 
For what is freedom? That one is prepared to sacrifice human beings for one's cause, not excluding oneself. Freedom means that the manly instincts which delight in war and victory dominate over the others, such as pleasure. The human being who has become free—and how much more the spirit who has become free—spits on the contemptible type of well-being dreamed of by shopkeepers, Christians, cows, females, Englishmen and other democrats. The free man is a warrior.
Thus do we have it from the horse's—or, as he would prefer, the Lion's—mouth that altruism, the ethic of sacrifice, is OK after all: just so long as it's the rabble being sacrificed for the elite. ("The plodders' uniform turned inside out.") Nietzsche's problem with Christianity is not altruism, it turns out, just the Christian version of it—the elite being sacrificed for the rabble. If that hasn't got your blond mane standing on end, Nietzsche goes on to claim that, historically, peoples who attained any value worth talking about—
… never attained it under liberal institutions ... Once we have lost all the instincts out of which institutions grow, we lose institutions altogether because we are no longer good enough for them … In order that there may be institutions, there must be a kind of will, instinct or imperative, which is anti-liberal to the point of malice: the will to tradition, to authority, to responsibility for centuries to come, to the solidarity of chains of generations, forward and backward ad infinitum. When this will is present, something like the Roman Empire is founded; or Russia, the only power today which has endurance, which can wait, which can still promise something.
Well, wouldn't you know it?—the closest thing to Friedrich's social ideal in his time is: Tsarist Russia. Feudal, aristocratic, Tsarist Russia, where the meek (the serfs), in spite of Christianity, know their place and stay in it. None of that nonsense about inheriting the earth there! Here in the West, on the other hand, snivelling weaklings that we are, we have lost the instincts that create enduring institutions and succumbed to decadent ones. Why, people are even marrying because they love each other. Impertinent degeneracy! 
Never, absolutely never, can an institution be founded on an idiosyncrasy; one cannot, as I have said, found marriage on love. 
Damn it all, these people should be purged of this balderdash: 
Today, the individual still has to be made whole by being pruned. 
But, confound it: 
The reverse is what happens: the claim for independence, for free development, for laisser aller is pressed most hotly by the very people for whom no reins would be too strict … our modern conception of freedom is one more proof of the degeneration of the instincts.
Is it so far from that to this, from Mussolini: 
And if liberty is to be the attribute of the ideal man, and not of the scarecrow invented by individualistic liberalism, then Fascism is for liberty. It is for the only kind of liberty that is serious—the liberty of the state ... The man of fascism is bound into a tradition and a mission, suppressing the instinct for a life enclosed within the brief round of pleasure in order to restore within duty a higher life free from the limits of time and space.?
Ultimately, to uphold individualism and freedom, one must also uphold reason and free will: the capacity to think, and the capacity to choose to think; for if these be illusory, then individualism and freedom are impossibilities. Ultimately, Nietzsche upholds neither. He explicitly rejects free will ("the foulest of all theologians' artifices") and warns repeatedly of the dangers of over-estimating reason and letting it cloud the instincts. "All that is good is instinct." Reason (he reasons), has a fatal weakness for seeking out facts, and "there are no facts" (he states as a fact), "only interpretations." "Truths are illusions," (he claims as a truth), "about which one has forgotten that that is what they are." (This from the man who despised Kant!) There is no firm reality as such, just a Heraclitian flux of quanta—competing bundles of energy driven by the Will to Power. Human individuals are simply competing bundles of (inherited) quanta, with the strongest—they whose quanta are best in sync—winning.
Human beings, then, are the involuntary custodians of a biological mission. They should not try to determine their fate; rather, to discover and accept it. "Be thou thyself," reduces in the end to: "Love your fate"—Nietzsche's motto.
Is it so far from that to this, from Adolf Hitler, in 1937?: 
However weak the individual may be when compared with the will of Providence, yet at the moment when he acts as Providence would have him act he becomes immeasurably strong. Then there streams down on him that force that has marked all greatness in the world's history. And when I look back on the five years that lie behind us, then I feel I am justified in saying: This has not been the work of man alone.
Did Mussolini and Hitler see themselves as harbingers of the Overman, or even, perhaps, as actual Overmen? Or was this Hegel speaking? Commentators differ about the extent and source of philosophical influences on these two arch-totalitarians, but one thing we do know for certain: Mussolini was an avid reader of Nietzsche, and the Fuehrer, knowing this, gave him a set of Nietzsche's complete works as a gift in 1938.
Let us remind ourselves in conclusion that individualism, in denying that the individual is a means to an end, subsumes the corollary principle that no end ever justifies coercive means. What is especially troubling in Nietzsche is his sanguine acceptance of cruelty and violence as facilitators of the great biological mission. "The beginnings of everything great on earth," he says, are "soaked in blood thoroughly and for a long time." 
Those of man's abilities which are terrifying and considered inhuman may even be the fertile soil out of which alone all of humanity can grow in impulse, deed and work. Thus the Greeks, the most humane men of ancient times, have a trait of cruelty, a tigerish lust to annihilate that must really strike fear into our hearts if we approach them with the flabby concept of modern humanity.
But I have laboured the point enough. By now it should be tragically clear that this self-styled free spirit is no Free Radical.
Alas, dear Friedrich, I liked you once.
Doing A Gramsci
[SOLO, 17 October 2007 and The Free Radical, Issue 79, March/April 2008]
In my recent response to the "skanky scumbuckets" associated with Salient magazine who want to see me and any other anti-PC person boiled in oil, I said: 
“It has long been my contention, reiterated during my stint in Salient that the 'child-molesters of the mind' did a great number on rendering the young incapable of thought. All I need say at the end of this episode is, 'I rest my case.' They, the young pseudo-intellectuals, are our modern-day Hitler Youth. Their Fuehrers are Che, Chavez, Chomsky ... and Ahmadinejad.”
To that list should be added one over-arching name with which I doubt our modern-day Hitler Youth are familiar: Antonio Gramsci.
Gramsci (1891-1936) was co-founder of the Italian Communist Party, a brilliant theoretician who put a distinctively modern, relativist stamp on traditional Marxism. He is Marx laced with Machiavelli (a Gramsci pin-up). Marx had implied truths independent of human perception; Gramsci cleansed Marx of any taint of objectivity and proclaimed that truth was entirely "pragmatic," "praxis"-driven, as determined by the interests of the revolution. Marx had preached the historical inevitability of the triumph of socialism, independent of man's will; Gramsci taught that only the wilful, conscious but clandestine subversion of capitalist culture at every level—a "long march through the culture" as he put it—could effect revolution. He was frustrated that the proletariat had not only failed to rise up against capitalism but had seemingly grown progressively attached to it—which infernal reactionary annoyance he put down to the bourgeoisie's "cultural hegemony," their domination of churches, schools, the media, the unions, the arts, etc. The bourgeoisie therefore had to be beaten at their own game, their institutions infiltrated by intellectual moles ... and brought down.
The moles' agenda was not to be "revolution" explicitly, but something unexceptionable on its face, couched in weasel words with which we're all too familiar: "consensus," "mandate," "justice," "pluralism," "community," "democracy," "global [insert marshmallow noun here]," and so on. (Note the names of two of the groups associated with New Zealand's recent "terrorist camp" raids: Global Peace and Justice Auckland, spearheaded by communist John Minto, and Peace Action Wellington!)
Ever wondered why the church is riddled with atheist priests? Blame (or perhaps that should be, credit!) Gramsci. Where "Liberation Theology" came from? Why our schools and universities place social consensus above genuine learning and deal in the currency of Marxism disguised as mush? Think Gramsci! Why our newspapers and TV networks, now full of graduates from the schools and universities, do the same? Think Gramsci! Why "corporates" are universally despised as evil, even by the corporates? Think Gramsci! Why the United States, the last semi-repository of bourgeois values, is "The Great Satan" to Muslim and non-Muslim alike? Think Gramsci! Where the editor of Salient gets this sort of stuff from, 'rebutting' my column on Global Warming: "Go about your business now, keep consuming. The mindless corporations are protecting your interests—believe it—only lefty politicians subvert real science. Rest assured, greed is a good thing"? Think Gramsci! Via Chomsky in this instance, perhaps—but remember where Chomsky got it from!
Other contemporary luminaries influenced by Gramsci include the pomowanker Foucault, unsurprisingly, and, chillingly, British Prime Minister Gordon Brown, who just couldn't wait to bring his troops home from Iraq. Brown the weasel-worder, who has forbidden public servants to use the words "Muslim" and "terrorist" next to each other!
There's no question that the Left has taken its "long march through the culture" with devastating success. We are assailed by their bromides at every turn, and the Right has been mortally corrupted by them (as well as its own contradictions). Their "long march" has dragged the world to the abyss of Hell. 
It's going to be a long haul back. And via a different path.
We Objectivists have to do a Gramsci of our own.
But, take heart! A little reason goes a long way.
KASS, SOLOists!
Memo to NZ Atheists—Grow a Pair!
[SOLO, 13 July 2010]
Whoever is responsible for the billboards now appearing in major cities around New Zealand proclaiming "There probably is no God. Now stop worrying and enjoy yourself," has been found wanting in testicularity right at the climactic moment, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
"In all billboards, this leitmotif is preceded by a statement to which 'There probably is no God' doesn't live up," Perigo laments.
"For instance, one version of the billboard says, 'We are all atheists about most gods. Some of us go one god further. There probably is no God. Now stop worrying and enjoy your life.'
"What sort of abject cop-out is 'There probably is no God' after 'We are all atheists about most gods. Some of us go one god further'? There probably is no God? Is that what we say about all the other gods? 
"Would we say there probably are no goblins, ghosts, tooth fairies, taniwha and trolls under bridges? 
"Given that we live at a time of resurgent goblinism, particularly of the pseudo-Mordi variety, it's refreshing to see someone taking on these morbid superstitions and urging folk to enjoy their lives uninhibited by fearful fantasies spouted by charlatans and witch-doctors. For that precise reason it's exasperating to see the punch-line of this campaign retreat into a wimpy nod in the direction of the politically correct, Richard Dawkins-type agnostics who believe one shouldn't state anything with certainty for fear of frightening the horses or upsetting philosophy professors unsure of their own existence.
"There is no God. There are no goblins, ghosts, tooth fairies, taniwha or trolls under bridges. Now you can really stop worrying and enjoy your life," Perigo concludes. 
 
3 Crackpot of Religions
Will It Finally Sink In This Time?
[SOLO, 5 January 2005 and The Free Radical, Issue 66, April/May 2005]
There may be a God who will make us happy in another world. If he does, it will be more than he has accomplished in this. A being who has the power to prevent it and yet allows thousands and millions of his children to starve, who devours them with earthquakes, who allows whole nations to be enslaved, cannot– in my judgement– be implicitly depended upon to do justice in another world.
– Robert Green Ingersoll
It's curious and not a little vexing that as man the young adult relishes and extends his mastery over himself and his universe, he steadfastly refuses to put aside childish things, such as supernatural beings made in his own childlike image. Of the six-and-a-bit billion people in the world, the vast majority still believe in a deity, and many of the remainder believe in (or are forced to profess a belief in) a secular substitute such as Kim Jong-Il. The number of conscientious atheists—those who have put aside childish things and can explain why they have done so—remains dispiritingly low.
Occasionally something happens in the world, something cataclysmic and unspeakably terrible, to cause this relic of more superstitious times to take a hit. Even the dimmest intellect steeped in the most primitive hocus-pocus is given cause for pause—how can my god have let this happen? The Boxing Day tsunami that devastated much of Asia, with a death toll of 150,000-and-rising, is a case in point. A recent News Sentinel editorial by Bill Tammeus canvasses the rationalisations of contemporary witch-doctors in the face of this embarrassing, calamitous carnage.
The witch-doctors rehash the standard theological spin:
 
	The evil of the event triggers a redemptive outbreak of good (the relief effort, the tidal wave of charitable donations, the suspension of civil war in Aceh, etc.);


	This horror is part of a bigger picture that God has yet to reveal to us, wherein we'll all, eventually, live happily ever after. We shouldn't bitch about some minor inconvenience along the way;


	These things are sent to try us. They are a test of our faith, and character-building. Suffering is good for us;


	We shouldn't even ask the question. God moves in mysterious ways—end of story. Ours not to reason why;


	The Devil is winning and he just scored another home run (I made that one up, but I don't understand why it doesn't enjoy serious currency—the evidence for it is far more compelling than for any of the above);


	Man is being punished for his sins. This one, astonishingly, still does enjoy serious currency among the lumpen superstition-touters. To digress for a moment, in the recent debate in New Zealand on whether to accord legal recognition to "civil unions" between same-sex couples, religious opponents of the legislation predicted that if it were passed, God would have all the volcanoes in the country blow their tops. (It was, and he didn't.) In Tammeus' article on the tsunami, one reputable Christian theologian is quoted as saying that because Adam sinned, "the laws of nature have been corrupted and don't all operate now the way God originally intended them to. Now that doesn't mean there's a demon behind every tsunami or hurricane, but it means that if it wasn't for the angelic and human rebellion, we wouldn't have tsunamis or hurricanes or AIDS or anything of the sort."



Saints preserve us!
It's noteworthy that after all these centuries, God's pre-eminent apologists still fall into the same old trap: God, being all-knowing, must have foreseen that Adam would sin, yet proceeded to create him nonetheless; therefore, he is ultimately responsible for Adam's action and has no business punishing him, let alone the rest of us, for that action. The only way for God not to be responsible is for him not to be all-knowing, and then he's not God.
It's noteworthy, too, that these apologists demand of us an unconscionable suspension of disbelief. If God were a politician running for re-election to the Highest Office, and put forward any of the above excuses for his appalling record of grief-making, he would be laughed out of court. Unfortunately, Immanuel Kant has been granted the sanctity of his noumenal realm, ring-fenced off from common sense, so when it comes to rationalising that realm, any old very old crap will do.
"God works in mysterious ways" is really a euphemism for "God works in indefensible ways." And that is a pointer to the bottom-line reality: there's no such entity working in any such way; God simply ain't there. 
Among the early Indian casualties of the tsunami was a group of Hindus holding a prayer meeting in "holy waters." Well, they won't be doing that again in a hurry. Perhaps now the reality will sink in, to Hindus, Buddhists, Muslims and Christians alike (and to all other touters of gods, ghosts and goblins), that the aggressive conquest of impersonal, indifferent nature—not abject, docile prayer—is man's proper estate.
Now more than ever, it's time to put aside childish things.
God's Goofballs
[Politically Incorrect Show, 1 October 2001 and SOLO, 3 May 2004]
Something I just saw on Larry King Live enabled me to retrieve some humour from a very black situation—a cluster of clerics from different religions assembled to answer the question, "Where was God on September 11?" The question itself, let alone the answers, sent me off into peals of laughter, and I could only regret that the estimable ecclesiastics had not chosen to appear in their fancy dress to complete the comedic appeal of this risible spectacle.
The rabid wing of Islam was not represented; instead, an outwardly sane Muslim scholar did the honours for his insane religion. He and a Jewish rabbi spent a lot of time actually agreeing with each other as to how God had passed the time that Black Tuesday. A well-known pantheist contributed the view that God, a genderless cosmic force, was where it always is that day: lurking in every goddamn thing! The two Christians didn't seem too comfortable with that, and were on red alert for any lapses into ecumenism. One of them indeed was a real party-pooper. When it was suggested that all the faiths should spirit their brightest and best over to Afghanistan together, to have a friendly chat to Osama about toning it down a bit, he wouldn't have a bar of it unless Jesus was appointed chorus-master. 
Earlier, this same personage had imparted the charming news that anyone who didn't believe in Jesus was destined for hell, regardless of how innocent a life he'd led. Moreover, he wondered, what was the big deal here? Why the question, "Where was God?" to begin with? 7000 people die every day in the United States anyway—a sudden surge of 6000 [estimated deaths at that time] really only had the effect of adding an extra day to the year.
His colleague, however, was of the view that God would actually have been very upset on September 11—as upset as he had been the day much earlier in His career when he'd thrown a cosmic hissy fit and decided He was going to drown everyone and everything. That was a heart-wrenching decision for God, we were told, a moment of truth where He had been forced to come to grips with the waywardness and wickedness of His creations. What sort of logical default prevented the question, "Wait a minute—since he's God, doesn't He know everything in advance?" from being asked I can't begin to imagine.
"Illuminating!" pronounced Larry King at the end of the discussion. My co-viewer and I looked at each other. More gales of laughter. Actually, in a perverse way, it was illuminating. It was illuminating to see grown, educated men speak such utter tosh for half an hour on international television.
The question in my mind at the end of it all was, "How much does the enduring prevalence of this sort of nonsense in the minds of men on both sides of the current divide have to do with what those men do to each other?"
A no-brainer, that. "People who believe absurdities commit atrocities," observed Voltaire. 
'Nuff said. 
God Is A Psychopath … And Freedom Is His Prey! 
[SOLO, 20 February 2008]
What grown men and women are still prepared to believe in the twenty-first century is ... well, hard to believe. I've been watching a lot of Fox TV lately, and am incredulous at the parade of shysters who've just written books claiming they've been to heaven or hell and back, and the deferential tone adopted toward them by supposedly intelligent interviewers who are, supposedly, human beings.
One such chicane is Bill Weise, a Christian who claims to have been plucked from his body by Jesus and dropped off in Hell, so that he could come back, scare the bejeezus out of us wretched sinners and terrify us back to the straight and narrow. A Christian website's blurb for his book calls it:
An incredible testimony of Bill Wiese and his 23-minute trip to Hell. Bill was placed in Hell, not as a casual observer, but as someone who was not saved. He recounts all the horrid details with such precision that it captivates the listener from start to finish. If you haven't heard these testimonies, stop everything and hear them. They will permanently altered [sic] your outlook on life. My prayer life moved away from 'Lord, bless me here and bless me there,' to 'Souls, Souls, Souls for Jesus.' Jesus came to save us from unspeakable doom, and your love for Him will grow once you hear what He saved us from. Bill's testimony will wake up the Lukewarm, convict the Backslidden, warn the wicked, motivate the timid to share, and put the fear of God into all that hear. 
Fox interviewed Mr. Weise and dribbled respectfully as this hornswoggler uttered the most horrendous hogwash. Two drooling beasts were on hand to batter and bruise his ribs as an accoutrement to the sizzling of his flesh, he told us. And he was out of his body? He was assailed on all sides by writhing and screaming, he averred. Heard and seen how, exactly, if his ears and eyes were back at the house still? But aside from such elementary howlers is the fathomless inhumanity of it all ... and it would be nice, though apparently unrealistic, to think such vileness had been put behind us by now.
Robert G. Ingersoll expressed it best:
The orthodox God, when clothed in human flesh, told his disciples not to resist evil, to love their enemies, and when smitten on one cheek to turn the other, and yet we are told that this same God, with the same loving lips, uttered these heartless, these fiendish words; 'Depart ye cursed into everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and his angels.'
These are the words of 'eternal love.'
No human being has imagination enough to conceive of this infinite horror.
All that the human race has suffered in war and want, in pestilence and famine, in fire and flood—all the pangs and pains of every disease and every death—all this is as nothing compared with the agonies to be endured by one lost soul.
This is the consolation of the Christian religion. This is the justice of God—the mercy of Christ.
This frightful dogma, this infinite lie, made me the implacable enemy of Christianity. The truth is that this belief in eternal pain has been the real persecutor. It founded the Inquisition, forged the chains, and furnished the fagots. It has darkened the lives of many millions. It made the cradle as terrible as the coffin. It enslaved nations and shed the blood of countless thousands. It sacrificed the wisest, the bravest and the best. It subverted the idea of justice, drove mercy from the heart, changed men to fiends and banished reason from the brain.
Like a venomous serpent it crawls and coils and hisses in every orthodox creed.
It makes man an eternal victim and God an eternal fiend. It is the one infinite horror. Every church in which it is taught is a public curse. Every preacher who teaches it is an enemy of mankind. Below this Christian dogma, savagery cannot go. It is the infinite of malice, hatred, and revenge.
That was said in the nineteenth century. Ingersoll went on to express the hope that Christians were civilizing up and abandoning their belief in this reason-banishing fiendishness. Yet here we are in the twenty-first century and Christians are being beamed around the world via one of reason's greatest technological marvels promoting precisely this fiendishness!
God remains, in this resurgent Christian view, a psychopath. For "Jesus came to save us from unspeakable doom, and your love for Him will grow once you hear what He saved us from," read, "Jesus came to save us from the unspeakable doom that He Himself created for us, and your gratitude to Him will grow once you know He might ... might ... spare you from it while consigning billions of others to it." If this is not psychopathy masquerading as theology it is proof that they are one and the same. 
One of the hallmarks of psychopathy is the absence of conscience, the ability to contemplate the most hideous of propositions and actions without scruple or qualm, with equanimity, with a smile even. Following its interview with the fiendish fake, Weise, Fox trotted out a Jesuit priest for further elaboration on the delights of Hell. This man was clearly gay, and it amused me to reflect that centuries ago he would have been burned by his fellow-zealots even before his God got to him. But there he sat, benignly affirming the most malignant of propositions. Eternal torture, justified and dispensed with a psychopath's smile. More galling still, the Fox interviewers raised nary an eyebrow nor a protest. 
It is the abiding disgrace of American public life that presidential candidates on both the Right and the Left are beholden to such barbarous balderdash, and even now a freethinker like Ingersoll would be squandering his pearls seeking a high office like the presidency (which he was often urged to do). One of the current contenders, mercifully not a frontrunner, even proposes to amend the Constitution to accommodate this perverted piffle. If Americans value their freedom they must smite not just the Islamofascist theocrat from without but Christian theocrats like Huckabee from within. 
Religion relies on the seduction of the gullible by the psychopathic, the psychopaths affecting to speak for a Super-Psycho. Americans inhabit a Republic founded on reason. They must embrace it anew if they are to secure their liberty ... for liberty is secure only where reason is sacred.
Ignoble Islam 
[SOLO, 7 October 2005]
Islamo-fascist filth proclaimed their odious presence again this week when three of their number launched suicide bomb-attacks in Bali, Indonesia—the second time in three years this tourist resort has been attacked. In the wake of their murder and mayhem, the cleric-maggot jailed for master-minding the 2002 carnage (202 killed) praised suicide-bombers as "noble," urged jihadists to use nuclear weapons and opined that Muslims would fight the West until it agreed to be ruled by Islam.
It is a travesty that Abu Bakar Bashir is alive to spew such vileness. For his complicity in the mass-murders of 2002 he should have been put to death, preferably in a manner appropriate to his stinking religion, such as stoning. But his stinking religion is the world's fastest-growing. Over one-and-a-half billion Muslims infest some fifty countries. That means one-and-a-half billion deeply stupid people, believing utter nonsense, more and more of whom are ready to surrender their own lives in the course of destroying others'. In the words of their mentor-maggot, bin Laden, they love death just as Westerners love life. 
There is both reassurance and folly in George W. Bush's speech on terrorist-maggotry today at the National Endowment for Democracy. It is reassuring that he appears to be unmoved by the tide of treacherous Saddamy lapping at his doorstep: 
Recently our country observed the fourth anniversary of a great evil, and looked back on a great turning point in our history. We still remember a proud city covered in smoke and ashes, a fire across the Potomac, and passengers who spent their final moments on Earth fighting the enemy. We still remember the men who rejoiced in every death, and Americans in uniform rising to duty. And we remember the calling that came to us on that day, and continues to this hour: We will confront this mortal danger to all humanity. We will not tire, or rest, until the war on terror is won. 
Reassuring also that the President does not buy into the view that what Western civilisation faces can be dismissed as mere random madness: 
The images and experience of September the 11th are unique for Americans. Yet the evil of that morning has reappeared on other days, in other places—in Mombasa, and Casablanca, and Riyadh, and Jakarta, and Istanbul, and Madrid, and Beslan, and Taba, and Netanya, and Baghdad, and elsewhere. In the past few months, we've seen a new terror offensive with attacks on London, and Sharm el-Sheikh, and a deadly bombing in Bali once again. All these separate images of destruction and suffering that we see on the news can seem like random and isolated acts of madness; innocent men and women and children have died simply because they boarded the wrong train, or worked in the wrong building, or checked into the wrong hotel. Yet while the killers choose their victims indiscriminately, their attacks serve a clear and focused ideology, a set of beliefs and goals that are evil, but not insane. 
But it's disturbing that he repeats the error of separating the species from the genus: 
Some call this evil Islamic radicalism; others, militant Jihadism; still others, Islamo-fascism [!!!—has the President been reading SOLOHQ?!]. Whatever it's called, this ideology is very different from the religion of Islam. This form of radicalism exploits Islam to serve a violent, political vision: the establishment, by terrorism and subversion and insurgency, of a totalitarian empire that denies all political and religious freedom. These extremists distort the idea of jihad into a call for terrorist murder against Christians and Jews and Hindus—and also against Muslims from other traditions, who[m] they regard as heretics. 
That's where Mr. Bush is wrong. Jihad, the slaying of idolators "wherever ye find them" is at the heart of Islam and permeates the Koran.  The fact that most Muslims are not currently engaged in it doesn't mean it's not a requirement of their religion. It is. As Jihad Watch  Board Vice-President Hugh Fitzgerald puts it: 
... analysts falter who think that Jihad was invented by—oh, name your year, it could be 1954, with Sayyid Qutb, or 1928, with Hassan al-Banna, or 1924, with the fury over Ataturk's ending the Caliphate, or 1798, with the entry of Napoleon into Egypt. In reality, Jihad is as old as, as continuous as, Islam itself, which is why those who write books with titles such as 'After Jihad' must be looked at in wonder and suspicion at their bland and self-assured ignorance. That's why all books that remind us that terrorism is only a part of the problem, not the most important part, and that Islam itself is a threat to artistic expression, to science, to all free and skeptical inquiry, and to the emphasis on the individual that is, in Western societies, at the heart of our political and social understandings, are so valuable. 
Islam itself is a malignancy on the body of humanity. The actions of its consistent, true practitioner-maggots demonstrate that. But Bush can't afford to say it. He himself is in thrall to a vicious religion that seems benign only because it has lost its political power—and under his Administration threatens to reclaim it.  The President is undone by his own contradictions. Objectivists must point this out, loudly and relentlessly. 
Still, he is correct in this respect:
Our enemy is utterly committed. As Zarqawi has vowed, 'We will either achieve victory over the human race or we will pass to the eternal life.' And the civilized world knows very well that other fanatics in history, from Hitler to Stalin to Pol Pot, consumed whole nations in war and genocide before leaving the stage of history. Evil men, obsessed with ambition and unburdened by conscience, must be taken very seriously—and we must stop them before their crimes can multiply. 
We must. The President's own philosophical confusion does not change that imperative. He is confused, not vicious. He is still beholden to, and has explicitly endorsed, the constitutional separation of church and state. The War on Terror is a battle for an essentially noble, free civilisation with warts against an agenda that is wholly, conscientiously cancerous. The West, contrary to the Bashir-maggot, must never agree to be consumed by it. Western civilisation represents the triumph of reason. More reason, and only reason, can remove its warts.  We must, in the meantime, support all efforts to preserve its body—and applaud the President's optimism: 
We do know the love of freedom is the mightiest force of history. And we do know the cause of freedom will once again prevail.
 
Death to Islamofascism!
[Salient Magazine and SOLO, 15 July 2007] 
We can be thankful in the wake of the botched bombings in Britain by Islamofascist filth that the filth on this occasion was as incompetent as it is evil. But new Prime Minister Gordon Brown’s response to the abortive atrocities was no cause for gratitude. Gormless Gordon instructed his Cabinet and staff that they were not to use the word “Muslim” in the same breath as “terrorist.” (Nor were they to use the phrase “War on Terror” ever again.) Don’t identify the religion of the Jihadists in case you offend the more passive adherents of that religion. The spirit of Neville Chamberlain lives.
Chamberlain, dear reader, for the benefit of the legion of state-worshipping, state-lobotomised airheads among you, was the British Prime Minister who appeased Hitler. The comparison is apposite. The forebears of today’s Islamofascists, such as Sayyid Qutb, were fanatically anti-Jewish; some, like Muslim Brotherhood founder Hassan al Banna were enthusiastic admirers of Mussolini and Hitler. All were hysterically puritanical and saw America as the Great Satan, repository of all evil. Qutb condemned American women as follows: 
The American girl is well acquainted with her body's seductive capacity. She knows it lies in the face, and in expressive eyes, and thirsty lips. She knows seductiveness lies in the round breasts, the full buttocks, and in the shapely thighs, sleek legs — and she shows all this and does not hide it. 
The black male fared no better:
Jazz is his preferred music, and it is created by Negroes to satisfy their love of noise and to whet their sexual desires ... 
Islamofascists in our time, of course, killed Dutch moviemaker Theo van Gogh, for making a film about Islam’s oppression of women. They destroyed the Twin Towers because they don’t like … well, anything American. As bin Laden put it, his disciples love death as much as Americans love life. Now we are told these squalid savages, these bigoted barbarians, these hysterical humanity-haters, these tawdry terrorists, these god-ridden grotesqueries, these ignoble ignoramuses, these genocidal jihadists, are not to be called Muslims because other Muslims—who remain mute while deeds of unspeakable foulness are perpetrated in their name—might get offended! Well, tough turds. As Salman Rushdie has observed, freedom of speech is nothing without the freedom to offend.
Here in New Zealand, a convert to Islam tried to put a favourable gloss on the Islamofascist riots in the wake of Rushdie’s knighthood. Abdullah Drury, writing in the Dominion Post, said coverage of these riots was a media beat-up and the rioters were not representative of Islam. Who else apart from the coalition that dominates Pakistan’s parliament and the rioters in thrall to it, he demanded, had expressed “similar resolve” on the Rushdie knighthood? An obliging reader promptly identified five other international Muslim groups that had done so. Unfortunately he left the most relevant one out. I quote from the Dominion Post, June 23:
New Zealand Muslims have added their voices to worldwide anger at the British Government's decision to knight Salman Rushdie, author of The Satanic Verses. Federation of Islamic Association president Javed Khan said the organisation was saddened and extremely disappointed at the honour, saying Rushdie's book was blasphemous and had 'inflicted emotional pain' on Muslims.
Is it conceivable that Abdullah Drury, a former secretary of the Canterbury Muslim Association, didn’t know about this when he wrote his article? (This is the same Abdullah Drury, incidentally, who once established his Islamofascist credentials by denouncing the presence of Chris Carter, whom he called a “raging homosexual,” in an Auckland mosque.)
Unfortunately, Islam—stinking, stupid Islam—is the world’s fastest-growing superstition, and its adherents are becoming emboldened everywhere. In Christchurch Muslim women have demanded separate, publicly funded swimming facilities. A Hawkes Bay Muslim couple tried to claim damages for pork in a vegetarian pizza they had ordered. NZ media who published the Danish cartoons were intimidated into abjectly apologising for doing so. The Islamofascists are trying it on. Certainly they haven’t yet plumbed the depths of demonstrators in London who exploited the freedom that living in the west affords them by brandishing placards shrieking 'The hell with freedom,' 'Behead those who insult Islam' and the like, but they will, soon enough. Their holy book, after all, enjoins them to 'slay the infidel, wherever ye shall find him.'
Human beings worthy of the title must rise up worldwide and shout in irresistible unison: 'Enough of this primordial primitivism! We who are civilised are revolted by it and shall rebuff it at every turn!' Muslims must discover rationality and decency; Westerners must rediscover them, and, as a matter of urgency, speak up for them!
All that is necessary for evil to triumph is for cowards to appease it. Islamofascism is the locus of evil in the contemporary world. Places like Number 10 Downing Street are evidently the locus of cowardice in the contemporary world. Well, I will say what the likes of Gormless Gordon are too cowardly to say:
'Death to Islamofascism!'
 
 
It's the Muslims, Stoopid!
[SOLO, 16 November 2010]
The right of the people to be secure in their persons, houses, papers, and effects, against unreasonable searches and seizures, shall not be violated ...
—Fourth Amendment, U.S. Constitution 
Americans are rightly outraged that in order to fly internally they must now submit either to a radioactive scan showing their bodies in their naked entirety or an aggressive “pat-down” that in any other circumstances would be considered sexual assault. Great throngs of humanity not just in America but all over the world have been appalled at the pictures of a three-year-old girl being molested and caused heart-rending distress by a bull-dyke goon in Transportation Security Administration uniform. A young male traveler has just assured himself of immortality by saying to another goon at another airport, “If you touch my junk I'll have you arrested.” “Don't touch my junk” is set to rival the historic “Don't tread on me” as the war-cry of freedom-loving Americans. Thanksgiving itself is set to become an occasion of mass civil disobedience as the call goes out to holiday flyers to refuse to take the scan.
This whole commotion has arisen because of government's and authorities' refusal to acknowledge one incontrovertible fact: the sub-human creatures whose murderous activities these measures are designed to thwart are Muslims. It may be true that not all Muslims are terrorists; it's definitely true that in the current context all terrorists are Muslims. Given that, it's Muslims who should be targeted for special surveillance; everyone else, unless reasonable suspicion falls upon him, should be left unharassed. Unfortunately, such a policy, known as “profiling,” known to have served the Israelis especially well, is decreed offensive by the Politically Correct, Islamogoblinite-loving elite. They, not to put too fine a point on it, should be told to shove it. When 3-year-olds are lawfully molested in order to placate the pseudo-sensibilities of this elite, it's time to say, enough!
The great irony is that some of the loudest shrieking against the scan devices is coming from Muslim women protesting the ability of these machines to see through their smelly barbarian apparel. If they devoted comparable energies to dissuading their co-superstionists from behaving like the savages they are, things might not have got to this point.
As it is, airline security should be handed back to the airlines. They should be free to contract it out as they see fit. No airline wants to lose its passengers or planes (and thus its reputation); equally, no airline wishes to become notorious for needlessly and infuriatingly harassing and molesting those who travel with it. Rational self-interest should be allowed to take its course, not the officious power-and-sexual lusts of bureaucratic pedophiles and voyeurs. Then, though no arrangement can ever give a 100% guarantee of safety, we could know that risks were abating to reasonable levels and that attention was going where it should: not to innocent infants but to the stinking, stupid superstitious savages intent on blowing up the 'infidels” who don't share their savage, stupid, stinking superstition.
The inalienable right to liberty subsumes the right not to have one's junk touched against one's will. America's apparent reawakening to facts like this, on top of the recent election results consigning the neo-Marxist Obama to the ashcan of history, offers additional cause for thankfulness this Thanksgiving.
Why Burn It When You Can Wipe Your Ass With It?
[SOLO, 9 September 2010]
As I write this, Terry Jones, the Florida pastor who was intending to hold a Koran-burning ceremony to mark September 11 and protest against the proposed Mosque near Ground Zero, has called it off, claiming Imam Rauf has undertaken to construct the Mosque at a less provocative location. Rauf is denying this. Jones is saying he's been misled, and his International Burn a Koran Day is not cancelled, merely "on hold."
Jones had come under intense pressure to cancel, from Barack Obama on up. (The Anti-American President who had suddenly remembered the First Amendment when it came to the Mosque-builders promptly forgot it again when it came to Rev. Jones.) Even such reliable anti-stoners as the folk at Fox had referred to him (accurately, alas) as a "kook" and his proposed ceremony as "disgraceful," a term also directed at it by Secretary of State Hillary Clinton. General David Petraeus had warned that burning the Koran would inflame stinking, stupid, superstitious savages (my term, not his) and endanger American soldiers. Rauf had added that if the over-arching issue (the construction and location of the Mosque) is not now "handled the right way" (i.e. if the abomination is relocated) then the reaction of stinking stupid superstitious savages (my term, not his) to the Danish cartoons will pale into insignificance compared to their antics this time.
(It is a fitting and refreshing counterpoint to this parade of barbarian-appeasers that Kurt Westergaard, creator of the Mohammed-wearing-turban-with-bomb-fuse caricature, has just been awarded the M100 Media Prize in Potsdam, given out annually by editors-in-chief of Europe's leading newspapers and magazines, for his contribution to press freedom. Said Chancellor Angela Merkel in her address at the ceremony: "Regardless of whether or not we view the caricatures as necessary or helpful, Europe is a place where a cartoonist is allowed to do something like this.")
I have two thoughts about all this. One is that when we allow the possible reaction of stinking stupid superstitious savages who have declared war on us to determine what we do or don't do in life, we have already surrendered to them. If we cancel—or urge the cancellation of—a perfectly lawful and desirable event, such as the burning of Korans, just because these Koranic kooks, these baying beheaders, might go on another rampage, then they have already won their war. Rauf's threat in particular, couched as a friendly warning, is nothing other than unconscionable blackmail, and this ghastly agent for the stoners, this Sharia-shyster, should be told to go do with a goat what he not-so-secretly hopes to do to Western Civilization.
Second, burning Korans, as an expression of contempt for the rantings of a murderous pedophile, is of course a good idea at any time. Never mind that on this occasion it was proposed by a kooky Christian who by all accounts is a micro-version of that other Rev. Jones. Never mind that his preferred Holy Book is little better than the Koran, and that a Bible-burning ceremony would be equally edifying. Never mind that we freedom-lovers uphold to the death the right to publish these monstrosities even as we might enjoy ceremonial burnings thereof (the principle here being that it should always be lawful to burn them - as long as they are one's own to burn - but never lawful to ban them). Never mind all these caveats. A good hearty incineration of a few heartless Korans at this time would be invigorating, an inestimable tonic. 
But here's another thought—if it's not to be, why not wipe our asses with the thing instead?
There are immense advantages to this approach. We wouldn't have to line up with a bunch of nutty Goblians we'd rather not be seen with anyway. We wouldn't even have to leave home. Second, there is a certain cathartically satisfying logic to answering excrement with excrement. What a perfect fate for that line about slaying the infidel wherever ye may find him! Third, think of the possible ad-lines: "The Koran—don't get caught short without it," "The Koran—never go to the bathroom without it," or, "Shit on Sharia," for instance.
Yes SOLOists, whatever does or does not become of Pastor Jones' International Koran-Burning Day on September 11, we freedom-lovers can make every day an International Wipe Your Ass with the Koran Day! 
The only downside I can see is that wiping one's ass with the Koran would be insulting to one's ass.
Islamogoblinites Shamed out of Their Savagery ... Temporarily
[SOLO, 9 July 2010]
The continued use of stoning as a method of execution in Iran—and for crimes that are not really crimes at all—is testament to the stinking, savage nature of the superstition that is Islam, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
"The last-minute reprieve handed down to Sakineh Mohammadi-Ashtiani, a 43-year-old Kurdish woman who was facing imminent death-by-stoning for adultery, should not lull civilized people into complacency," says Perigo.
"For one thing, we don't know if Ms. Ashtiani still faces execution by other means.
"For another, we do know that twelve other women and three men still face death by this means, where offenders are buried in the ground up to their waists (men) or necks (women) and pelted with stones till they're dead: small stones, so that they don't die too quickly. The grisly process normally takes 20-25 minutes.
"For yet another, we know that this particular reprieve has occurred only as a result of a welter of publicity that even the sub-humans who rule Iran couldn't ignore.
"The pressure must be maintained. This apparent back-down by Islamofascist filth doesn't change the fact that it is Islamofascist filth, bereft of even the beginnings of the rudiments of an intimation of a conscience. 
"At the same time it behoves civilized people to reflect anew upon man's inhumanity to man, and how it invariably is accompanied by the abandonment of man's distinctive characteristic and crowning glory: reason. Any type of belief in goblins is a travesty of reason, and will turn its followers into monsters. Islamogoblinism is the most virulent strain of unreason on earth right now. There are others, such as Christianity (Goblianity, which also mandates stoning for certain "offences" involving consenting adults) which have fortunately been tamed by the decent impulses of their opponents. For freedom and the civilisation it spawns to endure, all forms of goblinism must be recognized for the primitive, pre-human, sub-human, savage, anti-reason superstitions that they are. Only then will the world be safe from such grotesqueries as the stoning to death of human beings by monsters in human form," Perigo concludes. 
The Story of the Lonely Goblin
[Radio Live out-take, 24 May 2010]
Once upon a time there was a goblin. And only a goblin. There was nothing else in the universe. There was no universe. Just the goblin.
One day after an eternity of solitude the goblin got lonely and bored. He said to himself, stuff this, I’m going to make stuff to play with. So he made the universe and he made living creatures. He made men just so they could hang out with him and tell him how cool he was.
But he didn’t want men saying that just because he wanted them to. He gave them the option of calling him uncool, blowing him off and pissing him off generally. He even created a rival for their affections, an anti-goblin, and injected them with a party drug called Original Sin which made them swoon and succumb to the anti-goblin's attentions.
For those who managed to remain staunch and genuflect to him in spite of how hard he made it to do so, the goblin created a place of eternal, blissful reward. For the billions of men he knew in advance would call him uncool, blow him off, piss him off generally, and go with the anti-goblin, he created a place of terrible, everlasting punishment, to which he would condemn them on a day called Judgment Day, or Great Hissy-Fit Day.
In preludes to Great Hissy-Fit Day, the goblin threw an occasional minor tantrum, for practice. One time he banished men from the cool garden he’d made for them. Many years after that he drowned nearly all of them. Later still, seriously bummed out by now, even though he'd known all along how it would play out, he impregnated a virgin with goblin-seed and had himself born as a man whom he then had tortured and killed as a sacrifice to himself on behalf of all other men who, under the influence of the party drug he'd injected, had succumbed to the anti-goblin he’d created. (Kids, don't even try to make sense of this at home.)
Finally the goblin proceeded to damn most men to his place of everlasting torture, just as he always knew he would.
When asked what was he thinking, why had he gone ahead with the exercise in the first place knowing how it would end, the goblin said, for the hell of it.
Some men were heard to say that it might have been better for all concerned had the goblin simply kept himself to himself, and that such an uncool goblin deserved to be lonely anyway.
End Easter, Engender Enlightenment!
[SOLO, 2 April 2010]
Two millennia of Christianity are enough, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
"It's time this stinking, stupid, savage superstition was laid to rest," Perigo adds.
"Today, around the world, we will see the spectacle of re-enacted sadism and masochism in devout Christian nations like the Philippines, as primitive imbeciles flagellate and crucify each other. We will witness elderly pedophiles in drag performing meaningless rituals in devout Christian strongholds like the Vatican, as the Pedophile-Protector-in-Chief mutters nonsense to stupefied throngs. The President of the United States, whose preferred superstition is actually the Islam he appeases, will nonetheless reiterate the commitment of a civilisation based on reason to a Christian world-view based on reason's antithesis, faith—faith in utter balderdash. 
"Nothing can be more nonsensical than the idea of a lonely goblin, existing all by himself for ever, finally creating men for company, then having a hissy-fit and drowning most of them, then sending his virgin-birthed son down to atone for the sins he knew in advance they would commit, then damning them all to eternal torture for the same sins if they didn’t accept his son's 'sacrifice.' 
"The widespread acceptance of Christianity's viciously immoral 'morality' is responsible for concentration camps and genocide. Since the time of Plato and Aristotle men have had the option of choosing between them—of choosing this world or a non-existent hereafter, happiness or misery, pleasure or pain, pride or humility, individualism or collectivism, reason or faith. Plato has prevailed via Christianity. The gruesome results are plain for all to see.
"May we now finally repudiate Plato and embrace the philosophy of Aristotle and the improvements effected upon it by his greatest 20th century exponent, Ayn Rand, in her philosophy of Objectivism, which says there is only one reality, it is real, man’s mind is competent to grasp it and should be left free to do so in the pursuit of each man’s highest moral purpose, his own happiness.
"This way lies mankind's true salvation," Perigo concludes. 
The Power of Wishful Thinking
[Salient Magazine and SOLO, 9 September 2007]
“We love the truth, but we love our fantasies even more,” might well be man’s epitaph. His stubborn refusal to put aside childish beliefs will probably be the death of him. Ours is the Age of anti-Reason, whose logical endpoint, barring a second renaissance, is destruction.
Two thousand years of Christianity have been based on a lie, in which countless millions have blithely and willingly believed, notwithstanding its absurdity—in fact, because of its absurdity, as Tertullian proclaimed:
"The Son of God was born: there is no shame, because it is shameful. And the Son of God died: it is wholly credible, because it is inappropriate. And, buried, He rose again: it is certain, because impossible.”
He might have added: “and because something perverse in us makes us want to believe nonsense.”
In our time, Christianity of the woolly Anglican kind is waning, but in its most blatantly irrational fundamentalist form is resurgent. The revelation in her newly-released letters that Mother Teresa felt she was praying to no one all those years might give some cause for pause, but most will rationalize her misery as a “long dark night of the soul” that just happened to be very, very long. They want to believe what Mother Teresa said she believed. Similarly, Kerry Packer’s testimony, after being dead for fifteen minutes, that “there’s nothing there” will never begin to compete with stories of seeing loved ones beckoning from the other end of a shiny white tunnel. The latter is what folk want to believe.
Meanwhile, as noted in earlier extraordinarily popular columns by me, Islamic nonsense is also rampant, furnishing incontrovertible evidence of the link between wishful thinking and the committing of atrocities. Men in the prime of their youth blast themselves and those around them to bloody oblivion, thinking they’ll wake up in paradise being serviced by beautiful virgins. 
The very same western “intelligentsia” that makes excuses for Islamo-Fascism has its own strain of apocalypsia—Global Warming. Because it wants to believe man will pay for his success and his pride in it.
Same old same-old! In the early fifteenth century the Taborites of Bohemia predicted that Christ would return to earth in February, 1420. Believers in the prophecy braced themselves. The month came and went—nothing happened. But the non-event didn’t deter the Taborites. They announced that Christ actually had returned, but had decided to join Elvis in hiding somewhere in Karori. Armed with this knowledge, they embarked on thirty-two years of civil war against those who disputed it.
Not to be outdone, the astrologer Johann Stöffler predicted that catastrophe would rain down on Europe in February, 1524. As the date drew near, mass hysteria took hold, much as it is doing now over Global Warming. Expecting a huge flood, many people built boats or moved to higher ground. The flood never came. But all over the world, folk carried on believing whatever they wanted to believe.
The Puritans were especially enthused about an imminent apocalypse, notwithstanding Jesus’ singular failure to keep any of his previous appointments, and exported their enthusiasm to America, where it’s had a ready audience ever since.
At the forefront of contemporary wishful thinking are smelly students and their lecturers. Name any current insanity … anti-Americanism, “Mordi” spirituality, New Age mumbo-jumbo, the Cult of Uncertainty, Ugly Wimmin’s Studies, Deconstructionism, Postmodernism, outright nihilism, Anthropogenic Global Warming, MBA courses … you name it, it thrives in academia and was probably spawned there. It has smelly students and lecturers all over it, wanting to believe it because it’s fashionable—and because it’s rubbish.
Am I then stricken with apocalypsia myself, believing that destruction born of stupidity and perversity is inevitable?
Not necessarily. Men have free will, and as one of the greatest men ever, Robert Green Ingersoll wrote, “It is a blessed thing that in every age some one has had the individuality enough and courage enough to stand by his own convictions.”
This was not, note, a license for wishful thinking:
“A fact never went into partnership with a miracle. Truth scorns the assistance of wonders. A fact will fit every other fact in the universe, and that is how you can tell whether it is or is not a fact. A lie will not fit anything except another lie.”
There is probably no one reading this who is not beholden to one or more of the forms of wishful thinking touched on above. But in case there is such a one, and as a challenge to the rest of you, let me close with Ingersoll’s invocation to independent thought, in the hope that you’ll be inspired to break free from mindless conformity to trendy subjectivism:
“Surely there is grandeur in knowing that in the realm of thought, at least, you are without a chain; that you have the right to explore all heights and depth; that there are no walls nor fences, nor prohibited places, nor sacred corners in all the vast expanse of thought.”
 
 
4 Ethics for Life
Absolutely Postively Absolute
[Politically Incorrect Show, 7 July 1999 and The Free Radical, Issue 37, August/September 1999]
Yesterday most of you who called told me you wouldn't vote for a political party that had the word "Christian" in its name. In the wider discussion that flowed, one of you, knowing me to be an atheist, made the astute observation that I seemed to expend a lot of breath talking in "absolutes," and wondered how an atheist could do that—i.e., if there's no God to dispense commandments from on high, how can I or anyone talk with any assurance of "right" and "wrong"? If there's no God, surely everything is just a matter of opinion, and we cannot pronounce judgement on anything? Or as Dostoevsky put it, "If God is dead, everything is permitted." (A very politically correct point of view!) Now I was asked this question just a few seconds before a live news cross, so I promised to answer it today. I should say at once that a full answer to a question like this cannot be given in a few sentences on talkback radio. I should say also that the view I am giving here is not original to me—it is part of the philosophy called Objectivism, founded by Ayn Rand, to whose works I'll refer you later in the programme.
Objectivism says you cannot get morality from God, since there's no such entity. Objectivism says you equally cannot get morality from personal whims, since, according to Objectivism, morality requires knowledge, and whims do not give you knowledge. Objectivism says you must first ask, why does the issue of morality even come up? It comes up, says Objectivism, because we are not plants, animals, or robots; we are unprogrammed, thinking, fallible beings. It comes up because our tool of survival is our mind, which constantly faces alternatives among which it must choose, with the possibility of error every step of the way. Other species are programmed to act in the interests of their survival; man is not. He must discover by his own effort—which he must choose to make—not just the specific actions he needs to take but the general principles he must abstract from those actions for future reference. Those general principles are what we call morality— as Ayn Rand put it, "a code of values to guide man's choices and actions." It is reality itself, in other words, that presents man with the need for morality—in the form of the fundamental alternative of life or death—and the means by which to construct it—his rational mind. 
Man of course does not have to choose life; he can choose death, in which case morality is irrelevant to him. But if he wants to live, he needs—and by his nature as a thinking being is capable of formulating—a reality-based moral code. 
And reality is "absolute." It is what it is, and wishing will not make it something else. If we conclude from our experience of it that "Human beings should not eat poison if they want to live," that moral imperative is absolute—reality makes it so. But note, God didn't tell us, our whims didn't tell us—we concluded it for ourselves after reflecting on reality. This is as true of the most simple type of example such as the one I just gave as it is of the more complex moral concepts such as "rights."
So in place of a fantasy—God—as the source of morality, Objectivism puts something real—reality itself. In place of God's (or anybody's) whims as the standard of morality, Objectivism puts life—man's life and its requirements. That, incidentally, is why the Objectivist morality is different from all the others—why, as Ayn Rand said, "The purpose of morality is to teach you, not to suffer and die, but to enjoy yourself and live."
But that's another story!
The 'S' Word
[The Free Radical, Issue 23, February/March 1997]
William Weddell observed in his article "It's Epistemology, Stupid!" (TFR, Issue 22) that "It's remarkable that mankind has spent extensive periods of his history in an unhinged mental state." That ours is one such period is unmistakable; why this should be so when man's mind has achieved such exquisite mastery over external nature, while a mystery to some, is equally unmistakable. The origin of unhinged mental states, leaving aside innate or induced chemical imbalances, is chronic, unresolved conflict. Most of us, busy as we are, contend with a measure of this much of the time, while remaining "hinged" in the knowledge that the conflict can be resolved and that we will get round to resolving it eventually. But when a conflict is created which by its nature is unresolvable, when one is in thrall to opposites which are irreconcilable, then the scene is set for the type of habitual, intractable, mass scale neurosis/psychosis to which William referred. Human history is steeped in just such a conflict. The twentieth century has been positively engulfed by it. It is the conflict between what is held up to man as the moral ideal—and man's actual nature. It is the conflict between what man is told is desirable—and what is actually possible. At a deeper level, it is the conflict between mysticism and reason. It is the conflict between the worship of sacrifice for its own sake—and the actual requirements of human life. 
The ethic of sacrifice permeates virtually every civilisation and belief system known to man. The Old Testament is awash in the blood of sacrificial offerings, animal and human. It is recounted in Genesis that the Hebrews' Jehovah tested the faith of Abraham by commanding him to immolate his only son on an altar, and rewarded him for being prepared to go through with it (at the last minute Jehovah settled for a burnt ram). This horrible story is folklore in the Muslim religion also. Of course, sacrifice is at the very heart of Christianity—a cosmic sacrifice, made by God himself, of the innocent for the guilty. And of what does our guilt consist? An unwillingness to sacrifice ourselves!  Thus, Waikato University Christian, Dr Lewis Fretz, writing in The New Zealand Herald, January 17, 1997:  
Humankind is not inherently good, but fundamentally flawed; human beings will always disobey God because they want to be their own gods, not the faithful and obedient servants that their Creator wants them to be; no amount of human striving can make us worthy of God's approval because no one can break through the circle of self-centredness that imprisons us ... [Compare this with my comments above about being in thrall to irreconcilable opposites.]
The secular religions of the twentieth century—fascism and communism and all their statist variants—preached the same ideal in a slightly different guise: the sacrifice of the individual to the community. Karl Marx had already condemned "bourgeois" notions of individual rights and private property as "selfish." Adolf Hitler opined that "the individual should finally come to realise that his own ego is of no importance in comparison with the existence of his nation."  By "idealism," said Hitler, "we understand only the individual's capacity to make sacrifices for the community, for his fellow men." To be a socialist, added Goebbels, "is to submit the I to the Thou; socialism is sacrificing the individual to the whole." Launching what Ayn Rand called "The Fascist New Frontier," John F Kennedy exhorted his fellow-Americans to "ask not what your country can do for you; ask what you can do for your country." Richard Nixon told Larry King in a recently re-broadcast CNN interview that life for the individual is not worth living until he "sacrifices himself for a higher cause." Bill Clinton, arguably the slimiest of them all, called for "a generation of service" in his first Inauguration address. 
More prosaically, but just as appropriately, the ethic of sacrifice was invoked to defend blatant racism by a recent, self-styled "tangata whenua" letter writer to the Herald, who complained that immigrants were bringing their cultures to this country and explained why they should desist:  
As one who is willing to provide the ultimate sacrifice for the survival of this country, I am entitled to assume a partial custodial role. Sir Apirana Ngata, in his book The Price of Citizenship, wrote: 'The price of citizenship is sacrifice.' ... I am tired of hearing or seeing how successful immigrants have been in recreating their culture or aspects of their country here ... Tangata whenua, who have paid the price of citizenship, will not tolerate integration through the dollar, ringgit, yen or pound. It is the immigrant's commitment to this country, his or her ability to sacrifice, that is required. 
The tangata whenua's early fondness for that ultimate sacrificial ritual, cannibalism, is, of course, well documented.
Yes, the dogma of sacrifice is everywhere. It unites ideologues, pedagogues and demagogues of all manner of seemingly disparate persuasions, and makes a mockery of their supposed differences. It is the reason why human history is soaked in blood, the human psyche soaked in neurosis. For Lewis Fretz is right: if self-sacrifice, obedient and surrendering, is the ideal, we shall never reach it—and as long as we believe it is the ideal, we shall be doomed to unresolvable conflict and its attendant mental states.
Why shall we never reach it? Because man's means of survival is his mind. The mind is an attribute of each individual; its exercise is the imperative and prerogative of each individual. He is sovereign. The social actions he takes as a result of his thought are, properly speaking, voluntary interactions with other sovereign individuals; he sacrifices neither himself to them nor them to himself. He asks neither what he can do for his country nor what his country can do for him, recognising both questions as being rooted in the same toxic soil. Sacrifice—sacrifice as one's highest virtue, sacrifice for the sheer hell of it (literally)—is fundamentally, irretrievably alien to man's nature.
Run a mile from it. When you hear a politician or some other charlatan speak of sacrifice, give him a wide berth. You may safely assume that the sacrifice he is speaking of is yours, with no prizes for guessing who the intended beneficiary is. Re-hinge your mind to reality, and take pride in your own independent thought. Free yourself from the unresolvable conflict between your nature and your nurture. In the words of Ayn Rand: 
Today, the conflict has reached its ultimate climax. The choice is clear-cut. Either a new morality of rational self-interest, with its consequences of freedom, justice, progress and man's happiness on earth—or the primordial morality of altruism, with its consequences of slavery, brute force, stagnant terror and sacrificial furnaces.



The 'S' Word, Part 2
[The Free Radical, Issue 25, June/July 1997]
An Alliance retard named Brian (not Edwards, in spite of obvious resemblances) occasionally rings the Politically Incorrect Show to remind me that my life belongs to society. In this vein, he recently rang in support of military conscription. Conscription, I had said, is an abomination, the ultimate subordination of the individual to the state. And a good thing too, spluttered Brian, as he proceeded to abuse me in terms which, even by my notoriously lenient standards, were quite unbroadcastable.
Demonstrably unhinged though Brian may be, his position re the relationship of the individual to society is, unfortunately, mainstream. That is the view that society owns the individual and may require him to make sacrifices on its behalf at its discretion. This view is applauded as “altruistic”; to dispute it is condemned as “selfish.” It is common to Left and Right, humanists and religionists, the Alliance and the Business Roundtable. In my TFR #23 editorial The S Word, I urged you to run a mile from it, especially when it emanates from the forked tongue of a politician or some similar charlatan. 
Regrettably, if one such demagogue, President Clinton, has his way, public school children in the United States won’t have the opportunity to run. This smarmy crook recently convened a “Presidents’ Summit for America’s Future” at which, flanked by three of his equally contemptible predecessors, he launched a campaign for the widespread adoption of “mandatory volunteering” programmes in schools. Yes, you read it right—“mandatory volunteering.” Not some hideous Orwellian oxymoron that I’ve made up, but the President’s own words. Never mind the 13th Amendment to the Constitution which forbids slavery or involuntary servitude—the President wants a “generation of service”; and, after all, who but the selfish would object? Under such programmes, students will have to perform a prescribed amount of “community service” of an approved type or be denied graduation. (Maryland has already enacted such a programme—one of the approved community service projects was picketing the state capital for more funds for public education!)
It’s no accident that the President’s initiative was applauded by his political allies and opponents alike. As libertarian writer Jerome D Tuccille observes:
Politicians tend to love involuntary voluntarism. Conservatives seem to get a warm fuzzy from imposing the draft on somebody—a difficult feat in such a boring, peaceful time. And in an age of retrenching government, when raising taxes is a political no-no, well, the attraction to liberals is obvious. And across the political spectrum, politicos get a charge from bringing such unruly and unregulated variables as voluntarism and community spirit within the fold of state approval.
Ditto New Zealand. Were such blatant conscription to be proposed here, I venture to suggest that the only principled opposition to it would come from this magazine. The churches, the Alliance, Labour and National would be enthusiastically aligned to such a programme; some elements of ACT might be a bit queasy, but then Richard Prebble would mutter something about opposing “Ayn Rand selfishness”—and they would fall into line. What about our very own conservative think tank, the NZ Business Roundtable? Here’s Executive Director Roger Kerr, in a recent speech entitled What’s All This About Individualism?, approvingly paraphrasing Margaret Thatcher: “People have obligations to look after their neighbours as well as their families.” (Italics mine.)  
Observe the package-dealing here: people have obligations to their neighbours, whom they did not bring into the world, just as they have obligations to their children, whom they did. In other words, there is no difference between voluntarily-assumed responsibilities and unchosen duties. If this be so, what objection can there be to the state’s enforcing the performance of such duties a là Mr Clinton’s involuntary voluntarism? What indeed, when the Roundtable’s chief philosophical mentor, Adam Smith, himself said:
The wise and virtuous man is at all times willing that his own private interest should be sacrificed to the public interest of his own particular order or society. He is at all times willing, too, that the interest of this order or society should be sacrificed to the greater interest of the state or sovereignty of which it is only a subordinate part ...
Would Mr Clinton disagree? Or Mr Anderton? Or, for that matter, Hitler, or Mussolini or Stalin?
It is this whole wretched worship of self-sacrifice for its own sake that must be felled—root, branch and tree. Only one philosopher has had the insight and courage to tackle it head on (or, to use David Kelley’s preferred metaphor, to lay her cards on the table): Ayn Rand. The same Ayn Rand whom Richard Prebble disavows. She it was who tumbled to this terrible, time-honoured confidence trick called altruism—and unashamedly proposed in its place an ethic of rational self-interest.  She it was who observed that “the world is perishing from an orgy of self-sacrificing,” and held up instead the possibility of a world in which people neither sacrifice themselves to others nor others to themselves, but trade value for value by mutual consent. She it was who distinguished altruism—sacrificing for others (any and all others) as a matter of principle and duty—from benevolence— choosing to help friends and loved ones, innocent victims of misfortune or injustice, etc. And the point she made about such benevolence is that it is by definition voluntary and discretionary, not an unchosen “obligation.” 
The bottom line here is, in the words of The Fountainhead’s Howard Roark: “a man’s right to exist for his own sake.” (In these politically correct times, it is necessary to remind readers that the use of “man” here is generic; it includes women.) That is the right upon which Mr Clinton’s oxymoronic enterprise tramples. And it is no accident, contradiction, irony or paradox that such a proposal, embodying the traditional view of virtue, should come from such an unvirtuous sleazebag. In philosophy and in practice, Mr Clinton is a consummate altruist. The sacrificial ethic, remember, divides humanity into sacrificers and beneficiaries. Mr Clinton has clearly demonstrated, in his sexual and political activities, that he regards others as sacrificial offerings for his pleasure and enrichment—i.e. he places himself in the “beneficiaries” category. His altruist credentials remain impeccable. 
“A man’s right to exist for his own sake” is also the right at which the Roundtable balks. Subliminally suffusing Roger Kerr’s often admirable presentation, reproduced in full in this issue, is the entreaty: “Please, Mr Anderton, et al—we agree with you that altruism is virtuous, but don’t you see that our system is actually more altruistic than yours? Please don’t judge us as selfish ... please!”  This tells Mr Anderton that his is the moral high ground (which it certainly isn’t), and that the difference between him and Roger is over mere economics (which, given Roger’s endorsement of altruism, it unfortunately is). 
It is no defence of Roger’s position that in speaking of altruism he probably has in mind benevolence in the Randian sense cited above. (Roger told me as much, and I believe him.) His sanctioning of “unchosen obligations” implies self-sacrifice as a duty (in which case it may be exacted by force, as per the compulsory taxation of which Roger approves also). This is unmistakably altruism in Rand’s sense (and in the sense of the coiner of the term, Auguste Comte).
Whereas, quoting Rand again: “It is only on the basis of rational selfishness that men can be fit to live together in a free, prosperous, benevolent, rational society.” And to win such a world requires “a total break with the world of your past, with the doctrine that man is a sacrificial animal who exists for the pleasure of others.” 
Imagine the brouhaha if Mr Kerr said that in one of his speeches!
Imagine the renaissance if the country applied it.
On Being In Love With Life
[Politically Incorrect Show, 8 March 2000 and SOLO, 31 January 2003]
Yesterday's furore about the "How to commit suicide" article in the Auckland University student magazine Craccum and your comments on this programme about it set me to thinking about the time I appeared on The Ralston Group when we panellists were asked our explanations for the high rate of youth suicide. 
I stated my own suspicion that the problem came down to a failure of philosophy. Youngsters were taking their own lives at precisely the time one asks life's big questions and searches for ideals to guide one's conduct. Religion, to which one traditionally repaired for answers, was discredited and had not been replaced with a viable secular alternative—leaving a values vacuum, leading to despair. What youngster would be inspired by the jaded cynicism so manifest in so many once-thoughtful adults?
But is a viable, secular alternative to religion possible? Can life have meaning without an after-life? If there is no god to inspire ideals and prescribe values, can there be any other source? Can man discover it? Theologians and philosophers alike have answered these questions with a resounding, No! Many professional philosophers revel in proclaiming their discipline irrelevant to the conduct of everyday life. The moral status of benevolence, they say, is no different from that of malevolence, creativity from destructiveness, honesty from deception, etc., and a belief in any of these values over their opposites is merely an arbitrary preference, with no objective validity. Ethically, it's deuces wild. The current subjectivist/relativist/nihilist morass may seem unappetising, they concede, but that too is an arbitrary judgement. There are no grounds for seeking anything better—there is no "better."
The Russian/American novelist/philosopher Ayn Rand begged to differ. It is reality itself, she argued, that confronts man with the need for morality—a code of values designed to facilitate the process of living—because it confronts him with alternatives amongst which he must choose (he has no choice about choice). At the most fundamental level the choice is: life or death. If one chooses death, there is nothing more to be said; if one chooses life, the book of morality opens, and one must fill in the pages oneself, making one's choices in the presence of alternatives to the ultimate value of: life.
To the nihilist's gleeful 'coup de grace,' 'Ah! But why should one value life in the first place?' Rand replied: The question is improper. The value of life need not and cannot be justified by a value beyond life itself; without the fact of life, the concept of value would not be possible in the first place. Value presupposes life; life necessitates value. 
To the existentialists' lament that without something beyond life, life itself has no meaning, she responded similarly—the very concept of meaning can have meaning only in the context of life. Ultimately, the meaning of life, if one wants to use that terminology, is ... life—one's own life, since one cannot live anyone else's—and what other or better meaning could one conceive? 
A creature endowed with immortality, denied the alternative of life or death (and their barometers, pleasure and pain) would have no need of values and could discover no meaning in anything since nothing would be of any consequence to it. It is man's nature as a living, mortal entity, unprogrammed to survive, constantly facing alternatives, endowed with a conceptual/volitional consciousness, that simultaneously makes the need for morality inescapable and the fulfilment of that need possible. 
For a human being, "is" is fraught with "ought"; "ought" is an irresistible aspect of "is"—the traditional dichotomy between them is false. The task of ethical philosophy is to prevent their being artificially sundered. A successful outcome—a morality derived from and consistent with the facts of reality—is, by virtue of those very characteristics, not arbitrary (disconnected from reality) but objective (consonant with reality).
Rand went on to argue that a reality-based, life-affirming morality would concern itself not merely with survival, but survival proper to the life of the sentient, conceptual being that man is. While life might be the standard of morality, happiness, she argued, was its purpose. "The purpose of morality is to teach you, not to suffer and die, but to enjoy yourself and live."
In Rand's novel The Fountainhead, a young man fresh out of college, looking for spiritual fuel for the journey ahead of him, is wheeling his bicycle through a forest, when he encounters the architect Howard Roark, contemplating some breath-taking new structures—his own—in a nearby clearing. "Who built this?" he asks. "I did," Roark replies. The boy thanks Roark and walks away. "Roark looked after him. He had never seen him before and he would never see him again. He did not know that he had given someone the courage to face a lifetime."
To all this country's young people, happy and unhappy alike, I would repeat what I said on 'Ralston': Read this book—and the philosophy that produced it. You have nothing to lose but your doubts; you have your dreams to win. I repeat that advice today.
A Duty to Live?
[SOLO, 10 October 2005]
The United States Government's contemptible, fascistic drive to force the state of Oregon to overturn its assisted-suicide law has drawn justified fire here. In one of his most trenchant-ever articles on SOLO, Tibor Machan wrote last week: 
The United States of America has become a country just like the country from which it gained its independence back in the late 1700s. It is now managed by government, and nearly everything people want to do that doesn't please some other people must secure public permission. Thus we have the U.S. Supreme Court hearing arguments about whether Oregon's law permitting doctors to dispense drugs that can be used to commit suicide is constitutional. Of course it is. …
Elsewhere, in an op-ed for the Ayn Rand Institute, Thomas A. Bowden wrote: 
Since 1994 Oregon physicians have been permitted by statute to help their patients commit suicide. The federal government's challenge to that law will be argued on Wednesday before the Supreme Court. Unfortunately, the court is likely to base its eventual decision on legal technicalities rather than on the real issue: an individual's unconditional right to commit suicide.
The key word here is unconditional. Enlightened and all as the Oregon law is, it should not be hedged about with mandatory written requests, counselling, waiting periods and the like. Any kind of pact between an individual and another party that does not involve force or fraud is no one else's business. But the reaffirmation of the Oregon law is infinitely to be preferred over the recriminalisation of assisted suicide. (In New Zealand, in spite of the efforts of two politicians to introduce laws similar to Oregon's, assisted suicide remains illegal.) 
Bowden again: 
Who is missing from this debate? The individual patient whose life is at stake. …
What the courts must grasp, if they are to justly resolve the battle over assisted suicide, is that there is no rational secular basis upon which the government can properly prevent any individual from choosing to end his own life. When religious conservatives use secular laws to enforce their idea of God's will, they threaten the central principle on which America was founded.
The Declaration of Independence proclaimed, for the first time in the history of nations, that each person exists as an end in himself. This basic truth—which finds political expression in the right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness—means, in practical terms, that you need no one's permission to live, and that no one may forcibly obstruct your efforts to achieve your own personal happiness. But what if happiness becomes impossible to attain? What if a dread disease, or some other calamity, drains all joy from life, leaving only misery and suffering? The right to life includes and implies the right to commit suicide. To hold otherwise—to declare that society must give you permission to kill yourself—is to contradict the right to life at its root. If you have a duty to go on living, despite your better judgment, then your life does not belong to you, and you exist by permission, not by right.
This is standard Objectivist fare, eloquently and elegantly expressed, and I can't imagine any SOLOist disagreeing with it. Here, however, I want to take the argument a step further. Bowden asks, "What if a dread disease, or some other calamity, drains all joy from life, leaving only misery and suffering?" I want to ask, "What if one doesn't?" I want to argue that the right to commit suicide is indeed unconditional—it pertains to the healthy as well as the terminally ill. I don't mean just that one should have the legal right; I mean one has the moral right. (I should stress at this point that I'm speaking entirely personally, not for SOLO. And I certainly am not claiming to speak for Objectivism.) I want to dissent from the Objectivist party line that if a well person chooses suicide he places himself on "the lowest rung of hell." 
Objectivism holds that the choice to live, while it is the basis of morality, is itself pre-moral. If one chooses to live, then morality becomes necessary; if one doesn't, then, surely, morality has nothing to say about that? How can it have anything to say when it has not yet entered the picture? 
Here's Peikoff on the matter, in OPAR: 
A primary choice [to live] does not mean an 'arbitrary', 'whimsical' or 'groundless' choice. There are grounds for a (certain) primary choice, and those grounds are reality—all of it. The choice to live, as we have seen, is the choice to accept the realm of reality. This choice is not only not arbitrary. It is the precondition of criticising the arbitrary; it is the base of reason. A man who would throw away his life without cause, who would reject the universe on principle and embrace a zero for its own sake—such a man, according to Objectivism, would belong on the lowest rung of hell. His action would indicate so profound a hatred—of himself, of values, of reality—that he would have to be condemned by any human being as a monster. 
If that's not arguing that one has a duty to live, then I don't know what is. 
To be sure, I myself regularly rail against certain epistemologies, politics and esthetics as anti-life. That's because their advocates and practitioners have chosen to live and then promoted things contrary to that choice (both their own and others'—their statism and their death-music are inimical to my choice to live, so I despise them). They have acted immorally, no question. But were they, or any decent person for that matter, suddenly, without explanation or fanfare, to top themselves, I would have nothing to say about the morality of that action, since, by it, they would have removed themselves from morality's purview. Their life, their death, their prerogative. 
Peikoff goes on to say of the suicide-committer: "The moment he would announce his decision seriously he would be disqualified as an object of intellectual debate."
Exactly! That's my whole point! If he's beyond debate, how can it be argued that he's a monster on the lowest rung of hell? The most one can say is that he's reverted to the pre-moral state and opted not to live.
Peikoff's answer to the question, "Why choose life?" reads to me like, "Because it's there, so you must." Mine would be, "There's no intrinsic 'why,' short of a powerful biological urge which I'm free to accept or reject; there's no a priori categorical imperative saying you must choose life—so find your own 'why' and speak for yourself. Why do I choose life? Why the hell not? It's rapturously beautiful, irresistible, fascinating and challenging; it beats the hell out of being dead; and opting out would be damned messy. But I'm under no obligation to stick around, and not to do so wouldn't make me a monster. If I choose life, then I must acquire a code of morality, one consistent with that choice, which means a morality consistent with the reality I have chosen to live within (i.e. an objective morality, not an arbitrary, whimsical or groundless one)." 
Now I don't doubt that Peikoff accurately represents Rand's view and that she's thundering from Valhalla to New Zealand right now to flay me alive. If I have opened the floodgates to subjectivism, intrinsicism, altruism, collectivism, hedonism, whim-worship, rationalism and empiricism, not to mention Saddamy, pomo-wankerism, vegetarianism and Luke Setzer's flow-charts, then I'm more than willing to stand corrected. But I thought a duty ethic was what we Objectivists were not about. 
Bill Gates vs Mother Teresa
[Politically Incorrect Show, 9 November 1999 and The Free Radical, Issue 39, December 1999—February 2000]
Yesterday a moron with a drone to match his brain said he wanted a Workers' Republic in New Zealand—something akin to the Democratic People's Republic of Korea, otherwise known as North Korea, no doubt, where everyone (except the rulers of course) is equal. Equally hungry, equally miserable, equally ground down, equally dead. Yesterday, that moron had something to celebrate: the finding by some cockroach mediocrity masquerading as a district court judge somewhere in the United Police States that Bill Gates, one of the great geniuses of our time, was guilty of exercising coercive monopoly power in personal computer operating systems. Among the options open to this vermin under the UPS' vicious trust-busting legislation: to break up Gates' company, Microsoft, altogether. The moron—and the hundreds of thousands of imbeciles like him in this backwater of swamp temperature IQs—would have loved this. Not because he had a clue what the issues were, but because someone great was being cut down. More than rugby, it's this country's favourite spectacle, about to be given a new lease of anti-life from an Alliance Retard-Hard Labour government. 
Point #1: Mr Gates does not operate a monopoly. There are many operating systems available other than his. His happen to be the most popular. For that, he should be applauded, not prosecuted.
Point #2: Mr Gates integrates his systems with a web browser, Internet Explorer, so that you can't get one without the other. This is what is being called "coercive" even though no one is forced to buy the package. Again, Internet Explorer is popular so people are willingly signing up for the whole kit and kaboodle. His snivelling competitors, like the creepie-crawlies who seek subsidies and tariffs in this country, are saying that it's unfair. Competition is fine, in other words, until someone starts to win it. Again, Mr Gates deserves applause for being a winner, not prosecution for hurting the feelings of his competitors.
Point #3: In a truly free society, to which the United States once approximated, a provider can only become a monopoly by being astonishingly good, and then probably only temporarily—as long as the field is left open, as opposed to being sealed off by the coercive decree of government. Even if Mr Gates did have a monopoly right now, he'd constantly have to look over his shoulder for the upstart young innovator who would outsmart him. The morons, however, want the government itself to act as monopoly-provider of everything! How can they claim to be opposed to monopolies? It's not monopolies they're opposed to, it's success. Which brings me finally to ...
Point #4: Mr Gates is a classic case of the entrepreneur who starts with nothing and from nothing and ends up unimaginably wealthy because of some epoch-changing new product he creates. For that he is resented, even though the lives of untold numbers of people are enriched incalculably by what he has created. One Bill Gates is worth a zillion Mother Teresas, and then some. In fact, no comparison at all is possible. If the Bill Gates of this world didn't create wealth, there'd be no charity for the Mother Teresas to dispense.
In Ayn Rand's novel The Fountainhead, Howard Roark begins his courtroom defence by observing, "Thousands of years ago the first man discovered how to make fire. He was probably burned at the stake he had taught his brothers to light."
Nothing's changed, has it?
Mr Gates' proper response to this outrage would be to withdraw his products, close shop and tell this rotten, ungrateful world to get stuffed.
 
5 Human Rights, Government Wrongs
A is A: Eh?
[The Free Radical, Issue 22, December 1996/January 1997]
Objectivist philosopher Leonard Peikoff tells the story of someone whom he spent many months attempting to persuade of the folly and immorality of nationalising the steel industry. Finally the man conceded the merits of Peikoff's arguments. Nationalising the steel industry, he acknowledged, would be a foolish and immoral thing to do; but what about the coal industry?
At work here was one of the most disconcerting and disheartening intellectual (or rather, anti-intellectual) phenomena which proselytisers for liberty have to face: failure to think in principles. It is the reason why libertarians so often find themselves in the frustrating position of having to reinvent the wheel. "He's grasped it with respect to the steel industry," you might think if you were Peikoff in the above example; "I can rest easy that he'll get it with respect to the coal industry and all other industries without my having to go through it all again." If only! 
Examples of the "anti-conceptual mentality," as Ayn Rand called it, abound in New Zealand public discourse. A retired schoolteacher (New Zealand Herald, 11/11/96) recently launched an attack on "post-modernist" morality on the (justifiable) ground that it discarded the idea of "objective good." He then set out to defend "traditional" morality on the ground that it was based on "objective good." How could we be sure that this was so? Why, every thinker from Plato to Bertrand Russell agreed that it was! (A curious proposition in itself—it would certainly be news to Bertrand Russell). Furthermore, the objective goodness of traditional morality was axiomatic, not requiring support by argument. (In which case, why  bother with the Plato-to-Bertrand-Russell argument?)
In other words, having dismissed post-modernism because it was subjective, our retired schoolteacher then defended traditionalism on grounds that were equally subjective:  consensus (everyone from Plato to Bertrand Russell agrees) and faith (no need for support by argument). 
A chronic case of failure to think in principles.
Does this widespread muddleheadedness matter in the quest for freedom? Is the Pope a Catholic?! 
George Orwell showed us in 1984 how failure to think in principles makes possible the manipulation of concepts so that people in a state of slavery can be persuaded that they are actually living in freedom. The Prime Minister inadvertently imparted a similar lesson when, for some unknown reason, he suddenly and uncharacteristically saw fit to extol the virtues of freedom in the final days of the election campaign. Mr Bolger made a startling, potentially historic announcement: that there were eight freedoms—which, if true, represented a significant quantitative improvement on Locke and Jefferson. Unfortunately, the PM made no effort to define his terms, and in his ensuing confusion irretrievably forfeited any claim to philosophical immortality.
To illustrate his befuddlement, let's take two of Mr Bolger's freedoms—"freedom for individual workers to make their own decisions about union membership" and "freedom to operate a private business" (very good, Jim; go to the top of the class)—with two others: "freedom to have a job in a growing economy" and "freedom in the knowledge there is a state safety net when needed" (very bad, Jim; go stand in the corner). Does it require an Aristotle to grasp that these two sets of "freedoms" are mutually exclusive? No; but it does require an identification of their underlying assumptions, a capacity to think in principles. The PM, unfortunately, has no great enthusiasm for such an enterprise; readers may remember his response to my proposition that all National Party policies ought to be derived from tenable underlying principles: "Bullshit!"
"Freedom for individual workers to make their own decisions about union membership" and "freedom to operate a private business" both presuppose an individual's sovereignty over his own life, his own actions, and, by extension, the fruits of his actions. (This principle can in turn be validated by reference to man's distinctive identity as a creature of volitional, conceptual consciousness.) So far, so good. But what happens to an individual's sovereignty if the second two "freedoms" are observed? "Freedom to have a job in a growing economy" implies that individual A who creates jobs is obliged to provide one for individual B. But if individual A is sovereign, whom he employs is his prerogative; to force him to employ B is to violate his sovereignty. Individual B is free to seek a job, but not to acquire one by force. Mr Bolger should have articulated this freedom just this way—as "freedom to seek a job." Period. (Whether the economy is growing is irrelevant.) His actual formulation was a negation of freedom. 
Ditto for "freedom in the knowledge there is a state safety net when needed." Translated honestly, this means "freedom in the knowledge that one will receive money taken by force from others when needed." In which case, what has happened to the sovereignty over the fruits of his efforts of the person from whom the money is stolen? Again, it has been violated. Again, the PM could have got it right by upholding "freedom to seek and receive help from others with their consent." As it was, he got it lethally wrong.
One could equally profitably repeat this exercise with Mr Bolger's other "freedoms." My favourite is "freedom from excessive taxes"—i.e. freedom from excessive theft. What a doozie! Some theft is permissible, any more is "excessive." What will the PM come up with next? Freedom from excessive rape? Freedom from excessive assault? Freedom from excessive murder?
Either human beings are sovereign—in which case one set of policies follows—or they are not—in which case a diametrically opposite set of policies follows. The point is to identify the correct principle and follow it through consistently. To advocate, by conceptual default, policies based on both principles is just as disastrous as to advocate policies based entirely on the wrong principle—for in any forced co-existence of right and wrong, it is the wrong that will flourish.
A is A. It is not B.
Free Speech's Fits and Starts
[The Free Radical, Issue 24, April/May 1997 and SOLO, 29 March 2004]
Freedom is the fundamental requirement of man's mind. ... A gun is not an argument. 
– Ayn Rand
Walking home from the gym the day of the first anniversary of the beginning of the liberation of Iraq, I encountered several hundred smelly Saddamites marching towards Parliament to demand the reinstatement of their toppled idol (I exaggerate the letter, but not the spirit of their protest). The vicious irony of their using their freedom of expression to demand that Iraqis be deprived of it, so soon after acquiring it, was clearly lost on these caterwauling grotesqueries. I alternated between seething disgust at the vermin and curiosity as to whether any of them might be given pause by a moment's reflection on free speech's long, tortuous history.
Those magnificent Greeks had more than an inkling of it—yet they infamously put Socrates to death.
The Enlightenment resurrected it after centuries of heresy-hunts and burnings at the stake. John Milton's celebrated speech to the English Parliament, later published as the Aeropagitica (in deference to the Greeks), was an attack on Imprimatur, the literal stamp of approval one had to obtain from state censors on documents one wished to publish. (One could not obtain Imprimatur on anything attacking the Church of England or the Government.) Censorship of ideas, Milton said, was "the greatest discouragement and affront that can be offered to learning and to learned men." Unfortunately, Milton made an exception of Catholics, since they were supposedly in thrall to a foreign power (the Pope).
Then came John Locke, who did brilliant, original work in developing the concept of rights, including freedom of expression—except for atheists! Freedom of religion, it seems, did not extend to freedom from religion!
Locke did tumble to a vital distinction underpinning the case for free speech—the distinction between force and persuasion. Force he equated with governments; persuasion he equated with books. Persuasion cannot force, he argued; coercion cannot persuade. "Such is the nature of the understanding that it cannot be compelled to the belief of anything by outward force." The use of government force as an instrument of persuasion, he believed, was wrong; for the Government to censor the content of books (except atheist ones) was improper.
One hundred years later, the United States' first Congress sent off to the states, for ratification, the following Amendment to the Constitution: "Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom of speech, or of the press; or the right of the people peaceably to assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of grievances." What an achievement! From primordial slime through countless millennia of grunting evolution and brute force to such magnificent words as those!
And of course, it would be remiss not to acknowledge the French playwright and anti-Catholic Church polemicist Voltaire, who in 1770 had penned the following in a letter to a priest: "Monsieur l'abbé, I detest what you write, but I would give my life to make it possible for you to continue to write." This later became popularised as the classic affirmation, "I disagree with what you say but will defend to the death your right to say it."
Then came John Stuart Mill, widely regarded as one of free speech's foremost advocates: "If any opinion is compelled to silence, that opinion may, for aught we can certainly know, be true. To deny this is to assume our own infallibility." Note, though, his over-arching view of when government force is justified: "… the only purpose for which power can be rightly exercised over any member of a civilised community against his will is to prevent harm to others."
"Harm to others"? What does that cover? It could cover any number of things, speech being just one of them, whose forcible prevention by the state would be profoundly anti-freedom. It could cover, for instance, hurting the feelings of others. It could cover withholding one's earnings from others (Mill himself said that failure to perform certain charitable "duties" constituted harm). Would the exercise of governmental power then be warranted to protect people's feelings by banning certain types of speech and to force people to perform their charitable duties? The contemporary incarnation of primordial slime—university lecturers in politics, sociology and philosophy—gleefully answer "Yes!"—as they applaud politically correct "speech codes," demand "hate crime" legislation, urge higher levels of taxation and so forth. (Thus the grotesquery of these Rawls-worshipping neo-Marxists claiming they are in the "classical liberal tradition.") And there is nothing in Mill to justify one's saying, "No!" This is the same Mill, after all, who believed that education should be compulsory.
Clearly, this won't do. It's a short, barely discernible step from "harm to others" to "injurious to the public good"—the indefinable notion that in one form or another underlies censorship legislation around the world. The imprecision of Mill's argument has contributed to the dead-end of post-modernism whose pin-up boys like Stanley Fish write books with titles such as There Is No such Thing as Free Speech—and It's a Good Thing Too. Free speech, says Fish, is a contradiction in terms; all speech is coercive. This is what, three hundred years after Locke, two hundred years after the First Amendment, we have been reduced to—as though Locke's crucial insight distinguishing force from persuasion, so admirably crystallised in the Ayn Rand quotation above, had never happened.
But it did happen—and the pomo-wankers and the femi-nazis and the conservatives and the "liberals" and all the other wannabe censors know it. They also know that if they can sell persuasion as force, they can justify force as persuasion. That is exactly what they want to do. Unfortunately, they are succeeding. 
The only free speech the smelly Saddamites are concerned about is their own. 
Discrimination Rules
[The Free Radical, Issue 11, March 1995]
Many years ago when your editor was employed by state radio, he was asked to be part of a committee that Radio New Zealand was setting up to examine, and propose solutions to, the problem of sexist language on the airwaves. Seriously. These were the interesting days of the helmsmanship (oops!) of a certain person-person, whose penchant for pukenui-gazing and moon-communing on maraes, and other such politically correct pastimes, apparently muted her appreciation of the fact that RNZ was careening towards financial disaster back here on earth—a disaster averted only by her generous self-despatch, and replacement by male-persons with their minds on matters much more mercenary than their navels. But I remember, before this long-overdue denouement, sending her a memo declining the opportunity to agonise in committee on the problem of sexist language, on the grounds that no such problem existed. Undaunted, she formed her committee and manned it (oops!) with persons more consciousness-raised than I, who in due course confirmed that our airwaves were indeed awash with sexism and published a list of newly forbidden words and their mandated (oops!) substitutes. Such, however, was the hilarity occasioned by the proposed switches from manhole to personhole, ladies-in-waiting to monarch's support-persons, etc., etc., that the blacklist (oops) was hurriedly withdrawn. Common sense and a sense of humour had seemingly prevailed.
Of course, they hadn't. This was but a small mis-step in the forward march of PC zealotry, whose end-point is dictatorship. And we are almost there.
TFR readers will remember from Issue #10 the good-humoured tilt taken at the Human Rights Commission in our ad for Radio Liberty sales staff. You will remember also the Commission's po-faced response. "This radio network discriminates on the basis of ability. (Please don't tell the Human Rights Commission)," we had said; "The Commission applauds Radio Liberty and all other employers who use ability and job-related criteria when making appointments," HRC Chief Commissioner Pamela Jeffries rejoined. "Unfortunately for the rights and liberty of New Zealanders, some employers discriminate on the grounds of age, colour, disability, employment status, ethnic or national origins, family status, marital status, political opinion, race, religious or ethical belief, sex and sexual orientation."
Embodied in this statement—and in the Human Rights Act itself—is the utter negation of the "rights" that PC mutilation of the language, among other things, has made possible, "rights" pertain to freedom of action; they are not a claim on the actions of someone else. I have the right to seek a job; I do not have a right to make someone else employ me—there is no right to a job per se. What can be the status of a right to a job before someone creates jobs? Do the right-to-a-job advocates seriously contend that at the point at which someone sets himself up in business and creates jobs, he suddenly has an obligation to provide them? By what logic? Where was that obligation before? Does it become operative only when it becomes enforceable? Or is the obligation indeed a priori? Does the ability to create jobs oblige its possessor to exercise it?
Whichever way the right-to-a-jobbers go, they end up in a morass of absurdity.
In truth, the creation of jobs is an upshot of someone's having exercised his right to act; filling those jobs is simply an extension of that right, for him to do as he sees fit. If he declines to employ me because of something about me that he doesn't like, even if that dislike is irrational, that is his prerogative; he does not owe me a job. If I believe his dislike of me is irrational, I have the right to try to talk him out of it; I still do not have the right to force him to employ me. Whom he employs and for what reasons—these things remain his prerogative. He created the jobs. There is a right to discriminate. 
Discrimination, after all, is something we all practise, every day and in every detail of our lives, including that of whom we choose to associate with—on the grounds proscribed by the Human Rights Commission and a million other grounds as well. Those grounds may often be quirky, silly, immoral even; but, as long as we are not imposing anything on anyone, we have the right so to discriminate. It is what is called freedom of association. Employment is a form of association. Every time it tells an employer he must employ someone whom he'd rather not, the Human Rights Commission violates that freedom.
Moreover, it's a tad disingenuous of Pamela Jeffries to pretend that she and the Act uphold the right to discriminate on the basis of ability. One of the prohibited grounds of discrimination under the Act is disability, which subsumes "physical disability or impairment, physical illness, psychiatric illness, intellectual or psychological disability or impairment …" (Part II, Section 21(h)). No, I'm not making this up—by law you may not turn anyone away for any of the above reasons. So if a raving schizoid or drooling moron turns up for a job interview, you'll have to think of some reason other than the obvious one for politely showing him the door (exemptions are permitted, you'll be reassured to know, if you operate an airline or a forklift). And if you're not allowed to discriminate against disability or inability, you're hardly in a position to discriminate in favour of ability!
As a follow-up to our first ad for sales staff, and with a certain urge to tickle Big Sister Jeffries' sensibilities again, we decided to place another ad in the Herald for a front-of-house person. It read, "If we were Politically Incorrect, we would say we wanted an attractive, intelligent, personable young lady for receptionist/telephonist duties at our incomparable new radio station. But since that would make the Human Rights Commission angry, we'll say instead that we're looking for a person of any gender, age and attributes to be our receptionist/telephonist person-person." Etc., etc. The Herald staffer who first dealt with the ad referred it to her supervisor, who in turn referred it to her supervisor—who decided not to run it. She was mindful perhaps of Section 67 of the Act which says, "It shall be unlawful for any person to publish or display, or to cause or allow to be published or displayed, any advertisement or notice which indicates, or could reasonably be understood as indicating, an intention to commit a breach of any of the provisions of this part of the Act. … Use of a job description with a gender connotation (such as 'postman' or 'stewardess') shall be taken to indicate an intention to discriminate."
Read this passage from the Act again—read the whole foul document—and ask yourself if my opening salvo about our proximity to dictatorship was hyperbole. See where such seemingly innocuous sillinesses as the forbidding of ladies-in-waiting can lead. (As Mike Moore so correctly, if belatedly, observed in his own recent attack on PC, "If you can control the vocabulary, you can control the debate. If you control the debate, you control the outcome.") Put the repeal of the Act and the disestablishment of the Commissariat, on whom you and I are currently forced to spend $3.7m a year, high on your freedom agenda.
And if you know of any attractive, intelligent, personable young ladies out there …
The Moral Troglodytes
[Liberty, Vol. 3, No. 7, 20 October 1985]
It comes as little surprise to read in the newspapers of the intention of assorted bigots to coalesce and fight what they regard as moral decay in New Zealand. The Homosexual Law Reform Bill has lured an extraordinary number of these troglodytes from their caves, and it was inevitable that they should want to club together, so to speak.
It is crucial to a proper rebuttal of their fascist propositions, however, that one does not knee—jerkingly endorse the communist propositions of the bigots of the Left. If advocacy of freedom is the yardstick, one must recognise that Right and Left, conservatives and “liberals,” the Moral Majority and Marxists, are all freedom’s enemies.
Essentially, the conservative purports to uphold freedom in the economic marketplace while vigorously promoting regulation and censorship in the realm of ideas and social/sexual relationships; the “liberal” favours freedom in the latter realm and repression in the former. To be a genuine advocate of freedom is to favour it in both spheres. It is consistently to uphold each individual’s right to life and liberty, to the lawful acquisition of property and the pursuit of his own private happiness. It is to support the decriminalisation of homosexuality, but to oppose that part of the Reform Bill that says in effect that an employer may not freely choose his employees, a landlord his tenants, a private citizen his friends, etc. It is to uphold the right of all citizens to pursue the career of their choice, but to oppose the case for privileged treatment being advanced by man—hating women and pakeha—hating Maoris. It is to oppose military conscription but to recognise the need for a strong, voluntary defence force and defensive alliances like ANZUS, since talk of freedom is empty without the means to protect it. It is to oppose apartheid and the brutal practices of black African tyrannies equally, not condemn one and excuse the other. Above all, it is to identify and make explicit the totalitarian impertinence that unites Biblical Fundamentalists with secular socialists, lunatic Iranians with screeching feminists, anti—pornography campaigners with rapists, anti—abortionists with murderers, Maori activists with South African racists, and renders them all unspeakable—namely, a total disregard for the sovereignty of the individual.
The “moral decay” we should be concerned about is the progressive erosion of the individual’s autonomy. All the above groups arrogantly presuppose that the individual is not the owner of his (or her) life, that he belongs to them to dispose of as they see fit, that he is inherently beholden to them and their varying dictates, that if he does not conform he must be forced to.
To be a genuine advocate of freedom is to spit in all their leering faces.
Back-Door Homophobia
[SOLO, 4 June 2002]
Longtime anti-homosexual obsessive Reuben Chapple has ventured onto the SOLOHQ site to say, "Gay objectivists seem to be obssessed with sexual self-justification when it is something that shouldn't be a factor for any objectivist." He is responding with a well-worn diatribe, aired, among other places, on my own Politically Incorrect Show, to Part Three of Chris Sciabarra's "Objectivism and Homosexuality." Part Four is in the new Free Radical, and will be posted on SOLO in due course. It observes at one point, "One of the missions of Perigo's SOLO has been to bring this issue 'out of the closet so that it can be examined rationally—and then become, genuinely, the non-issue that it ought to be.'" You see, I agree with Reuben: the subject should not be a "factor" in the lives of Objectivists—but it has been a factor because leading Objectivists have either said extremely stupid things about it or been afraid to say sensible things. It's time to put that right.
Don't expect any help from Reuben in that regard. First, he's not an Objectivist, and wouldn't pretend to be. Second, while he's sensible on many subjects, on this one he's long been unhinged.
"Male homosexuality," Reuben informs us for the umpteenth time, "could aptly be described as a pathological sexual addiction, one predicated upon youth, physical beauty, fleeting sexual encounters and always looking around for the next bit of fresh meat."
Well, tickle my testicles! Or, as another poster, the relentlessly heterosexual Matt Ballin so eloquently put it, "Yikes!" But wait—there's much, much more. Reuben's just getting warmed up:
Is reducing sexual interaction to the expulsion of surplus bodily effluvia in a public lavatory amidst the reek of anonymous excrement without having even spoken to the other party or learned anything about them evidence of a psychologically and sexually healthy individual? ... In an objective sense, sexual addiction of the type described is surely evidence of deep pyschological disturbance for anyone, gay or straight, as are certain sexual practices. ... Why are activities like fisting, scats, mud sports and water sports so widely practised in certain gay subgroups? ... whatever one's sexual preference, sexual addiction, fisting, coprophagia, coprophilia and micturation on one's partner have little to do with human intimacy and can only be symptomatic of massive self-disgust and self-hatred.
Now, in my experience, Reuben always does this—displays a familiarity and preoccupation with "gay" activities that I as a gay person have never engaged in and in some cases never heard of. I am not always looking around for the next bit of fresh meat (though flippancy impels me to say, chance would be a fine thing). I have never sought, or wanted, to expel my surplus bodily effluvia in a public toilet—and would never dream of doing so. The reek of excrement, anonymous or otherwise, does nothing for me at all. Quite the opposite. I have never engaged in fisting, scats or mud and water sport. I have absolutely no idea what coprophagia, coprophilia and micturation are, and am reasonably certain that I don't wish to find out. Perhaps I've just led a sheltered life, but somehow I doubt it. As far as I know, all the gay people of my acquaintance have no knowledge of or interest in these things either. In fact, as far as I can tell they're just like the straight people of my acquaintance, with the same diversity of romantic/sexual aspirations, except that they prefer their own gender to the opposite. No doubt there's a sub-culture that gets off on urine and faeces, just as there is, no doubt, in the straight world. I'm not an arbiter of whether such proclivities are "psychologically healthy" or not—in an area as demonstrably complex and little understood as sexuality I would be hesitant to pronounce such judgements—but methinks that Mr Chapple, in his fascination with them, doth perhaps protest too much. Ditto his fascination with sodomy.
The bottom line here, so to speak, must be that people should be left free to pursue their sexual and romantic interests as they please, leaving aside coercion and minors (the unwilling and the unwitting). Reuben professes agreement with that approach, but I wonder how long it would survive his homophobia were he in a position of authority. If we were back in the days when homosexual activity was illegal, would he be advocating its decriminalisation? Somehow I doubt it.
I wholeheartedly concur with Reuben, however, when he says, "I do ... have grave objections to gay activists manipulating public debate and trying to tell me that what is 'normal' for them on a personal level ought to be 'normal' for everyone when it clearly isn't." But Mr Chapple ought to have varied his normal (?) rant enough to acknowledge my being about the only gay public figure in New Zealand (the only other one I can think of offhand is Michael Coote) to speak out loudly, consistently and repeatedly—to speak out at all—against the infestation of the "gay community" (ugh!) by politically correct fascists trying in effect to make homosexuality compulsory and heterosexuality illegal. These people are despicable and deserve all the odium one can heap upon them—not because they are gay, but because they are fascists. And because they now occupy the highest echelons of government and the public service. I have pointed out time and again that the persecuted have become the persecutors ... but you wouldn't know from Reuben's diatribe that I had said so even once. He is not interested in justice, just in ejaculating a bodily fluid of his own—his bile.
In setting SOLO up, I promised, among many other things, to confront Objectivism with its history on this matter. Thanks to Chris Matthew Sciabarra—and heedless of the likes of Reuben Chapple—I have made good on that promise. I'm proud of that.
The Rights of Mosquitoes
[Politically Incorrect Show, 21 September 1999]
Yesterday I read out the story of the ice cream vendor seeking permission to sell ice creams in the Kerikeri Basin Reserve carpark who was turned down because such an activity would conflict with the area's "unique historic setting and its future potential as a World Heritage site." This at a time when mindless nature-worship is plumbing new depths of lunacy, when people are being forbidden to touch driftwood on beaches without resource consents, when councils are proposing blanket protection for all trees (whether on private or public property), when Labour politicians are claiming that trees have more rights than people because they're older, when the contemptible tree-hugging Greenshirts who believe that people have no rights at all but everything else on earth has are rising in the polls as further testimony that there's one born every minute.
Let's not beat about the native bush on this—trees have no rights. Animals have no rights. Insects have no rights. Puddles have no rights. Rocks and stones have no rights. Rights are concepts pertaining to the only species capable of forming concepts—human beings. Rights do not and cannot exist apart from human beings.
Suppose the eco-fascists get their way and all human life is extinguished—how then are the rights that they believe in—the rights of trees, rocks and puddles—how and by whom are these rights then going to be identified and upheld? If the fledgling kiwi-bird has a right to life, how is this to be explained to the non-conceptual stoat that wants to eat it? And what about the stoat's right to life? For that matter, what about the rights of the insects and grubs that the kiwi-bird wants to eat? The idea that everything that exists has rights is a joke taken seriously only by half-wits and totalitarians. But it's a very dangerous joke, because there are a lot of half-wits, and Hitler was a tree-hugger. 
To be objective—that is, reality-based—concepts must identify and integrate facts. The relevant facts here are that man's mind is his fundamental means of survival, that the mind operates conceptually and by choice, that each man has one, that it is therefore necessary and appropriate that each man be free to use it and act on it if he is to live as a man, but that it is possible—and inappropriate—for other human beings to try to stop him. The concept that identifies and integrates these facts is the concept "rights." To put the point another way, in Ayn Rand's words: "A 'right' is a moral principle defining and sanctioning a man's freedom of action in a social context." When we say people have rights, this is shorthand for: "People by nature require freedom; 'rights' acknowledge the requirement and ratify the freedom." You can see why people prefer the shorthand, but it's very important to grasp the longhand, otherwise unconscionable tosh about the "rights" of mosquitoes enters in. And if mosquitoes have rights, human beings don't. 
People must allow themselves to be bitten to death ... as they ponder the ice creams they're not allowed to sell.
The Politically Incorrect Show, the only voice against fascist Greenshirt scum. 
 
6 Libertarians and Capitalists
Right Plus Left = Wrong
[Craccum, 1998; The Free Radical, Issues 31, July/August 1998, and 58, September/October 2003, and SOLO, 30 December 2007]
Libertarians are often labelled "Right-wing." Some libertarians themselves accept the appellation "libertarian Right." I reject the term altogether. There are too many disagreements, fundamental and incidental, between libertarians and those on the Right of the conventional political spectrum for me to countenance using the same label, however it is qualified.
Right-wingers share with Left-wingers the premise that the individual's life belongs to society—as embodied by the state—whom it is his duty to serve. Contrast for example the Nazi slogan, "The public good before the private good" on the Right with that of Mao's cultural revolution, "Serve the people" on the Left and observe that there is no contrast! All Rightists and Leftists in between these extremes share this premise. Libertarians, by (genuine) contrast take the view that an individual's life belongs to him, that he may live it as he chooses, and that his only obligation to others is to respect their right to do the same.
All other disagreements between the Right and libertarians flow from this basic one. Right-wingers traditionally support military conscription—if the state owns your life, after all, then it may legitimately force you to forfeit it. Libertarians say an army should consist of volunteers. The Right opposes voluntary euthanasia; libertarians say: it's your life, and you may end it when you choose to, with the voluntary assistance of another if that is your choice. The Right would criminalise homosexuals and prostitutes; libertarians oppose any legal restrictions on consensual adult sex. The Right (and, nowadays, the Politically Correct Left also) would censor the books you read and the films and videos you watch; libertarians say: what you read and watch is your affair (in the case of "snuff movies" and child porn, there are already, properly, laws against murder and the sexual exploitation of children). The Right—and much of the Left—opposes the legalisation of drugs; libertarians say: it's your body—what you put in it is over to you.
The Right is often racist, embracing some variant of white or Aryan supremacism. The Nazis and The Ku Klux Klan come readily to mind, although it should be noted that the most conspicuous racism in New Zealand is exhibited by those who oppose immigration and foreign investment, who are characteristically on the Left. Libertarians are colour-blind, treating all people as sovereign individuals with the rights thereof. We favour open borders for people and money.
The Right is often anti-woman, believing that women are simply breeding/feeding machines who should be confined to the bedroom and the kitchen in biblical obedience. Libertarians say that female humans are sovereign just as males are, and if they want to pursue a professional career, that is their right.
Even when it comes to the area where the Right and libertarians do seem to have something in common—advocacy of a free market—we actually don't, because the Right simply does not mean it or practise it. The dominance of the "New Right" in New Zealand has delivered, overall, the most controlled, regulated and highly-taxed economy we have ever had, with unprecedented power vested in one Kremlin-like central planner, Dr Brash. What the Right means by a free market is "crony capitalism" of the Asian type, where the government bestows favours on businesspeople who contribute to its coffers. Libertarians favour a genuine free market in which people freely exchange value for value without state-imposed taxes, subsidies, tariffs, duties, etc. Such a free market already exists in the form of the "cash" or "underground" economy, estimated in New Zealand's case to be worth $11 billion. It is illustrative of my thesis today that the most Right-wing of our parties—ACT—wishes to sniff out and tax this genuinely free market, while we libertarians say: leave it alone, that's what the whole economy should be like!
Libertarians, in short, are right—but not Right.
A is A; Anarchism is the Arbitrary
[The Free Radical, Issue 18, April/May 1996 and SOLO, 5 April 2004]
 
"Politicians are not born, they are excreted." 
– Cicero.
However unsanitary the metaphor, it is not gratuitous. Anyone who seeks coercive power over others (for reasons which include living off those others' earnings) is truly comparable to excrement. Probably the greater number of politicians the world over are in this category.
Isn't the best approach, then, to declare a plague on all their houses? To refrain from voting for any of them on the ground stated so eloquently by an elderly British voter back in the time of Harold Wilson—"I don't vote at all; it only encourages them"? Doesn't the very act of voting sanction the existence of government, and isn't government per se the evil we are trying to banish? Doesn't this follow from the characterisation of politicians above? Isn't my own support for such a view implied by my inclusion in The Free Radical of articles by writer Rex Benson in support of anarchism—the absence of government?
No, it isn't.
TFR exists to portray "politics, economics and life as if freedom mattered." I believe that for freedom to be achieved and maintained, limited government is necessary (and that those who participate in it are not "excreta"). I am happy, however, to have the toss argued—to accommodate those, like Rex, who believe that no government is necessary; to provide what he calls "a rare outlet for polemic of just this kind."
"I know of no anarchist," Rex writes, "who ever proposed that society be constituted without agreed standards, even if these were crystallised into one simple maxim such as 'you are free to do what you like except interfere with someone else's freedom'; nor have any of them ever suggested that we stand idly by if our rights are abused by others."
This raises a number of questions. What if this "simple maxim" is not the "agreed standard"? Why should it be? Why shouldn't the Mongrel Mob's maxims be the "agreed standards"? How are "freedom" and "rights" to be defined? If someone, acting on a different definition from mine, proposes to abuse my rights, who stops him and on what grounds? Of what does "not standing idly by" consist—blowing him away?
It is in answering such questions that one encounters the inescapable need for government.
Imagine, for example, being confronted by a Hegelian, who would claim to be an enthusiastic devotee of freedom. In his lexicon, however, individual freedom is a misnomer and true freedom consists in submission by the individual to the state. Such a person would vigorously promote abuses of individual rights like compulsory taxation, military conscription, censorship, drug prohibition, murder for the "common good" (war) etc., and sincerely argue that by such means, true freedom would be achieved. Rex and I, on the other hand, would loudly protest that such outrages were "interferences with our freedom."
In Rex's government-less society, who would prevail? Without a formally constituted agency charged with defining and defending individual rights (government), the answer could only be: he who has the bigger club. Rex might have no intention of "standing idly by" while his rights were abused, but in the presence of armed Hegelians and absence of legally constituted police, to whom and to what would he repair? Like-minded people with better weapons? A home-made nuclear arsenal in his back yard? The spectre of might is right looms large.
Hence Ayn Rand's statement that "a society without organised government [or, to anticipate Rex, 'organised without government'] would be at the mercy of the first criminal [or Hegelian] who came along."
It won't do to suggest, as Rex does, that "arseholes" should simply be "banished." A free society has to put up with "arseholes"—as long as they're not criminal "arseholes." In the absence of government—and its raison d'etre, law—what would be the definition of criminal? Who would lay down the standard and burden of proof? Rex's answer would appear to be: there would be "agreed standards." To which I say again: what about those, unbeholden to and unrestrained by (non-existent) laws, who don't agree to those standards? "Banishment" by consensus? Effected by what means, if they have the bigger clubs?! What is the point of having "agreed standards," particularly pro-freedom standards, without the wherewithal to defend them? And not just against Hegelians and criminals: let us remember that even individualists are capable of innocently breaching contracts—and of having children who may grow up to be raging collectivists!
Galt's Gulch, in Atlas Shrugged, to which Rex repairs for vindication, may not have had an organised government, but its inhabitants, remember, were a small, invitation-only elite of the brightest and the best who had temporarily retreated from the world pending its inevitable collapse. Its immigration policy was decidedly unlibertarian! It is clear from her non-fiction writing on the subject that Ayn Rand did not see a government-less state as a permanently viable model for the world itself.
And for a very good reason, which is the very nub of the matter: "the need for objective laws." Rex's retreat to "agreed standards" makes it plain that he cannot come to grips with the notion of objective anything. He equates objectivity with subjectivism on the one hand ("a hyperbolic reaction against happenstance morality") and intrinsicism ("some intrinsic value independent of our desire to attribute any particular value to it") on the other—both of which are antitheses of objectivity. (For a full description and debunking of these age-old philosophical errors, see Rand's Capitalism, The Unknown Ideal and Leonard Peikoff's Objectivism: The Philosophy of Ayn Rand.)
Objectivity consists in conceptually grasping facts of reality; for a point of view, a value or a law to be objective, it must be consistent with facts. The relevant fact here, disputed only by sceptics in universities who doubt their own existence, is that human beings, unlike ants or artichokes, possess reason and free will—the capacity to think, choose and act for themselves. From this fact we infer that the social organisation appropriate for human beings is one which leaves them free to think, choose and act, and prohibits only those actions—which some may choose precisely because they have free will—that violate this freedom: actions that involve the initiation of force by one party against another (murder, theft, assault, etc.). And we infer that one independent agency, a dispassionate third party (not a plethora of agencies chosen by different people with differing "agreed standards"), is required to specify and enforce such prohibitions, neutrally, consistently and universally. (This is true whether it is "agreed" to or not. "Agreement" is not the point. Murder is not validated by consensus. The most one can say about "agreement" is that a certain measure of it is a necessary, but far-from-sufficient, pre-condition of freedom.)
To put all of this another way: freedom is a social requirement of man's nature. Freedom is freedom from force. Force is justified only when used in retaliation against those who initiate it. But—"If I am wielding retaliatory force, my use of that instrument must be in strict accordance with publicly promulgated laws, and publicly observable judicial proceedings, so that people are not left wondering how, where and against whom I will use force tomorrow" (David Kelley). A is A—and Anarchism is the Arbitrary writ large.
Such are the objective origins and functions of government. That governments have traditionally overstepped these boundaries and behaved improperly, more like criminals than guardians against them, initiating force rather than retaliating against (or pre-empting) it, is no argument for dispensing with government itself.
Much more could and should be said, but I shall leave the last word in the space available to the late Roy A. Childs, Jr. In the 1970s, Mr Childs was a prominent exponent of anarchism. He challenged Ayn Rand's view of government in a famous essay entitled, "Objectivism and the State: an Open Letter to Ayn Rand". Less well known is the fact that he subsequently changed his mind. Why? 
"Because, to paraphrase my open letter to Ayn Rand, I was wrong. I now regard anarchism as incoherent and even dangerous to the libertarian movement. ... Libertarians attempting to implement anarchism would find themselves invariably moving in practice toward something very different; something, furthermore, that they never intended. I believe that the end result of their beliefs and actions would horrify many of them if they could see it in advance."
What "end result"? Here I have to second-guess Mr Childs, because he died without completing his explanation, but I feel secure in invoking Cicero's metaphor and answering on Roy's behalf:
"A sewer of subjectivist strife."
What About the Poor?
[Politically Incorrect Show, 7 October 1999]
Right at the end of the programme yesterday someone asked the perennial question about the poor and disadvantaged: how can you guarantee they will be taken care of if people aren't forced to support them? Then I got home to find an email asking me the same thing, and making some interesting observations to boot:
I frankly do embrace many of the things you say, having had my own run-in with IRD (for example) when a $7000 wrongly imposed tax jumped to $27,000 in two years with penalties. I got out of it but it was hard work and a lot of worry. I am also concerned about crime with hoons on the street and no police cars in sight and about burglaries in the area and no effort or interest in solving them (not like it was supposed to be) and in wild Government extravagance and too many MPs at the helm and the escalating (rather than diminishing) Maori influence and problems. Having said all these things the facts are that certain people (probably their own fault) simply are not in a position to support themselves and someone has to take responsibility for housing and feeding and educating them. Solo Mums are one of the greatest cons ever but the facts are that fathers have vanished or are unknown and kids are there and one can either support them and their mothers or let them starve.
The fact that people keep asking me this question is just one more sign of how bad things are. Government, it is acknowledged, has abused its citizens shockingly through the tax system and the vile IRD. Government, it is acknowledged, has left us defenceless against hoons and burglars while enriching itself and its bureaucracy at our expense. Government, it is acknowledged, has sponsored an apartheid gravy-train at our expense, creating a new parasitical elite of pseudo-mordi shysters. Yet this self-same government is then touted as the only possible vehicle for taking care of those who can't look after themselves. Are you nuts? As if government gives a damn! Government policies of bribing the votes of the reproductive with the money stolen from the productive have created the bulk of the problem in the first place: no-hopers breeding more no-hopers with your money and then your continuously being made to feel guilty because you haven't given enough. As if 40% taken at gunpoint is not enough already!
Doesn't it ever occur to you if government were removed from the equation, with all your money left in your pocket, given the concern you have expressed about the genuinely helpless, that you might contribute voluntarily to their upkeep? That whatever voluntary, co-operative network you then became part of, without the Christine Rankins and Sir Bubonic Birches creaming off fortunes from the moneys donated, it would be a much more effective means of guaranteeing the well-being of the helpless than the government's gun? Has that simple, obvious point eluded you?!
The main point I want to make, however, is moral. You have the right to exist for your own sake. It's your life, your money. You are under no obligation to give any of it to anyone. It's your choice to make freely. Anyone who demands "your money or your life" at gunpoint is evil, whatever the purpose of his aggravated robbery. That's as true of governments, where the robbery is legal, as it is of street muggers, where it is illegal (the government, you see, does not like competition).
You would not contemplate for a moment going to your neighbour's house with a gun to demand money for the helpless, even though you care about the helpless; neither should you countenance such behaviour by government, which does not.
Withdrawal Symptoms
[Radio Liberty editoria l, and The Free Radical, Issue 16, September/October 1995]
Sometimes lefties just can’t help themselves. Like the Listener writer who once wrote that the only way to achieve world peace was to bomb America. Or Chris Carter, MP, play ing a North Korean anthem during Labour’s political parties hour on Sunday. Or Chris Trotter, bursting through his own avuncular facade at a post-Ralston Group restaurant shindig to announce that he couldn’t wait to see taxes go up—“the sooner the better.” They can’t conceal their true colours for long, and that’s a good thing. It lessens the likelihood of people being taken in by their protestations of humanitarian benevolence.
Now, Chris Trotter has come out with a truly abominable self-revelation. Writing in the Auckland University Students’ Craccum magazine—where else?—Comrade Chris, who always affects to bristle at that appellation, confesses that he is pining for the Soviet Union. “I know I should be glad that the Soviet Union is gone,” he says, “but I’m not. Not at all. I miss it.”
“Twenty million lives,” Comrade Chris owns, “were squandered in that vainglorious attempt to bring Heaven down to Earth, and the idealism of two generations poured out in defence of tractor factories and hydro-electric dams.”
Comrade Chris, as you might expect, is erring on the side of leniency. According to Professor Rudi Rummel, author of Death by Government, whom I interviewed yesterday, “From 1918 to 1953, the Soviet Government executed, slayed, slaughtered, starved, beat or tortured to death, or otherwise killed, 39,500,000 of its own people, not counting the Lithuanians, Latvians, Estonians, Poles, Romanians, Germans, etc., the Soviets exterminated during their military occupation of these countries and absorption of all or part of them.” Thirty-nine and a half million. “This,” says Professor Rummel, “is my best estimate among figures ranging from a minimum of twenty million killed by Stalin to a total over the whole communist period of 83 million.”
No wonder Comrade Chris says, “You see, what I really miss is the scale of the thing.”!!
“Such dreamersl” Chris raves. “Lenin at the Finland Station, standing atop his armoured car ... Alexandra Kollontai, preaching free love and feminism and publicly funded child care—because it makes us free [readers, feel free to throw up]... And Stalin, coolly appraising the historical play of forces, biding his time, waiting for his moment to pounce, like the wolf of Norse mythology—the one who ate the sun ... In spite of the queues, the empty shelves, the petty bureaucratic corruption, the forced labour in the gulags, the bullet at the base of the skull, was there not at the heart of it all that bright vision of human possibility that flared with Voltaire and Rousseau and Paine and Jefferson?”
No Chris—leaving Rousseau out of it, there most certainly was not. To equate Stalin with Voltaire—he who said, “I disagree with what you say but will defend to the death your right to say it”; with Tom Paine, who wrote The Rights of Man; with Thomas Jefferson, who pledged eternal hostility to any form of tyranny over the mind of man - is an unspeakable obscenity, straight from the mouth of evil.
“That men and women could have ever wanted so much,” marvels Chris. “To create a totally new kind of human being.”
No, Chris, what was sought was the oldest kind of human being in the book - a sacrificial animal, immolated at the altar of the so-called collective good. There was nothing new about the Soviet ‘experiment’ that you miss so desperately—it was just a more brutal, less subtle variation on a very old theme: your life belongs to society, which may sacrifice or otherwise dispose of you as it sees fit. This vile doctrine never brought Heaven down to Earth; it took Earth down to Hell—from which the true heirs of Voltaire, Paine and Jefferson are only just beginning to retrieve it.
But we’ll leave Chris in Hell—for his own sake as well as for ours. We know he’d miss it too much if he had to leave it.
Governing Best By Governing Least
[The Free Radical, Issue 19, June/July 1996]
At the end of a Ralston Group one night, I delivered a brickbat to a local body which had granted a farmer permission to paint his woolshed—provided he painted it in "natural" tonings. The farmer had paid the council $1000 for the privilege of being so "permitted." My brickbat was for the pettiness of the council's proviso, and more importantly, for the Resource Management Act that affords local bodies such powers in the first place. As we walked off the set at the programme's conclusion, another of the panellists said to me: "Goodness, you got worked up tonight," as though my indignation had been inappropriate. My response was, "How can you not get worked up about things like that?!"
Now I'm used to it. Further on in this issue is a Horror File item about a couple fined $80,000 for cutting down native trees on their own property. I confidently predict that there will be no outcry about this outrage, and that anyone who does raise his voice will be told not to get so "worked up." There has been no outcry about the pitiless persecution by the North Shore City Council of Brian Jackson, driven to the point of bankruptcy and death for the sin of setting up a universally applauded private museum in Devonport that didn't conform to this or that petty regulation devised by petty-fascist planners. Poor Brian used to get pretty "worked up" when we put him on Radio Liberty, but no one else gave a toss.
The organisers of the former Benson and Hedges Fashion Awards got mildly "worked up" when told they could no longer be sponsored by B & H, but their flickering angst was readily snuffed out when they were assured of funding from Lifespan Smokefree (i.e., from you and me, without our consent). And the tobacco companies themselves have never managed to get even remotely "worked up" on their own behalf, supinely acquiescing to the dictates of Big Brother every time He has cleared His Throat.
What, I often ask myself, does it take to get people "worked up"? Do we have to reach the stage of gas ovens again—and even then, would anyone demur? More and more outrageous violations of individual freedom are occurring more and more routinely, and being met with more and more underwhelming apathy. 
Then I remind myself that there is nothing particularly new in this—Thomas Jefferson was moved to observe, 200 years ago, that, "The natural order of things is for liberty to yield and government to gain ground," because government, unless "chained down," feeds upon pelf and place and other people's money,  and not enough people care enough to resist.
And how government has gained ground since Jefferson's time! The author of the Declaration of Independence, were he to be resurrected, would surely conclude that some latter-day barbarian invaders had overrun his country and burned its founding documents, with the rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness honoured far more in the breach than in the observance. There is every chance, I submit, that Mr Jefferson would get quite "worked up" about such iniquities as the following: 
 
	that his Republic, founded as a rebellion against taxation, and which in his day and for a long time thereafter had no income tax, now confiscates 47% of its citizens' earnings in taxes. 


	that in effecting this confiscation, the Internal Revenue Service—in the land where all are equal before the law—acts as a law unto itself, assuming guilt till proven innocent, seizing property willy-nilly, devastating businesses, families and lives, often on the most trivial of pretexts. (Such as the occasion in 1984 when a chemicals manufacturer sent the IRS a cheque for $4,448,112.88 for payroll taxes; the IRS claimed the cheque was ten cents short and penalised the company $46,806.37.)


	that nowadays—in the land where government exists by permission of the people, rather than vice versa—it's not the citizens saying to the government, "Don't tread on me," but the IRS saying it to the citizens. When Donna Todd, of Billings, Montana typed on her tax return, "Signed involuntarily under penalty of statutory punishment," the IRS fined her $500. When she refused to pay it, the IRS imposed a lien on her bank account and on her property. (The IRS specifically rewards its agents for property confiscations—3,253,000 seizures of homes, cars, bank accounts, pay cheques and other items of property occurred in 1992 alone.)


	that complying with government regulations—in the land of the entrepreneur—currently adds an extra 10% to business costs. 


	that one afternoon in 1994—in the land of the free—13 men wearing helmets, battle fatigues and boots, armed with shotguns and pistols, broke down the door of a 75-year-old clergyman's apartment, forced him to the ground, handcuffed him—and induced a fatal heart attack. The men were not doing anything illegal—they were members of a SWAT team looking for drugs and guns as part of the government's War on Drugs. They had raided the wrong apartment. 


	that a San Francisco property owner—in the land where private property is sacrosanct—was recently forbidden by an entity called the Fish and Wildlife Service to build on the land he had bought because a marshy area at the bottom of it was a habitat for the salt marsh harvest mouse—an endangered species. When he relocated his proposed building to the highlands so as not to disturb the salt marsh harvest mouse, he was still forbidden by the FWS to build—because when global warming melts the polar ice caps and swelling oceans overwhelm the lowland habitat of the salt marsh harvest mouse, the poor little creature will have to repair to the highlands, which, therefore, have to be left pristine in readiness. 



Yes, there would be much evidence of governments having gained ground and liberty having yielded that would pain Mr Jefferson and get him greatly "worked up." The above is merely a sampling of thousands of similar abominations documented in Lost Rights—the Destruction of American Liberty by libertarian writer James Bovard. Some of them have been drawn upon by this year's likely presidential nominee for the Libertarian Party, Harry Browne, in his stirring manifesto, Why Government Doesn't Work, the first chapter of which graces this edition of TFR. For a long time, particularly in works such as How I Found Freedom in an Unfree World, Harry preached a policy of individual "isolationism"—don't try to redeem the stinking morass of collectivism around you; let it sink into the sea, while living your own life as freely as you can. But even he eventually became "worked up."
"Over the past four decades," he writes, "I have watched America become less and less free. I have seen government at all levels take over more and more of our lives. I've seen more and more people drawn into dependency upon government and lose the confidence to stand on their own two feet. ... I have only one reason for running, a selfish motivation: I want to live in peace and freedom for my remaining 20-40 years. I don't want to spend those years watching the greatest country in history sink into bankruptcy, into a third-rate socialist state." Harry's programme is for huge tax and government spending cuts, the abolition of most of the government and of most rules and regulations. One can sense Mr Jefferson looking on benignly, gently reminding us, "He governs best who governs least."
It all resonates thousands of miles to the south. The horror stories contained in Lost Rights are being duplicated in New Zealand, as the Horror File attests; as the horror of persecution by or under the IRD, the Resource Management Act, the Historic Places Act, the Human Wrongs Commissariat, NaZis on Air, etc., etc., becomes an everyday reality for more and more people. Politicians, of course, have perpetrated these horrors; the point, however, is to reverse them. That means people must get "worked up" by them. To the point of wanting to do something.
Which is now possible. There is now a political party intent on repealing forthwith every vicious liberty-violating statute on the books; on abolishing every tax except (for the meantime) the income tax, set at a low, flat rate, pending the financing of government's few legitimate functions by voluntary means; on removing the state and its politically-correct, tyranny-conducive brainwashing machine from education; on decriminalising all victimless "crimes" and emptying our jails of those convicted of such "crimes"; on ending immediately the gratuitous payouts of humungous amounts of your money, without your consent, to Maoris, for something that may or may not have happened generations ago (long before you had anything to do with it); on making everyone's rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of property and happiness truly inviolate, beyond the reach of grubby politicians and the chorus of cannibals who support them. That party, of course is The Libertarianz.
Truly, a party to get worked up about.
Preamble to a Constitution for New Freeland 
(with apologies and due deference to Thomas Jefferson and the Founding Fathers)
[The Free Radical, Issue 38, October/November 1999 and SOLO, 26 April 2004]
The following was written as part of a suggested constitution for New Zealand drawn up by the Libertarianz Party prior to the 1999 general election. It was intended to avoid and correct the mistakes in the original U.S. Constitution on which it was heavily modelled. 
When in the course of human affairs it becomes necessary for citizens to break the political chains that have hitherto bound them, and to reclaim the individual sovereignty which is their birthright, it can be opportune for them to declare the causes which have impelled them to self-liberation. We, the freedom-loving citizens of New Zealand, choose to do so at this epoch-making moment.
We hold these truths to be demonstrable in reality: that because the mind is our species' means of survival and full flourishing, human beings are individually possessed of certain inalienable rights, which are the rights to life, liberty, and the pursuit of private property and happiness; that to secure these rights, governments are instituted among people, deriving their just powers—and only such powers—from the consent of the governed; that all laws legislated by governments must be for the purpose of securing these rights; that no laws legislated by government may violate these rights; that all citizens are equal before such laws; and that whenever any government becomes destructive of these rights, it is in rebellion against its citizens, who may then remove it and institute new government.
Now is such a time.
The history of government in the Dominion of New Zealand is that of a long chain of abuses and usurpations of the individual rights of the citizenry, culminating in an unprecedented level of such abuses by present government, national and local, which have reduced the status of our people to one of slavery. Ownership of each citizen's life has been wrested from the citizen where it belongs and vested in government where it does not.
Government in New Zealand has made of itself a blood-sucking Leviathan, a drooling, hydra-headed monster of regulation and prohibition, of force and terror. 
 
	It has drained the life out of commerce and trade. 


	It has practised confiscation of the rightful earnings of our citizens on a scale hitherto unrivalled, and with the proceeds of that confiscation erected a multitude of new bureaucracies and sent hither swarms of officers to harass the people and eat out their substance. 


	It has bestowed upon its revenue gatherers tyrannical powers of search and seizure, of confiscation of private savings and possessions, of coercive extraction of information; in the exercise of these powers, its gatherers have ruined livelihoods and destroyed lives. 


	It has grown bloated from the use of confiscated moneys, devising ever-more-unconscionable forms of the squandering thereof. 


	It has secured its power to plunder and terrorise by bribing the parasitic with the earnings of the productive. 


	It has cultivated inequality before the law on the basis of race and gender. 


	It has forbidden the citizens to exercise the prerogatives of ownership over their lawfully-acquired lands, and punished them for the productive use thereof; it has vested actual ownership of such lands in itself and its agents. 


	It has claimed ownership of the minds of the citizens, proscribing the expression of thoughts of which it does not approve; it has claimed ownership of the bodies of the citizens, proscribing the ingestion of substances of which it does not approve; it has deprived citizens of their liberty and their property for the expression of such thoughts and ingestion of such substances. 


	It has made consensual, victimless activities criminal; it has made coercive activities legally permissible and been the chief practitioner thereof. 


	It has seized children from their parents and forced the citizens to sponsor the dulling of young minds in its classrooms; it has forbidden parents to educate their children other than by its own warped, politicised dicta. 


	It has forcibly monopolised the medicines of the citizens and persecuted the providers of alternatives. 


	It has dishonoured its contracts and required citizens to identify themselves on demand, assuming unto itself powers of arbitrary detention and arrest. 


	It has disarmed the citizens so as to protect itself from rightful rebellion, and forbidden them to defend their own lives and properties, while most egregiously failing to do so itself. 



Government in New Zealand, in short, has committed itself and its agencies not to upholding the individual rights of the citizens who maintain it, but to trampling most brutally and routinely upon them. Government in New Zealand is thereby in rebellion against its citizens, and has thus rendered itself illegitimate.
We, therefore, the liberty-loving citizens of New Zealand, in the name of that which is the glory of man—his sovereign, rational mind—do solemnly declare that our country is henceforth free; that we are absolved from all further allegiance to the Dominion of New Zealand and its government, both of which are hereby dissolved; that we do by this and the associated documents presented here establish instead the Republic of New Freeland; that these documents supersede all previous constitutional and quasi-constitutional documents, including the Treaty of Waitangi; that the laws of this country shall be based on a single moral premise, which is the expression of the afore-mentioned rights: no person or group of persons may initiate the use of physical force, or its derivative, fraud, against any other person or group of persons, and the only justification for the use of force is self-defence against those who initiate it; that the government of this country shall have no other function than to formulate, enact and uphold such laws; and further, that to so secure and glorify the supreme values of reason and freedom in human affairs, we pledge our most diligent, reverent commitment, and our sacred honour.
Economists—A Waste of Space
[SOLO, 5 November 2007] 
Roundtable's Redoubtable Roger has just seen fit to debunk the venerable adage that if all the economists on earth were laid end to end, they still wouldn't reach a conclusion.
Of what and of whom do I speak? Roger Kerr, economist, Executive Director of New Zealand's Business Roundtable has just been published in the Otago Daily Times (gasp!) saying, "Do Economists Agree on Anything? Yes!" 
I confess, as someone who regards most of what passes as economics as vodoo, I remain significantly underwhelmed.
"Economics is a social science," Roger tells us, "that studies regularities in human behaviour (in households, firms and the wider economy), and how people respond to incentives. Like other sciences, it is founded on theory, empirical evidence and standards recognised by members of the profession."
It would be more accurate to say that economics is a pseudo-science that describes human behaviour after the event and creates a mystique about itself which is entirely unwarranted—usually with a statist agenda. The good "economists" like Ropke and von Mises who influenced politicians like Adanauer and Erhard in West Germany were not, strictly speaking, mere economists—they were broadbased thinkers who focused on the production of wealth, the workings of supply and demand and so on while understanding (however imperfectly) the crucialness of freedom as the underpinning of human interaction. Most economists, alas, spout their witch-doctory with a view to destroying freedom. 
But let us continue with Roger's apologetics:
More so today than in the relatively recent past, there is a broad professional consensus on a range of issues. This is sometimes revealed in surveys (as are areas of dissension). For example, there is a large measure of agreement among economists that modern economic prosperity is fundamentally dependent on good institutions and policies (such as secure property rights, uncorrupt government and the rule of law). Factors such as a country’s endowment of natural resources and its size and location are less important.
To be sure. But we didn't need economists to tell us that—and most of them didn't, even as the great and decisive experiments of East and West Germany, and Hong Kong and Communist China, proceeded side by side.
Similarly, the debate between central planning and market systems (which was still being waged as recently as the 1960s) is over: most centrally planned economies have collapsed. Understandings of inflation have been transformed. The Keynesian idea that the sources of inflation were demand-pull and cost-push factors (like ‘excess’ consumer spending or ‘greedy’ unions and businesses) was abandoned with the ‘stagflation’ of the 1970s. As Nobel Laureate in economics Ed Prescott (who visited New Zealand last year as a guest of the Business Roundtable) has written: 'All respectable economists agree inflation is a monetary phenomenon' (in the sense that it won’t occur if central banks avoid excessive money creation).
Well, I guess it's heartwarming that all "respectable" economists are thus agreed. But how many of them tell us, let alone realise, that there shouldn't be central banks to begin with?! Money is, properly speaking, as much a private commodity as any other, a frozen form of all the others, which form is the prerogative of those who trade in it. How much damage did the "free marketeers" do to New Zealand's fragile economy by their implementation of an arbitrary fiat money formula? 
Interestingly, free trade illustrates the point that much of economics is independent of ideology: Adam Smith, Karl Marx and John Maynard Keynes were all free traders, and about two thirds of economics professors in the United States (who are part of the consensus on free trade) are reported as voting Democratic.
Well, quite. And I doubt they're voting Democratic in the hope of freer trade.
Another strong consensus of opinion recorded in a recent survey (of American Economic Association members) was against government ownership of enterprises. There was little difference between Democratic and Republican-voting economists. The empirical evidence that, on average and over time, the performance of privately owned businesses is superior to state-owned ones is now overwhelming. 
Well, quite, again. And it had to be "overwhelming" before economists could reach a consensus about it! Do they know the earth is round yet?
Some other survey findings are interesting. One found that over two-thirds of economists favour expanding competition and market forces in education—by funding government and private schools on the same per-student basis. Economists are strongly against wage and price controls. One survey of members of the New Zealand Association of Economists also found that 72% of respondents thought that minimum wages increase unemployment among young and unskilled workers. They also agreed (69%) that the share of government spending in the economy should be reduced.
Holy Hayek! This is radical stuff. Again, some of us knew all this while economists were telling us the opposite, but there you go!
On some other issues there is more dissension. Economists are divided on climate change, although it may be fair to say that the mainstream view favours cautious early action that could be adjusted over time, depending on future scientific evidence and technology developments that lower the cost of reducing emissions.
In that case the mainstream view is rubbish. Yes, there is climate change—always has been (the current change, as it happens, may well be in the direction of cooling, not warming). No, it's not man-made, and the feeding frenzy of regulation designed to counter it would make the central planners of old, whom Kerr deems to be discarded, green as much with envy as out of conviction. 
They typically favour market-based approaches to pricing carbon and, of these, favour emissions taxes over emissions trading.
Twaddle on stilts. There is no justification for either.
Health policy, the optimal level of public debt and the role of antitrust are other examples of areas where economists’ opinions differ. And political attitudes (legitimately) influence views on the extent of income redistribution (although most economists would recognise the need to balance the case for income support against the adverse impact on economic growth and the problem of welfare dependency).
Such appalling weasel words—only an economist could utter them! "The case for income support" (i.e. theft)?! There isn't one! But don't expect economists to tell you that. Describe the act of murder to them and they'd want to do a cost-benefit analysis before assessing it.
Overall, however, opinion among professional economists is less divided on many big issues and less ideological than many people think. As the author of one survey concluded, 'With public discourse so marked by partisan politics, it’s useful to be able to look to professional consensus as a somewhat more objective benchmark—to learn what most of those with much more knowledge and education in economics than the average TV viewer, newspaper reader or internet surfer generally believe.' Journalists and other commentators could do more to sort the wheat from the chaff in economic debates in this way.
So what exactly is Roger trying to tell us here? That the economists of the world have been laid end to end and have reached a conclusion, one that isn't as socialistic as we might expect? It's not true—but even if it were, why should we care? Most of the time most of them have been flat wrong, and when they've been right it's been long after everybody else was.
I know one economist who claims to specialise in 'vertical and horizontal integration.'  Ordinarily I'd be all in favour of that—except that it's not the Mae West type of 'vertical-horizontal integration' he's talking about. Galt knows what he is talking about, but I remain persuaded that economics, along with sociology and Wimmin's Studies and MBA degrees, is little more than another sorry feature of our Age of Crap. Descriptively it tells us nothing that an observant ditch-digger can't discern; prescriptively ... well, even the free market economists tell us their "science" is 'value-free.' All that talk about prosperity while prosperity is, apparently, no more worthy a goal than poverty! 
Ideally, if they were to serve any purpose at all, economists would happily see themselves as handmaidens of Objectivist philosophers, demonstrating anew that the moral is the practical. But to them, there is no "moral"! 
And the statist ones don't hesitate to prescribe in favour of ... statism!
So what purpose do economists serve, exactly?
Harry Truman's 'fifth teat on a cow' comes to mind.
Objectivist George Reisman excepted, of course!  
Can Capitalism Survive?
[SOLO, 12 January 2004]
The despicable deeds of sundry terrorist scum, including and since those of September 11, 2001, have been widely and accurately characterised as an assault on civilisation itself.
If by "civilisation" we mean that state of affairs where men are free from other men, where there is no involuntary servitude, then we may equally say that the terror attacks have been directed at capitalism itself—a view made explicit by the terrorists themselves, both in their rhetoric and their choice of targets. Can capitalism survive this relatively new type of enemy—suicidal mass-murderers who, in the words of one of their mentors, "love death just as much as Americans love life"?
It's instructive to contemplate what capitalism has survived hitherto.
It has survived Das Kapital and The Communist Manifesto. Karl Marx acknowledged that capitalism was wondrously efficacious at producing things, but claimed it had a built-in contradiction whereby it couldn't help but chronically over-produce, causing increasingly calamitous crashes that would lead inexorably to its self-destruction. The masses, he claimed, were condemned under capitalism to ever-worsening misery and servitude, against which they would—and should—revolt. The facts, let alone the formal conclusions derived from them by capitalism's better theoreticians, have proved him woefully wrong. Never have so many people lived so well and so free.
Capitalism has survived the hostile totalitarian Marxist regimes that littered the globe barely a hundred years after Marx's ideas gained currency. Those regimes, with three exceptions, now belong to the ash-can of history. It was communism, not capitalism, that collapsed under the weight of its own contradictions. Of the three remaining communist regimes, the most powerful—China's—is attempting to have its cake and eat it too, with an increasingly capitalistic economy but an obstinately rigid Marxist polity. Sooner or later, one of them will have to go.
Capitalism has survived the intellectuals within its own societies who have been and are to this day almost universally hostile to it. These intellectuals, of whom Lenin observed (accurately) that they could be kept on-side by having their vanity massaged, are state employees who live off the largesse created by the very businessmen they despise and whose enslavement they deem to be proper. Tenacious in their parasitism, they are virulent in their anti-capitalism, and will not readily give up. We may take solace from the fact that, should they succeed, the loot that keeps them alive will disappear.
Remarkably, capitalism has survived even some of its own advocates and practitioners. Ayn Rand's notion of the "sanction of the victim" is well-known, but Joseph Schumpeter also said it well:
Perhaps the most striking feature of the picture is the extent to which the bourgeois, besides educating its own enemies, allows itself in turn to be educated by them. It absorbs the slogans of current radicalism and seems quite willing to undergo a process of conversion to a creed hostile to its very existence. Haltingly and grudgingly it concedes in part the implications of that creed. This would be most astonishing and indeed very hard to explain were it not for the fact that the typical bourgeois is rapidly losing faith in his own creed. This is verified by the characteristic manner in which particular capitalist interests and bourgeoisie as a whole behave when facing direct attack. They talk and plead or hire people to do it for them. They snatch at every chance of compromise. They are ever ready to give in. They never put up a fight under the flag of their own ideals and their interests.
Yet capitalism, albeit diluted and distorted by the countless taxes and regulations that the above ambivalence and acquiescence have permitted, has endured. (Perhaps we should call it "capitalism lite.")
Most surprisingly, capitalism has survived Christianity and the ethic of self-sacrifice (of which the contemporary Muslim suicide-murderers are actually the most precise embodiment!). If there were indeed a contradiction within capitalism, which is based upon self-interest, then historically speaking, this is it. But still, capitalism has not collapsed.
If it has survived all of this, can it survive this new, unprecedentedly lethal form of terrorism? Probably. "Capitalism" of course does not exist in the abstract but in the concrete form of billions of people freely creating values and then freely trading them for other values in a constant effort to improve their lot. This is an activity so fundamentally human that it's doubtful that even the most fanatically murderous followers of the most self-mortifying, life-hating asceticism could ever obliterate it.
The real challenge, especially as the War on Terrorism tempts people to suspend their "eternal vigilance" on liberty's behalf, is not merely to preserve "capitalism lite," but to create a full-strength version—to make real the "unknown ideal" of which Ayn Rand spoke.
The way Americans and all freedom-lovers love life demands nothing less.
Memo to President Bush—Let the Corpse of Socialism Lie Down!
[SOLO, 22 September 2008]
"The business of America," said President Calvin Coolidge, "is business." 
He might have added that the business of American government, consistent with securing the rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, is to let business get on with America's business. But President Coolidge was renowned for not uttering more than one sentence, if that, at a time. It was of him that Dorothy Parker famously asked, when told he had died, "How can they tell?"
By the time he said the foregoing, government was most emphatically not minding its own business, and meddling shamelessly in everyone else's. It even prohibited its citizens from drinking alcoholic beverages. It meddled in business as such via the Federal Reserve, set up in 1913 in a de facto nationalisation of the banking system. Ostensibly independent of government, the Fed's informal mandate was well enough understood—to keep politicians popular by facilitating an endless boom with artificially easy credit. The normal market correctives that would have disciplined wayward investors were not allowed to apply—'A' could be 'non-A' if the Fed decreed. Long before Alan Greenspan gave us the expression, "irrational exuberance" ruled.
To the inevitable Great Crash of 1929, the administration of Republican President Herbert Hoover and Congress responded by meddling even more and exacerbating everyone's pain in the process. They enacted the biggest tax hike in American history to date, with top earners pinged more than 70%; they raised taxes on corporations; they raised tariffs; they booted out Mexicans; they set up the Reconstructive Finance Corporation (RFC) to provide government-guaranteed loans (sound familiar?) to banks, railroads and farmers. Any notion that business was no business of government went well and truly out the window, although it had a seemingly unlikely champion at the time: Democratic presidential nominee Franklin D. Roosevelt lambasted Hoover for thinking “we ought to center control of everything in Washington as rapidly as possible," and for leading "the greatest spending administration in peacetime in all of history." Roosevelt's running-mate, John Nance Garner, accused the Republicans of "leading the country down the path of socialism."
On assuming power, of course, the Roosevelt Administration not only continued down the exact same path but pushed the accelerator to the floor, expanding the role of the RFC and implementing a number of statist measures that collectively made up the "New Deal."
Fast-forward to 2008. Republican President Bush announces the government will be bailing out failed financial institutions with 700 billion dollars it doesn't have. (In fact, it doesn't have a lot more than 700 billion dollars. 'A' can still be 'non-A' by government fiat, apparently, and in the infamous words of New Zealand statist Sir Robert Muldoon, "Most people wouldn't recognise a deficit if they fell over one.") In America's free enterprise system, the President declares, government intervenes only when "necessary," and in this instance intervention is "essential." Mr. Bush doesn't tell us what constitutes "necessary," but true free enterprisers would remind him that intervention is both necessary and essential only in the face of force or fraud. Then, and only then—and neither obtains in this instance! No one held a gun to the heads of stupid lenders and stupid borrowers and made them proceed with stupid loans. The nearest thing to that, actually, was government itself, from the bully pulpit, prattling on about "affordable housing" and urging untenable mortgages upon lenders.
Free marketeers have been quick to trace the proximate origin of the recent disconnect between the markets and reality to Democrat Jimmy Carter's Community Redevelopment Act, subsequently placed "on steroids," as one writer puts it, by the Clinton Administration. In truth, however, the fault doesn't lie just with one act by any particular administration, Republican or Democrat. For nearly a century now, politicians of both parties have encouraged the profoundly un-American view among voters that they, the politicians, are best qualified to make them, the voters, happy and prosperous—and that it's the politicians' exclusive prerogative to do so. They have twisted the individual's inalienable right to the pursuit of happiness to mean government-guaranteed affluence, with all the breaches of liberty such a socialist concept implies. They have turned elections, in H. L. Mencken's words, into "advance auction[s] of stolen goods." Voters, susceptible to bribes, have encouraged them in this delinquency. No politician can now afford to prick the bubble of good-times-without-the-goods; rather, he has to promise to keep inflating and reflating it.
President Bush says he wants to "address the root cause behind much of the instability in our markets." First, he must learn that markets are by their nature always more or less "unstable"—that's part of the fun and glory, the vibrancy and dynamism, of freedom. But if by "instability" he alludes to the kind of tectonic cataclysm that currently threatens, he must acknowledge that government is the immediate cause, and philosophical/ethical corruption is the root cause. Voters must learn anew what "inalienable rights ... to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness" really means. They must stop expecting government to nanny them with Other People's Money, and government must stop trying to oblige them. Government bribery financed by theft must be illegitimized and outlawed, by constitutional amendment if necessary. Politicians and voters alike must let the corpse of socialism lie down. 
In the short term, a painful reminder that 'A' is 'A' after all—the lesson the President is trying to spare us—might be precisely the spur-to-enlightenment that is needed ... and deserved.
Lindsay's 8-Point 'Get-Out-of-My-Face' Plan
[Politically Incorrect Show, 24 May 2000 and The Free Radical, Issue 42, July/August 2000]
Last week I offered the government some helpful advice as to how to ease the hardship created by rising petrol prices: cut the petrol tax in half and thus lower the price by about 20 cents a litre. Today I'm pleased to offer some more suggestions. These, note, are not a blueprint for a libertarian society, which is a longer-term project, but are things this non-libertarian government could do to revive a badly-wounded economy and enhance our freedom at the same time.
 
	Dump all tariffs immediately. Tariffs are a tax on imports which artificially raises their price not just for consumers but also for exporters and other businesses using imported components. Relieving them of this cost will dramatically help their viability. As it is, the government's Zero Tariff Reduction Amendment Bill will stop the planned reduction of tariffs to 15% on July 1 this year and freeze them at last year's level of 19%.


	Drop GST to 10% this year and then by a further two and a half per cent each year thereafter until the wretched thing is gone. It's a nightmare for small businesses in particular, and even though this measure would not remove the burden of compliance until GST had disappeared, it would allow businesses to charge less for their products and thus do more business.


	Exempt the first fifteen thousand dollars of one's earnings from income tax altogether and set a flat rate of twenty per cent on all earnings above that level. This would simultaneously help those at the lower end, about whom the government professes such concern, and remove the current disincentives to reach the upper end.


	Relieve employers of the burden of PAYE administration other than simply informing the Inland Revenue Department of each employee's level of remuneration. The IRD could then send each taxpayer a quarterly bill much as councils do with rates.


	Dump the Fringe Benefit Tax. Another irksome compliance burden, whose removal would leave employers free to provide perks to valued employees at no extra cost.


	Reduce Company Tax to twenty per cent also, from its current level of thirty-three per cent. This would make it much more attractive for newcomers to set up in business and for already-established overseas concerns to invest here.


	Dump the minimum wage. This would see a proliferation of low-paid jobs for the unskilled, who would also be benefiting from the $15,000 tax threshold and dramatically lower prices generally.


	Dump all legislation specific to the labour market and treat employment contracts like any other contract—something to be enforced by the government if breached. As it is, the new Employment Relations Bill is going to lock large numbers out of the workforce by restoring union monopolies. Tear it up!



Well, there are eight suggestions—enough to be going on with for now. They're really quite wimpy and by no means comprehensive. I've left out re-privatising accident insurance, which should go without saying, and a raft of other possibilities no doubt. What should the government do about lost revenue? Leaving aside the extra income generated by the hyperactive economy these measures would induce, I would say "whatever it takes" in the way of reduced expenditure, beginning with the abolition of such useless, bossyboot quangoes as the Ministry for Economic Development, the Ministry of Women's Affairs, NaZis On Air and so forth. Expenditure on benefits would also drop by attrition as beneficiaries re-entered the work force. Government should be reducing its expenditure in any event, stimulating economic growth by getting off the backs of the wealth creators—and, even more important, enabling us to revel in more freedom as it does so. Who knows—people might enjoy it so much they'll take it into their heads to go the whole hog!
The Politically Incorrect Show, fighting a doomed rear-guard action for freedom.
 
7 Art and Aesthetics
Music of the Gods
[SOLO, 21 April 2008]
The emotion involved in art is not an emotion in the ordinary meaning of the term. It is experienced more as a 'sense' or a 'feel,' but it has two characteristics pertaining to emotions: it is automatically immediate and it has an intense, profoundly personal (yet undefined) value-meaning to the individual experiencing it. The value involved is life, and the words naming the emotion are: 'This is what life means to me.' Regardless of the nature or content of an artist's metaphysical views, what an art work expresses, fundamentally, under all of its lesser aspects is: 'This is life as I see it.' The essential meaning of a viewer's or reader's response, under all of its lesser elements is, 'This is (or is not) life as I see it.'
– Ayn Rand, The Romantic Manifesto
Introduction
As often happens, I am in hot water—this time on the "RACH" thread—for fulminating against "headbanging caterwauling" and touting the superiority of Romantic music. I am in hot water with the fans of caterwauling for daring to diss their favoured offal, and with a serious music aficionado who insists "Romanticism" should include sundry post-Romantic meanderers and blowhards. He has ranked some thirty Romantic and post-Romantic works according to merit (according to him) in what looks suspiciously like a J. Evans Pritchard modus operandi.
Here I propose to deal only with the "arguments" of the caterwaulers; the case for or against including the likes of Mahler among the Great Romantics will have to wait ... except to say, paraphrasing Shakespeare: "Brevity is the soul of beauty."
First, a preliminary question: why does this matter matter? Why do I get so exercised about it? Why can't I just "live and let live" and leave empty heads and deformed souls alone to wallow in their frightful cacophonies?
My answer: I am perfectly prepared to do that—but they're not prepared to leave me or any other decent, innocent human being alone. They shove their filth at us at every turn, and I am beyond fed up with it. As Rand might say, "These are the commandos of the haters' army, who crawl out of the sewer of centuries and shake themselves in public, splattering muck over the passers-by. ... The passers-by are the rest of us, who have to live, breathe and work in this atmosphere."
As I said in my RACH editorial:
"They do not rule the world officially but they have taken it over. They have taken over the shopping malls, the shops, the bars and restaurants, the gyms and rugby fields, the interludes between television programmes and even the programmes themselves. Nothing is uncorrupted by these aliens—even opera singers perform with them.
"It's time to shame these aesthetic thugs into oblivion. Musical masochism is for consenting adults in private; it shouldn't be sadistically imposed on unconsenting adults in public. Ideally its perpetrators should follow the logic of one of their number, the Slipknot drummer who, when told his was music to commit suicide by, said, 'We must be doing something right.' I would certainly encourage that alien and all its fellows to top themselves and leave the earth to human beings."
Since it's unlikely that they'll opt for suicide, unfortunately, it is they who need to be admonished to "live and let live" (if you can call what they do living). They should not be averse to a campaign for the voluntary clearing away of their pollution from places where it's unsolicited.
Rand said:
"I am not willing to surrender the world to the jerky contortions of self-inducedly brainless bodies with empty eye sockets who perform in stinking basements the immemorial rituals of staving off terror, which are a dime a dozen in any jungle—and to the quavering witch doctors who call it 'art.'"
Well dears, neither am I. When some skunk squirts its filth in my face without my consent, I will punch its snout. And I shall campaign against skunkery in general.
I should say that the reason this essay has taken a while is that it was becoming an academic-style treatise on Romanticism in music. Well, the Internet is replete with such treatises, by people better qualified than I. All I ever intended was an informed layman's polemic against The Age of Crap as manifest in music, and against the idea that music is somehow exempt from the standard, healthy Objectivist strictures against cultural relativism. Realising I had departed from my brief, I had to start over to get back on course.
I have used Dr. Richard Goode as my foil in this essay because, like Everest, he's there, and because, in this debate, he is perfect in his immorality (I say this in a caring kind of way). He is delectably quintessential!
Cutting to the chase
So why do I feel entitled to pile on value-judgments such as "sub-human," "skunks," "filth" and so on in the realm of music? Didn't Rand herself say:
"Until a conceptual vocabulary is discovered and defined, no objectively valid criterion of esthetic judgment is possible in the field of music … No one, therefore, can claim the objective superiority of his choices over the choices of others. Where no objective proof is available, it's every man for himself—and only for himself"?
Yes, she did. And, I submit, she was wrong.
Note the practical implication of her dictum: that no one can claim the objective superiority of the Tchaikovsky and Beethoven clips posted on the Van Cliburn thread over the Slayer clip posted on the RACH thread. This is absurd on its face—but of course, "on its face" won't do for those who seize on Rand's statement as an excuse to remain in the sewer. So let's keep going.
What did Rand mean by "conceptual vocabulary"?
She tells us. Such a vocabulary would explain how a work evokes the emotions it does. "Why does a succession of sounds produce an emotional reaction? Why does it involve man's deepest emotions and his crucial, metaphysical values? How can sounds reach man's emotions directly, in a manner that seems to bypass his intellect? What does a certain combination of sounds do to man's consciousness to make him identify it as gay or sad?"
Why need we know these things in order to pass objective judgment? What difference would it make? That she doesn't tell us. But she does reiterate:  
"The formulation of a common vocabulary of music would require these answers. It would require: a translation of the musical experience, the inner experience, into conceptual terms; an explanation of why certain sounds strike us a certain way; a definition of the axioms of musical perception, from which the appropriate esthetic principles could be derived, which would serve as a base for the objective validation of esthetic judgments."
Phew!
This, Rand goes on, means we need to do what we currently cannot do in musical perception: separate subject and object:  
"In listening to music, a man cannot tell clearly, neither to himself nor to others—and therefore, cannot prove—which aspects of his experience are inherent in the music and which are contributed by his own consciousness. He experiences it as an indivisible whole, he feels as if the magnificent exaltation were there in the music—and he is helplessly bewildered when he discovers that some men do experience it and some do not. In regard to the nature of music, mankind is still on the perceptual level of awareness."
Now, it is my contention that Rand has set the bar way too high here—we don't need to know all that in order to judge—and that furthermore, my contention has her imprimatur:
"The deadly monotony of primitive music—the endless repetition of a few notes and of a rhythmic pattern that beats against the brain with the regularity of the ancient torture of water drops falling on a man's skull—paralyses cognitive processes, obliterates awareness and disintegrates the mind. ... Primitive music becomes his narcotic [that of a modern man brought up as a "mentally helpless savage"]: it wipes out the groping, it reassures him and reinforces his lethargy, it offers him temporarily the sense of a reality to which his stagnant torpor is appropriate." (Note, incidentally, what she is describing as primitive music is still a slight advance on rap, which was embryonic in her time: rap has no notes!)
If that's not passing judgment I don't know what is! So, is Rand seriously arguing that she would then baulk at the final hurdle and decline to pronounce primitive music inferior to Romantic? She already has so pronounced it!
And with good reason. 
Romanticism vs. Headbanging
See, "the endless repetition of a few notes and of a rhythmic pattern that beats against the brain with the regularity of the ancient torture of water drops falling on a man's skull" is a near-perfect description of, to cite a convenient example, the track, "Rain of Blood" by "thrash metal" band Slayer, linked to on the RACH thread. (Apparently "thrash metal" is a sibling of "death metal.") The piece is certainly melodically challenged. The rhythm is faster than water drops, to be sure, but the way it beats against the brain is definitely torture (which some clearly enjoy, but I'll come to that). The description omits, since it wasn't specifically what Rand had in mind, lyrics that are inaudible (and, on further investigation, unintelligible) rendered by a voice that is unlistenable, the voice of someone being tortured. It omits the seemingly deliberate over-amping of the guitars to effect distortion. It says nothing about harmony—but then, there's not much to say anyway. Overall, the description could easily be of "Rain of Blood."
By way of cleansing contrast, let us remind ourselves what makes Romantic music Romantic music, and what we know about music itself that permits us to judge. 
We know that the primary components of music are melody, harmony and rhythm—and the greatest of these is melody, the ordering of tones. Melody is fundamental. As plot is to literature, so melody is to music. Whistle a tune, unaccompanied (no harmonies), each note equal in length (no rhythm)—it's still music. No melody—no music. "It's the toon, stoopid!"
We know that certain simultaneous combinations of tones (harmony), because of the mathematical relationship of their frequencies, are, as a matter of metaphysical fact, integratable by the human brain (consonant) and others are not (dissonant); that this is true for all human beings apart from the tone-deaf; that the resolution of dissonance into consonance helps give a piece suspense, sophistication and satisfaction, a sense of home-coming; and so we may rightly judge the deliberate refusal to resolve for the sake of refusal to resolve to be an act of sabotage and assassination.
We know that in the Romantic period (nineteenth and early twentieth centuries) composers and performers pushed the boundaries of every musical element, primary and secondary, achieving an unprecedented emotional expressiveness while avoiding the descent into the atonal anarchy that followed. New instruments, bigger orchestras; new forms, and the expansion of old forms; the coming of age of opera and ballet; virtuoso stars, like our modern-day "celebs" only with talent; the cult of the conductor; more inventive melodies using bigger intervals between notes; greater dynamic range—fff (fortississimo: very, very loud) to ppp (pianississimo: very, very soft); more daring harmonies (chromatic and dissonant, without recourse to the sabotage or assassination that became de rigueur later) modulating more frequently into other keys; more rhythmic variety, including greater use of syncopation, rubato (bending of the rhythm), accelerando (speeding up) and ritardando (slowing down), changing of the time signature within movements, etc. They honored but were not straitjacketed by the formalism of classicism, stretching but not eschewing the rules that make music cohere. They knew with their predecessors that coherence was integral to integration, and integration to harmoniousness, and harmoniousness to beauty. They exercised freedom within the rule of law—the perfect mirror of what was going on politically. 
Thus did they bring individualism to music—they were each distinguishable from the other; each imposed his distinctive stamp upon the form without going out of it (at least not to the point of disintegration). They united the idiomatic with the idiosyncratic, reason with emotion, Apollo with Dionysus (albeit with a leaning towards the latter, via, it must be admitted, that villain Rousseau). They transformed the "universal language" into an individual language. As one commentary puts it: 
"Romantic-era composers kept the forms of Classical music. But the Romantic composer did not feel constrained by form. Breaking through boundaries was now an honorable goal shared by the scientist, the inventor, and the political liberator. Music was no longer universal; it was deeply personal and sometimes nationalistic. The personal sufferings and triumphs of the composer could be reflected in stormy music that might even place a higher value on emotion than on beauty. Music was not just happy or sad; it could be wildly joyous, terrified, despairing, or filled with deep longings." 
We know that, in Objectivist terms, they projected as never before, if not for the first time, man the passionate valuer—their symphonies and concerti were "to strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield" set to music and writ large. We know that Rand's description of Richard Halley's Concerto of Deliverance could only have been of a Romantic composition:
"It was a symphony of triumph. The notes flowed up. They spoke of rising and they were the rising itself, they were the essence and form of upward motion, they seemed to embody every human act and thought that had ascent as its motive. It was a sunburst of sound, breaking out of hiding and spreading open. It had the freedom of release and the tension of purpose. It swept space clean and left nothing but the joy of an unobstructed effort. Only a faint echo within the sounds spoke of that from which the music had escaped, but spoke in laughing astonishment at the discovery that there was no ugliness or pain, and there never had had to be. It was the song of an immense deliverance." [Rach 3, anyone—how about the middle section of the second movement?]
In short, we know that in every important aspect of it one can name, music—demonstrably, empirically, as a matter of fact—reached its apogee in the Romantic era. Romanticism was the culmination of what preceded it, and the transcending of it; it was the high point of musical evolution to date; it was the "total height"—and it remains so. (What came after was disintegration into vagueness, gratuitous dissonance, ostentation, random plinkety-plonk, silly silences and traffic noise.) Not knowing the physiology of how music evokes the responses that it does in us, not knowing how many parts object and how many part subject are involved, cannot gainsay this fact, the supreme stature of Romantic music, and its superiority over any modern throwback to "primitive music" such as that of Slayer, which it seems ludicrous to mention in the same breath.
This superiority can also be ascribed, I should add, to the myriad forms of what one might call "mini-Romanticism" such as operetta, musical comedy, jazz (the intelligible kind), pre-80s pop, movie scores, Ayn Rand's "tiddly-wink music" and so on. The standard pop tune of my youth was a veritable miniature sonata with a clear theme, stated, developed then reiterated (A-B-A), value-orientated (usually about love!) with meaningful if unchallenging lyrics, audibly articulated. Any of the foregoing is superior to Slayer and all other headbanging caterwauling.
Romanticism and sense of life
Now at this point someone might object: "All this is very well, but you're over-emphasizing the technical and structural aspects of the compositions and glossing over the business of one's emotional response to them. After all, headbangers can be complex and clever too. And the fact is, whether you approve or not, Slayer hits my emotional spot and Rach doesn't. End of story."
And of course, it is the end of the story if you want it to be, if you're content with that. Let's just not continue to tout the relativist fiction that all music is created equal.
And let's see what can be observed about the emotional response, since the objector is quite right: that is the whole point of the exercise, and music, like no other art form, gets to the point straight away. 
I assume that what the objector and I seek from music is the same thing: what I call value-swoon: "This is life as I see it"—in my case, in the form of a spiritual orgasm born of orgiastic love-making between me, the artist, the composer and life itself. Value-swoon consummated by tears. If there are no tears, I haven't fully value-swooned. Tears of joy, poignance, worship, "unclouded exaltation" in the presence of gods and the godly, of beauty inexpressible in words. The solemn gaze on Van Cliburn's face as he looks up at his conductor at the conclusion of the aforementioned Tchaikovsky clip (Piano Concert #1, Movement Three), having thundered spectacularly up and down the length and breadth of the piano and pressed down the final home-coming tonic chord, says it all. Breathes there the man with soul so dead he cannot behold this and exult: "What a piece of work is man!"? This response, of course, is life-affirming, and so, by Objectivist standards, good. Moreover, it is the response the work and the performance are intended to evoke, so the subject's reaction is consistent with the content of the object.
Now, it's true that one needn't seek the full monty every time, which would be rather exhausting, and there are less weighty but perfectly legitimate reasons one might listen to some types of music. "Objectively superior," after all, implies an answer to the questions, "Superior to what, in what respect and for what purpose?" Country is best for a good laugh (who can resist the hilarity of some retard yodelling about his wife leaving him for the horse?), for instance, and The Carpenters are great for getting to sleep. But it turns out metal fans do actually seek the full monty. Or at least, at first glance, they claim to. Dr. (PhD in philosophy) Richard Goode, Slayer's cheerleader on the RACH thread, said there:
"Honestly, if you don't feel glad to be alive after a good pounding by Slayer, the Queens of the Stone Age or even Hayseed Dixie, then there's something wrong with you." [Note, there's something wrong with you. Evidently it's OK to say there's something wrong with you if you don't like Slayer but not OK to say there's something wrong with you if you do!] 
But hang on a minute! Pressed by me to explain just how a "good pounding by Slayer" made him "glad to be alive," Dr. Goode responded as follows: 
"Anger. Energy. Passion. Defiance. Catharsis. Slayer are musical genius."
So, is it anger, etc., that makes Dr. Goode feel glad to be alive, that gives him his value-swoons? I tried to find out:
"Anger about what? Passion for what? Defiance of what? Given that 'catharthis' is the release of pent-up emotions, why are your emotions pent up (I did warn you that pomowanking makes one passionless)? Wherein lies Slayer's 'musical genius'?"
Alas, my inquiries elicited no further response.
Which entitles us to assume, I think, that the anger is not a justified, discrete anger about some particular injustice or other, else Dr. Goode would have mentioned it; it is a generalised, metaphysical anger at life itself that makes Goode feel good!
Now, remember what Rand said about the way music affects us:
“Psycho-epistemologically, the pattern of the response to music seems to be as follows: one perceives the music, one grasps the suggestion of a certain emotional state and, with one's sense of life serving as the criterion, one appraises this state as enjoyable or painful, desirable or undesirable, significant or negligible, according to whether it corresponds to or contradicts one's fundamental feeling about life.”
In the case of Dr. Goode and Slayer, he perceives their music, grasps the suggestion of anger and defiance and appraises it as enjoyable, desirable and significant, since it corresponds to his fundamental feeling about life. He says, "This is life as I see it." Which, I respectfully submit, taking it at its own word, is anti-life—and the anti-life, need I point out, is, according to Objectivism, bad! Calling it and what evoked it "inferior" is letting it off lightly!
Inferior Music and Philosophy
None of this occurs in a vacuum. It's no coincidence, but rather entirely congruent, that among Dr. Goode's other pin-up boys is the philosopher David Hume, who taught that concepts, the means by which human beings make sense of reality, have no basis in reality; there are just brute facts, and the act of integrating them into concepts is entirely arbitrary. 
Here's Rand on Hume: 
"When Hume declared that he saw objects moving about, but never saw such a thing as 'causality'—it was the voice of Attila that men were hearing. It was Attila's soul that spoke when Hume declared that he experienced a flow of fleeting states inside his skull, such as sensations, feelings or memories, but had never caught the experience of such a thing as consciousness or self. When Hume declared that the apparent existence of an object did not guarantee that it would not vanish spontaneously next moment, and the sunrise of today did not prove that the sun would rise tomorrow; when he declared that philosophical speculation was like a game, like chess or hunting, of no significance whatever to the practical course of human existence, since reason proved that existence was unintelligible, and only the ignorant maintained the illusion of knowledge—all of this accompanied by vehement opposition to the mysticism of the Witch Doctor and by protestations of loyalty to reason and science—what men were hearing was the manifesto of a philosophical movement that can be designated only as Attila-ism."
Here's Goode on the significance or otherwise of philosophy, in a SOLO exchange with James Valliant: 
Valliant: "As a philosopher, can you tell me what the practical upshot of your work is, i.e., its implications to human life?" 
Goode: "Hahaha. You're kidding, right?" 
Stretching too long a bow?
Hume was a destroyer. Slayer, whose headbanging has included "songs" sympathetic to the 9/11 terrorists and Joseph Mengele, are destroyers.  As are all other headbangers. They are Hume's chickens come home to roost. Richard, who claims there is no basis in reason for freedom, is an enabler of the destroyers (I grant he'd be horrified to think so). All three are archetypes. Hume, the clever/stupid philosopher, for whom logic and facts ne'er will meet; Goode, the modern "cool" sophisticat, monotoned and sardonic, getting his kicks from clever-dick nitpicking and word games; Slayer, the ugly reality behind the philosophers' pseudo-civilized veneer, like so many "metal" bands of whichever variety—"thrash," "death" or otherwise. It's useful and instructive to see them all appropriately aligned—all nihilists together in this post-modern Age of Nihilism. 
Conclusion
Nihilism is as objectively bad in esthetics as it is in any other realm—and in music as in any other part of esthetics, Rand notwithstanding. Appraising a positive response to musical nihilists as good, as Goode does, is bad. These animals intend to purvey ugliness and mindless rage and like nothing better in response than the perverted value-swoon of the nihilist, the pomowanker's snicker of approval, perhaps more accurately called the "anti-value swoon." Again, the subject's response is congruent with the object's content.
We all hear the same thing. We all recognise deliberate ugliness and rage for ugliness's and rage's sake, just as surely as we all hear a minor chord as somber and a major chord as cheerful. It's our responses to the ugliness and rage that differ, and the issue here is: evaluating the responses. It's a question of values, not physiology. Life-affirming values = good; life-negating values (anti-values) = bad. So, if you respond with approval to deliberate ugliness and gratuitous rage, if you seek out and wallow in the anti-value swoon, then, in Dr. Goode's immortal words, "There's something wrong with you." And that's a fact.
I'm reminded of a painter friend from years ago who read The Fountainhead. He got it. He understood it as well as I. But he chose to blank it out, because, "If I take it seriously it'll turn my life upside down" (his life being in thrall to axe-through-head tutors).
In his exceptional SOLO essay, "Something Better than Rage, Pain, Anger and Hurt," Peter Cresswell exhorts: "Music is our food of the spirit. So do try to be careful what you eat." 
(This admonition, by the way, doesn't mean we all have to like the same music any more than we have to like the same food. It means we should eat food rather than faeces.) 
Musically speaking, we have whole generations eating poo and militantly relishing it. It ill-behoves Objectivists to tell them there's no objective reason not to do so. Objectivism is nothing if not a command to rise. To those addicted to faeces but wanting to rise from the sewer, I commend Mr. Cresswell's essay. He knows whereof he speaks. He has himself risen!
Just these last few days on SOLO, artist Michael Newberry has recounted the story of someone who presented plastic-wrapped blood from her miscarriages as an artwork, and asked:
“Many of you here are freaked out about the possibility of radical Muslims taking over the world. But what is it that could weaken the West so much that it could fall victim to a primitive anti-modern society? When I see America, I see and experience many great things, lots of freedoms. It's much easier to do what you like here than in the other countries I have lived in. But, I also see the postmodern art world everywhere, with its cynical, disintegrated, anti-conceptual mind-set, and pathetic sense of life. That is America too. What if art plays a major role in the health, flourishing, and spirit of country or a culture? If that is so, aren't we more in trouble from the inside than the outside?”
We're certainly in trouble from the inside. I quote finally from my inaugural speech at SOLOC 1 in 2001. The "jungle cacophony" alluded to is Eminem—I had just compared Johann Strauss and Eminem as exemplars of two contrasting cultures, antipodal pop icons, one danced to by human beings, the other jerked to by the eyeless-socketed ones:
" ... get out there in the marketplace and promote good art as zealously as you promote good philosophy, both being necessary for the preservation of freedom. The tide is against us at the moment—wherever we turn our ears are assaulted by jungle cacophony of the kind we've just heard. In the visual realm … well, we've just been reading on the SOLO Forum about the Canadian artist I alluded to earlier who won a prestigious award for ejaculating into vials; there was the Turner Award in Britain, recently bestowed on someone whose 'artwork' was a room with an electric light in it. These abominations are a dime a dozen right now; it is, as I often say, the Age of Crap. I want SOLO to wage an intellectual war on it every bit as relentless as the physical War on Terrorism."
That war should include the unabashed proclamation of Romantic music's objective superiority. 
Romantic music is composed and performed by the heroes in our midst. It speaks and appeals to the best within us. It awakens our capacity for rapture. It is appreciated and adored by the passionately enlightened. It is inspired by and inspires the most intensely life-affirming value-swoons currently possible to man. In terms of what went into it and what can be taken out of it, it is simply the best. 
And that's a fact.
Of Fundamentals and Fidelity—The Sequel
[SOLO, 24 December 2002]
In my original article, "Of Fundamentals and Fidelity," I warned that I might frighten the horses by endorsing Leonard Peikoff's pronouncement that Objectivism was a "closed system." Actually, I was confident the horses would maintain their equanimity once it was made clear that by "closed" I didn't mean what Peikoff behaved as though he meant—that Objectivism is simply the sum total of what Ayn Rand wrote—but what he said he meant—that if one wishes to call oneself an Objectivist one must leave the fundamentals alone, but after that is at perfect liberty to engage in innovation. Sure enough, the horses did remain calm. One slightly skittish stallion wondered why any of it mattered (answer: because honesty matters—hence my use of the term fidelity) but by and large, equestrian equilibrium was maintained.
That is, until a few preliminary skirmishes occurred over just what are the "fundamentals?" Since Peikoff has never deigned to answer this question, and without presuming to lay claim to his stature in the movement or intimate knowledge of the philosophy, I proffered a list of what I thought must be regarded as fundamentals, stressing that I didn't pretend this list was exhaustive or definitive. The last item on my list was: Art as a requirement of man's existence and Romantic Realism as his appropriate kind of art. This caused consternation among a particular stable of horses named, after their head stallion, Equestrius Sciabarrius. They appeared to be—and initially it was very difficult to tell—perturbed by my use of the term "appropriate" and the implication that values had anything to do with art at all. Now forget about fundamentals for a minute—their view was not even anywhere near the Objectivist ball park, let alone its horse stables, and in my customary gentle way, I pointed this out.
I can't be sure what happened next; I can only speculate. It is known that lurking in the stable next to Equestrius Sciabarrius is a pet snake, Bernstein (named, alas, after Andrew, famous for his ridiculous apologies, not Leonard, famous for his sublime music-making). It is also known that Bernstein's venom induces temporary insanity. I can only assume that at about this point, Bernstein slithered into the precincts of Equestrius Sciabarrius and bit the occupants. For suddenly their contributions to proceedings became quite unhinged. In short order, it was suggested, directly or by implication, that we who carry the banner for values and valuing were guilty of the following:
 
	Encouraging in spirit the practice of compiling lists of "approved" and "disapproved" art works a la the Vatican and, apparently, the Objectivist movement of the 1960s.

	Passing sweeping judgements on people's emotional attachments to certain music with no regard for their context.

	Thinking Elvis was a nihilist.

	Holding views on music akin to saying, in the realm of food, that pizza, per se, is immoral (and so "cruising for a bruising, the immoral threat of force notwithstanding." My, my, my, my, my!)

	Encouraging "totalism"—wiping a person from one's Christmas card list because of one (probably small) flaw—and with it intolerance, incivility, and the damning of people to hell for not liking Rachmaninov.

	Emulating the Nazis.

	Shooting President Kennedy. (All right, I made that one up.)


Now all of this was bizarre on its face. I expressed my astonishment at the straw men that had been set up by folk who should know better, and announced I would have more to say this weekend. At that point, Bernstein's venom must have worn off as well, because something much more sensible then emanated from the Equestrius Sciabarrius stable. Instead of statements like, "The whole battle within Objectivism centers on the tension between 'totalism' and 'contextualism'—and that battle is bubbling under the surface of this debate over aesthetic tastes [italics mine]" from the unhinged period, which placed me and others firmly in the "totalist" camp, we now got "I do not believe that Linz or any of my SOLO pals are totalitarian or authoritarian on any of these matters. What I was writing against was a hyper-rationalist tendency that has been on display in Objectivist circles ... Lindsay has been exemplary in his critique of this sort of rationalism."
Well, I should say!
Given the backtracking, I was tempted to drop the matter and spend the weekend listening to Rachmaninov—but I decided instead briefly to state or restate my own position on a few matters germane to this discussion. These are random thoughts, now, in no particular order:
 
	The aesthetic battle going on in the world is not between "totalism" and "contextualism" but between nihilism and the affirmation of life. "Totalism" and nihilism are really flip sides of the same coin: intrinsicist, gratuitous, reckless, contextless value-judgements on the one hand vs. militant opposition to any value-judgements on the other. Like dictatorship and anarchy, these are really one and the same.


	Much of the defensive whimpering about "complexity" etc., that is used to deter folk from taking a clear, principled stand against nihilism is simply rationalisation on the part of those who like nihilism. I've written before of the drummer for the hard rock band Slipknot who responded to a recording engineer's comment—that if this were the future of music he didn't want to be alive—by saying: "We must be doing something right." Now you don't need to be an aesthetician or a musicologist to know that that drummer has to be a sick fuck, and that in all likelihood many people who enjoy Slipknot's "music" are sick fucks also, at least in that aspect of their lives (and it's hard to imagine it not spilling over into others). You don't need to explore glimpses of intimations of subtleties of nuances of complexities to know that. They are telling you! You're entitled to take them at their word. 


	To be "intolerant" of nihilism is not a threat to freedom; nihilism is.  While abominating the nihilist's preferences, one should defend to the death his right to them. It is the rights of others one must respect, not necessarily the way they are exercised. As I've written elsewhere: "Here's how it works: Respect for reason gives rise to respect for the right to exercise it—freedom. Freedom gives rise to prosperity and enormous diversity, including ideas and art works that are inimical to it. Against such ideas and art, while defending to the death their right to exist, we should be eternally vigilant." The in-your-face, musically cacophonous glorification of violence, hatred, rape, "mother-fucking" and so on that blares out at us ubiquitously, is most assuredly not reason- or freedom-friendly, and we are fully entitled to express our contempt for it, but so long as it is not acted upon we must defend the rights of those who enjoy it to enjoy it.


	It is also true, as Chris argues—though not as widely true as he would like to think—that not everyone who worships at the altar of crap is a sick fuck. Some do it for social-metaphysical reasons. I've told the story before of a conductor friend of mine who visited a modern "art" gallery in Auckland. The first thing he saw was a vacuum cleaner on the floor. He assumed it was an exhibit, so psyched himself up to "appreciate" it. Alas, a cleaner appeared and began vacuuming with it. My friend is not a sick fuck, just a pretentious twat. In such matters. He is not like that all the time, else he wouldn't be my friend!


	Then there are some who get hooked on crap quite innocently. In this day and age, for instance, it's perfectly possible, (though still difficult, I would have thought), not to know that anything better exists. Given that man needs art, if the only art of which one is aware is excrement, I suppose it's inevitable that one will at least accommodate, if not embrace, excrement, albeit with a strong sense that something is seriously awry. In any event, we are left with the very interesting example Chris raises of the young man who was on the verge of destroying all his headbanging caterwauling ("progressive rock") CDs because he thought Objectivism would require him to, but who didn't in the end because Chris' writings persuaded him otherwise. Hmmm. Possibly he had it right the first time ... not so much because Objectivism would require it but because his life would be infinitely better for it. (By "life" of course I don't mean just survival, but "flourishing.") My experience with lovers of headbanging caterwauling is that they do indeed have serious sense-of-life issues generally and severe psychological problems specifically. (No, this is not rationalistic, a priori "totalism," but empirical observation.) But here's where I agree with Chris entirely: there would be no point in this young man throwing away his CD collection unless it was something he truly realised he should do and wanted to do. If he did it out of duty to Objectivism or because some Objectivist "authority figure" said he should ... well, even to put it that way makes one shudder. Sense-of-life matters are indeed complex; improving a poor sense of life is most assuredly not just—not even—a matter of throwing away one's CDs and starting a collection based on someone else's recommendations. To embark on personal growth of any kind, one ought always to start with a completely honest, guilt-free assessment of where one is right now, draw up a realistic action plan and move forward at one's own pace.


	My concern with those who are truly victims of nihilism, rather than its apologists or perpetrators, is to have them lift their eyes and see the shining vistas that are there, above the stinking swamp that is modernity. That's part of SOLO's mission. It's the mission of people like Alexandra York and Michael Newberry. Not just rediscovering past glories but picking up from where they left off, forging a new Renaissance. (It's a selfish mission—I'd rather live in that kind of world than this.) Pretending that contemporary culture, generally speaking, is not a stinking swamp, or making excuses for it, will not help accomplish it. But there is nothing totalitarian about any of this—folk are at perfect liberty to remain in the swamp if they choose.


	In this regard, a quotation from The Romantic Manifesto:



"As a child, I saw a glimpse of the pre-World War One world, the last afterglow of the most radiant cultural atmosphere in human history. ... If one has glimpsed that kind of art—and wider: the possibility of that kind of culture—one is unable to be satisfied with anything less. I must emphasis that I am not speaking of concretes, nor politics, nor of journalistic trivia, but of that period's 'sense of life.' Its art projected an overwhelming sense of intellectual freedom, of depth, i.e. concern with fundamental problems, of demanding standards, of inexhaustible originality, of unlimited possibilities, and above all, of profound respect for man. The existential atmosphere (which was then being destroyed by Europe's philosophical trends and political systems) still held a benevolence that would be incredible to the men of today, i.e., a smiling, confident good will of man to man, and of man to life. ... It is impossible for the young people of today to grasp the reality of man's higher potential and what scale of achievement it had reached in a rational (or semi-rational) culture. But I have seen it. I know that it was real, that it existed, that it is possible. It is that knowledge that I want to hold up to the sight of men ... before the barbarian curtain descends altogether (if it does) and the last memory of man's greatness vanishes in another Dark Ages."
Enough for now. Let the discussion continue. I'm going back to that date with Rachmaninov! 
And pizza.
Objectivists—The Young and The Christian
[SOLO, 25 September 2002]
"Judge not that ye be not judged," said Jesus. Forgive and love everyone, unconditionally, says Christianity.
"Judge, and be prepared to be judged," said Ayn Rand. Withhold neither your contempt for men's vices nor your love for their virtues, says Objectivism.
Now, we know that the latter precept at the hands of the Ayn Rand Institute has come to equate "judgement' with the Savonarola-like pronouncements of Leonard Peikoff, Peter Schwartz and Harry Binswanger, "vices" with criticisms of Ayn Rand or the ARI and "virtues" with slavish, uncritical worship of Ayn Rand and the ARI. We know that. But that's no reason to throw the precept out. It's no reason to become a Christian. It's a good reason to throw the ARI out and remain an Objectivist!
In the recent debate about musical preferences on SOLOHQ, it was apparent that some participants, refugees as they may be from the ARI, now take a Christian view of judgement—namely, that one shouldn't engage in it at all (it is irrelevant here that Christians themselves have traditionally honoured this commandment more in the breach than in the observance, albeit irrationally). That redoubtable dialectician, Dr. Chris Matthew Sciabarra, lamented the amount of "screaming" that had occurred. Now Chris, bless his three hearts, tries on principle to find a kind word for everyone and everything, and recoils from the acrimony that often accompanies the expression of judgement, so that even the mild exchanges that occurred in this debate would sound to him like "screaming." I take a different view.
First, I would invite Dr. Chris to allow the following dialectical process to play out:
 
	Thesis: garbage—anti-values in music.


	Antithesis: "screaming"—in protest against the garbage and in promotion of values in music.


	Synthesis: renaissance of values—romanticism—in music. 



As it is, the apologists for the thesis seem to get very defensive when it is challenged, and do a fair amount of "screaming" of their own.
Second, I would argue that "screaming"—rational screaming, of course—is a proper response to ugly-voiced caterwaulers who routinely spew forth their hatred of man, of life and love and thought, in a flood of obscenities in the most cacophonous manner they can contrive (the best thing about their lyrics is that they're usually unintelligible amidst the racket that accompanies them). If that requires the repudiation—unthinkable to a Christian mindset—of entire genres of "music," so be it. I am no fan of ecumenism or eclecticism for their own sake. I happily repudiate grunge, rap, hip hop, heavy metal, punk and whatever else is going down right now. I am barely aware of the differences between them and I care even less. I have heard enough of all of them to know that they are, generally speaking, loathsome. (Note—I am not challenging anyone's right to listen to this stuff; I am upholding my right to judge it, and I am saying it is right that I do so).
Aside from the manifestations of Christian non-judgementalism in the recent debate, I was struck by the significance of something else—the youth of the caterwaulers' defenders, and the probability that they are the victims of our modern-day comprachicos.
"The ancient comprachicos hid the operation [mangling the features of children so as to produce freaks] but displayed its results; their heirs have reversed the process: the operation is open, the results are invisible. In the past this horrible surgery left traces on a child's face, not in his mind. Today, it leaves traces in his mind, not on his face. In both cases, the child is not aware of the mutilation he has suffered." (Ayn Rand, "The Comprachicos," 1970)
Our modern-day comprachicos have brought nihilism to philosophy and thence to music. Their young victims have grown up knowing nothing else. They know no other "music" than untutored voices, wailing guitars and thumping drums, amplified to literally deafening levels, pouring out angst and anger.
In her introduction to The Romantic Manifesto, Ayn Rand promised us:
"I am not willing to surrender the world to the jerky contortions of self-inducedly brainless bodies with empty eye sockets who perform in stinking basements the immemorial rituals of staving off terror, which are a dime a dozen in any jungle—and to the quavering witch doctors who call it 'art.' "
Some would fault her comments as "screaming" and "judgemental." I would agree, approvingly, that they are judgemental, and add that they are eminently, passionately reasonable.
To the young of today I say—heed her words. Awake from your dogmatic catatonia. You have nothing to lose but your nihilism. You have a radiant sense of life to win.
Review of 'If You Were Mine' by Mario Lanza
[SOLO, 3 October 2002]
What glittering jewels are gathered here! The selections on the Damon Lanza Productions CD If You Were Mine, unavailable elsewhere, show Damon's father in the freshest of voices and highest of spirits. This is now definitely added to my list of Desert Island CDs, so much material is there that, having heard it, I could not live without.
The CD begins with a home recording of Mario testing out a tape recorder. First, he tells us, he's going to talk a little, then he's going to sing. He calls out to his four-year-old daughter, Colleen, and asks, "How much do you love me, Sweetheart?" In the background, she replies, "A million. More than a million." Mario teases, "What? Is that all you love me? You mean to tell me you love me only more than a million?" The precocious Colleen shoots back, "I dunno. The last number there is. More than the last number there is." Mario duly notes this and tells Colleen she'll never know how much he loves her. Then he sings an arpeggio, followed by an octave leap from middle B-Flat to a high one, which he holds, thrillingly and ostentatiously. Colleen applauds. Mario says, "Mmmmmm, thank you, my public!" More banter and singing follow, at the end of which Mario admonishes Colleen not to catch a chill. This is a delightful vignette, and a litmus test: if you can listen to this without being moved to laughter and tears, you probably should not bother with the rest of the CD! Two more home recordings follow, with Constantine Callinicos at the piano: the poet's tirade against tyranny from Andrea Chenier, and the ballad that was a staple part of Mario's concert repertoire, "Tell Me, Oh Blue, Blue Sky." Both are astonishing. Somehow the home recording, without the benefit of sophisticated knobs and faders, captures the primordial power of Mario's voice and the volcanic explosiveness of his singing more startlingly than any commercial recording I have heard. Was ever tyranny more shatteringly denounced than in the declamatory passages in this performance of Chenier's Improvviso? Was ever love more soaringly celebrated than in its final phrases? Was ever a plea more heartfelt than Mario's rendering of the very words, "Tell me, oh blue, blue sky" at the song's conclusion?
Some light relief follows in the form of a brief contribution by Mario to a chorus of "Happy Birthday" for the then (1945) head of RCA, David Sarnoff. The chorus includes the great baritone Robert Merrill. If only Mario had said to Merrill, "Hey, Bob, let's knock off the Pearl Fishers duet and maybe some Otello while we're here!"
It is said that 17-year-old Mario visited the dressing room of the renowned tenor, Giovanni Martinelli, one evening after a performance, and told him he was great, but there was one greater. When Martinelli inquired who it was, Mario replied, "Don't worry about it now, but you'll be hearing of him. His name is Mario Lanza." His impertinence didn't end there! The next track on this CD is Mario impersonating Martinelli, in a devastating caricature of his mannerisms.
Then we hear him as himself in the same aria, M'Appari, as recorded for the movie Toast of New Orleans. A little rushed; competent, but not remarkable.
Alternate takes of the Madam Butterfly duet, recorded commercially with Elaine Malbin, are next on the smorgasbord—they differ little from the version that was released, and reinforce the feeling that that day, Mario should have taken some valium. The dear lad's testosterone is running riot, even by his already alarming standards; of subtlety there is no trace. The horses are well and truly frightened—nay (!), terrified. Did the blonde and shapely Miss Malbin have this effect on all her tenors?
All is forgiven after the next track, though—a revelation in more ways than one. It's Vesti la Giubba from Pagliacci. The cover notes include it as one of several selections recorded for the movie The Great Caruso. It is not. It is clearly a third take from the commercial recording session with RCA ... and it is by far the best of the three! I was always thrilled by the throbbing expressiveness of the other two takes, but regretful that so many notes were "sharp"—i.e. overpitched. Here, there is no loss of expression but the pitching is (mostly!) accurate. Why this take was not the one favoured for release I can't begin to imagine. What moments of rapture it contains! When he comes to the "Ah!" before "Ridi, Pagliaccio!" Mario, singing with the voice of a god, decides it's such a good note he just has to linger on it. One hears the orchestra slow and amp; pause ... then—eventually!—Mario rolls an "r" and sails into the word, "Ridi," taking what must surely have been an astonished orchestra with him. The moment is sensational. The whole performance is unearthly.
The following twelve selections are indeed from the Great Caruso recording sessions:
 
	Che Gelida Manina: an alternate take, similar to that actually used;


	A pleasant, low-key Santa Lucia, not used in the movie at all;


	E Lucevan Le Stelle: the movie take, only more of it;


	Cielo E Mar: an alternate take, with the two B-Flats that ring out so splendidly in the movie version surprisingly diffident here;


	Surriento: alternate take, done loudly!


	M'Appari: alternate take, again not as open and free as the movie one;


	Mattinata: the movie take;


	Miserere: one of the highlights of the CD. It's the movie take, only much more of it. It's wonderful to hear Mario with sopranos who, if not in his league exactly, are at least worthy of him. Lucine Amara is a fine Leonora. The final "Addio" is heart-stopping;


	Brindisi: the movie take, with the same very irritating edit;


	Bada Santuzza! : the movie take, but again, more of it. Turiddu/Mario's anger at Santuzza's jealousy is utterly terrifying;


	E Il Sol Dell'Anima: two takes, neither used in the movie. Since the Rigoletto sequence in the film didn't go anywhere, one assumes some of it must have ended up on the cutting room floor. E Il Sol was probably it. What a shame! There are two takes. In the first, Mario sings his part in creamy sotto voce, which gets more voluptuous the higher he goes. The second take is full-on, punctuated by a woman—Novotna?—screaming discordantly, "Stop screaming" as Mario gets into his stride. All part of the edited action, no doubt. One would like to imagine Mario/Caruso riposting: "Signora, I may be screaming, but at least I am screaming in tune. Would you mind doing the same?"



I am overstaying my welcome here, so shan't give a detailed run-down of the remaining selections, from the Student Prince and Because You're Mine soundtracks. Highlights are Mario rehearsing Gaudeamus Igitur an octave down from the chorus, the Ergo Bibamus that was never released commercially, and a full verse of "A Mighty Fortress Is Our God."
Oh, and one more thing: the closing, title track, "If You Were Mine." An alternate take, arguably better than the original. The expression of honest sentimentality doesn't get much better than this. Mario soars into the stratosphere and ends up somewhere beyond it. A fitting finale to seventy minutes of heavenliness. Io ti dico ancora—Non ti scorderemo, Mario! 
Idol Musings
[The Free Radical, Issue 69, December 2005—February 2006 and SOLO, 17 October 2005]
New Zealand Idol, I'm told, is modelled on American Idol. Wannabe pop stars strut their stuff on national television, endure the slings and arrows of outrageous judges, and are voted in or out by the viewing public. Last night I watched New Zealand Idol for the first time. It was the penultimate programme in this, the second series. Last year's winner, someone called Ben, or Dan, or Ken, has, to my knowledge (which may not be reliable) disappeared without trace. For whichever of last night's two Kiwi finalists wins when the votes are counted tonight, I confidently predict the same fate.
The final took place against a backdrop of delicious irony. Former pop star and enduring legend Sir Howard Morrison had criticised the female finalist, Rosita, for being too fat (not unreasonably—next to Rosita, Mama Cass would look like Karen Carpenter). Sir Howard, a Maori, once had a hit, "My Old Man's An All Black," containing the words, "Fee, fie, fo, fum, there's no Hories [Maoris] in that scrum." With the advent of Political Correctness, he gave himself a make-over. He got a government pseudo-job raising awareness about correct Maori ("Mordi") pronunciation. He gave cricketing star Adam Parore a public dressing-down for pronouncing his own name "ParorEE" instead of "PadordEH." But he evidently forgot that in the world of Political Correctness, fatties are victims as well as Maoris, and one is not supposed to comment on their excessive dimensions. Comment Sir Howard did—the day before the final! The PC Police went into overdrive. Television reporters hit the streets to do vox pops. The six o'clock news bulletins bristled with outrage. The voice of the people was unanimous in its indignation. Poor Rosita! Foul! Size doesn't matter! Sir Howard should be boiled in oil (and probably will be). Come the show itself, and the judges were primed. Slings and arrows? No way! After Rosita's opening number, they were all gush. "You look gorgeous tonight." "You look absolutely stunning," and similar, palpably insincere inanities.
Still, the furore did have one merciful effect—it deflected attention from the performances.
I made notes of the lyrics of Rosita's opening number, a shapeless ditty apparently made famous by someone famous. Alas, my note-taking must have been affected by my distress, because all I can make out right now is "Sometahms ah feels lahk ah jes' wanna dah." (Honey, ah knows da feelin'!)
Her rival, Nick, had clearly sussed out that humility is where it's at. He and Rosita and all the other contestants were not in a competition, he insisted; they were all in it together, and there to help each other. Winning didn't matter, it was the shared experience of participating. Yuk, I barfed, as I pictured the text-voters going crazy with Comprachico-trained approval.
Nick, at least, is easy on the eye, if not on the ear. A slim, good-looking lad who knows how to stick a microphone into his gob and strangle his voice like the worst of them, he broke into a falsetto several times in a way that had the female judge, by her own admission, moistening her drawers. (One of the male judges is gay, but omitted to report a similar effect, if indeed he experienced it). Nick probably has the thing sewn up, so to speak, if only on the grounds of sex appeal. Rosita has the superior instrument in the voice department, but gyrating whale is just not a good look.
The loser in all of this is music. Yes, I know, Idol is not a competition for opera singers, but time was when televised talent quests of this ilk actually brought forth youngsters who could sing, tunes that were worth singing, and winners who went on to have solid, if not spectacular careers. Pop performers of that era knew something about their craft, and were intelligent enough to learn from its practitioners in more serious genres. Sir Howard, for instance, immersed himself in the recordings of Beniamino Gigli, Tito Schipa and Mario Lanza (he was sometimes called "Maori Lanza")—stellar vocalisers who still have pride of place in his music library. The knowledge and technique he gleaned are manifest in the fact that he can still carry a tune splendidly, blazing high notes and all, at the age of seventy, and operatic icons such as Dame Kiri Te Kanawa and Dame Malvina Major have no qualms about partnering him in concert.
Many younger readers will no doubt dismiss this lament as the embittered meanderings of an old fogey. Truly, however, they don't know what they're missing.
With Idol, the curtain has just about hit the floor. 
Fraudsters and Force-Mongers
[Craccum 1998; The Free Radical, Issue 30, May/June 1998 and SOLO, 7 April 2003]
Such sound and fury, such tumult and shouting, over condom-wrapped virgins. It's hard to know which of the players in this farce have been the most risible.  
First you have the pretentious poseurs who tout this sort of crap as art. This category includes such dilettantes as Auckland's very own Queen of Affirmative Action, a member of the Te Papa Board, who publicly proclaims that semen-stained blankets are "haunting, provocative and powerful." It includes all the luminaries of the state tit-sucking, arty-farty Establishment who've been filling the pages of our newspapers for weeks with their drivel insisting that the spectacle of condoms wrapped in virgins (or vice versa or whatever) challenges us to think. Oh, please!!  
Second, you have the state tit-sucking con-artists themselves. Charlatans who depict crudely-crafted human skulls with axes through them. Or who display used toilet tissue, or shoes with bullet holes in them, or a skeleton with elephant dung smeared over it—to mention certain other exhibits at Te Papa right now. 
Third, you have Te Papa itself—the Museum of Political Correctness, paid for by money stolen from us by politicians—sponsoring this excrement with more money stolen from us by politicians. 
Fourth, you have the mad Muslims and crazy Christians, straight out of the Dark Ages, who think the only answer to the excrement is to ban it and kick the hapless security men assigned to guarding it (the next best thing to burning them at the stake, one assumes).
Did ever a bunch of fraudsters and totalitarians so richly deserve each other?
Whoever the most risible characters are, this comedy holds up an instructive mirror to the state of our culture, uniting as it does the dominant anti-values of our time, those ancient allies, unreason and force. 
The rampant irrationality, the in-your-face nihilism of the afore-mentioned exhibits is self-evident. In itself, however, this is evil of a non-coercive type which would not be a governmental concern in the free society that I as a libertarian advocate. People should be free to wallow in sewage if they wish, just as long as they don't forcibly drag the rest of us in with them. But there's the rub. In the case of Te Papa and the aesthetic shysters it is patronising, they are forcibly dragging us in. We are all made to pay for their goddam tripe. As a libertarian, I object to this most strenuously. 
Facing off against this composite of unreason and force is: another composite of unreason and force!—the medieval religionists who bay for the banning of anything that insults their particular brand of cosmic nonsense. How timely! Latterly the practice of book-burning and video-banning has been the domain of feminist and gay activists, and the medievals have been on the receiving end—as with the recent gay-instigated outlawing by the Film and Literature Board of Review of two Christian videos. It's useful to be reminded that the Christians' credentials as prohibitionists remain as impressive as ever, notwithstanding the dose of their own medicine they have been receiving.
"They who believe absurdities commit atrocities," said Voltaire, in a truism that's applicable to both sides in the condomed virgin dispute. If it were not for such legal remnants of the concept of individual rights as do remain, the antagonists would assuredly, sooner or later, initiate a bloodbath. I for one would happily leave them to it, except for their infernal insistence that everyone else get involved. So, I shall content myself with pointing out that beneath the sound and fury, the tumult and the shouting, these self-proclaimed foes are in fact implacable friends. 
Their true, common enemies are reason and freedom.
 
Philosophies of Faeces
[Craccum, 1998; The Free Radical; SOLO, 4 November 2003]
It was reported recently from Britain that the Tate Britain art gallery had warned underage visitors to stay away as it unveiled works short-listed for the Turner Prize—including a cast of two large dolls engaged in a sex act.
"The $30,000 annual prize for a contemporary British artist is regularly derided for relying on shock value at the expense of traditional forms of art. This year is no exception. The doll sculpture is one of several pieces by brothers Jake and Dinos Chapman, favorites to win the competition. Their entry also includes a sculpture of decaying bodies being eaten by maggots, snails, spiders and rats, and several grotesque reworkings of etchings by Spanish master Francisco de Goya. Fellow-nominee Grayson Perry, a cross-dressing potter, showed ceramic vases featuring images of sex acts, child abuse and death. ... 'The Turner Prize is about celebrating excellence in contemporary works and dealing with controversial issues is often part of that,' said curator Lizzie Carey-Thomas. 'It is only natural that works will be challenging or pushing boundaries.' ... Some of the more unusual entries in recent years have included a soiled bed, a pickled cow and a painting adorned with elephant dung. Last year's winner, Keith Tyson, presented lead casts of every item on a Kentucky Fried Chicken restaurant's menu." (Associated Press, quoted on CNN.com)
Writing on the SOLO Forum, Robert Winefield commented: "I can't understand why people in the media don't denounce it for the shit that it is."
Kristin Currier ventured that "the media doesn't say anything, because like the story of the crazy emperor with invisible clothing, no one has the guts."
Now, it's not quite right that no one in the media identifies the emperor's nakedness. Here, for instance, is an entry, complete with my own comment in italics, in the new Free Radical Horror File:
"'Cars and buildings cover the earth,' explains Radford, probably best known around town for the Tip sculptures in Ponsonby's Western Park. 'And this is like the earth rising back up to cover them.'" ('Sculptor' John Radford, explaining his 'sculpture' in High St, Auckland—a car covered in clay. Herald, September 24, 2003)
“Pretentious postmodern poseur. (Which two of the preceding three words are superfluous?)” 
But The Free Radical is just one tiny voice, and it's true that the modern-day avalanche of in-your-face excrement flows largely unremarked and unresisted. The view of the Dadaists that "art is shit" has long been respectable.
In the realm of music, the conscientious destructiveness of what I call "headbanging caterwauling" is well personified in the remark of a hard rock band (Slipknot) drummer: "A guy at Sony told us, 'If this is the future of music, then I don't want to be alive.' I just thought, if that's what he thinks, then we are doing something right."
In literature, as one would expect, full-blown, fully articulated Philosophies of Faeces can be found, in such defecations as Stanley Fish's now-uncontroversial view that literary texts have no meaning other than that superimposed on them by readers (a variant of the establishment view that art is whatever anyone says it is). This outlandish subjectivism is dressed up in preposterously pretentious garb labelled "Reception Aesthetics" and the like.
There's a backlash, though, a counter-revolution seeking a new renaissance.  Practising artists and intellectuals like Michael Newberry, Martine Vaugel, Alexandra York, and Torres and Kamhi are leading the charge against The Age of Crap.
And there's SOLO, of course—the Objectivist movement for those who take The Romantic Manifesto seriously. I conclude with a paraphrase of some relevant remarks from my call to arms at SOLO's inaugural conference in 2002:
Here's how it works: respect for reason gives rise to respect for the right to exercise it—freedom. See Ancient Greece, the Renaissance, the 19th century. Freedom gives rise to prosperity and enormous diversity, including ideas and art works that are inimical to freedom. Against such ideas and art, while defending to the death their right to exist, we should be eternally vigilant. I exhort Objectivists to get out there in the marketplace and promote good art as zealously as they promote good philosophy, both being necessary for the preservation of freedom. The tide is against us at the moment—wherever we turn our ears are assaulted by jungle cacophony. In the visual realm ... well, we've just been reading on the SOLO Forum about the Canadian artist who won a prestigious award for ejaculating into vials; there was the Turner Award in Britain, recently bestowed on someone whose 'artwork' was a room with an electric light in it. These abominations are a dime a dozen right now; it is, as I often say, the Age of Crap. I want SOLO to wage an intellectual and spiritual war on it every bit as relentless as the physical War on Terrorism. 
 
Johann Strauss—Honorary SOLOist! 
[SOLO, 26 January 2004]
“An evocative bow at almost a fairy-tale Vienna, a Vienna of young hussars and beautiful ladies, a Vienna of sentimentality and charm. A pretty-pretty and never-never Vienna of dance and romance.”
That's how Harold C. Schonberg describes the music of the composer Johann Strauss, Junior, in his book Lives of the Great Composers. A medley of themes from Strauss' Die Fledermaus used to open my Politically Incorrect Show.
I chose it because it is the antithesis of Political Correctness. Political Correctness is the Puritanism of our time, based, like its precursor, on the obsessive concern that—as H. L Mencken put it—somehow, somewhere, somebody just might be enjoying himself. Strauss says, "Someone is! And how!"
In Mencken's words, "The essence of a Viennese waltz, and especially of a Strauss waltz, is merriment, good humor, happiness"—as opposed to the Wimmin's Studies Department at any modern university.
The waltz as such really came into its own through Johann's father, and was described at the time by an English publication as "this fiend of German birth, destitute of grace, delicacy and propriety, a disgusting practice."
The critic Eduard Hanslick sniffed, "That the sweetly intoxicating three-four rhythm which took hold of hand and foot, necessarily eclipsed great and serious music and made the audience unfit for any intellectual effort goes without saying."
Hanslick would have been appalled to learn that no less "great and serious" a composer as Brahms autographed the fan of Johann Strauss Junior's wife with the opening measures of The Blue Danube and the words, "Alas, not by Johannes Brahms."
Mencken, like Brahms, and unlike Hanslick, recognised the subtle sophistication of this new art form and its chief exponents:
But the waltz! Ah, the waltz, indeed! It is sneaking, insidious, disarming, lovely. It does its work, not like a college-yell or an explosion in a munitions plant, but like the rustle of the trees, the murmur of the illimitable sea, the sweet gurgle of a pretty girl. The jazz-band fetches only vulgarians, barbarians, idiots, pigs. But there is a mystical something in 'Wiener Blut' or 'Kunstlerleben' that fetches even philosophers.
He goes on, however, to acknowledge its more earthy attractions:
The waltz, in fact, is magnificently improper—the art of tone turned lubricious. I venture to say that the compositions of Johann Strauss have lured more fair young creatures to compliance than all the movie actors and white slave scouts since the fall of the Western Empire. There is something about a waltz that is irresistible. Try it on the fattest and sedatest or even upon the thinnest and most acidulous of women, and she will be ready, in ten minutes, for a stealthy smack behind the door.
My, imagine how that would go down in the Wimmin's Studies Departments!
"A God-gifted dispenser of joy" is how the great and serious Richard Strauss (no relation) described Johann. What more suitable introduction than his music, seductive and insouciant, to a radio programme that was an antidote to kill-joys?
Fantastic Flamboyant Freddy!
[SOLO, 18 June 2010]
I ran into Peter Cresswell just before the concert began, and said, "Now I know why I never go out."
Auckland traffic on a Friday night is a nightmare.
And that's just the pedestrians.
It's a ten-minute walk from my hotel to the Town Hall. Seeing the tense and frenetic ... what are they called—humans? ... scurrying hither and thither as if in a nuclear panic, and hearing the headbanging caterwauling that blared from various establishments along the way, I thought again of Steven Mallory's drooling beast. Arriving at the inadequately sign-posted Town Hall, I felt no abating of my misanthropic pall.
Then, after a perfunctory warm-up piece by the New Zealand Symphony Orchestra, whose strings were out of tune, on came Freddy Kempf for the Tchaikovsky.
He looked exactly as we've seen him here on SOLO—slim, radiant ... and hair-flopping. Yes, he came out with Perrental Advisory writ large.
Well, we certainly needed some kind of warning. 
What Freddy unleashed cannot be put into words, at least by me.
When thunder was required, he was Thor himself. But there was tenderness to melt the coldest of hearts. And everything in between. And those unbelievably nimble fingers, of which I had a perfect view!
As he pounded the bottom of the piano for the final upward cadenza in the third movement, I feared for the safety of the instrument itself. So, evidently, did the conductor, who turned to peer solicitously down at it from time to time.
The climactic chords were truly a consummation of "the total passion for the total height," and I believe I was the first to start applauding, not to mention screaming, at the concerto's conclusion.
It was beyond KASS ... a perfect combination of flamboyance and nonchalance.
As was his encore, the Horowitz transcription of Stars and Stripes which, again, has been featured here several times. 
In the bar, during intermission, I couldn't stop shaking. Sam Pierson saw my plight and poured my drink for me.
I elected not to linger for the Cacofiev that was the second half of the programme. Anything else after Freddy's Tchaikovsky would have been sacrilege.
I went to leave, but there was Freddy, signing CDs. I bought one, and, last in line, looked him in his beautiful eyes, held out my hand and said, "Freddy, may I touch those magic fingers? That was magnificent. Glorious. Masterly. Heartfelt. Thank you!" He took my hand and beamed. I suppose he realised I was a hopeless, swooning wreck, but he didn't let it show.
As I negotiated the Auckland foot-traffic again and heard the same headbanging as before, I thought of Dagny's line, "We never had to take it seriously, did we?"
More than anything else, I realise I have to remind myself: those things we Romantic realists worship, those supposedly yon things for which we yearn, those sacred special moments for which we live, those truly human intrusions into the world of the drooling beast ... they still happen! 
Tomorrow, the Rach 3.
Tunes Will Out
[SOLO, 28 July 2012]
"I've been to the theatre a few times and heard Wagner's Walküre, from which I carried away memories of two or three glorious minutes and a whole ocean of boredom and utter emptiness."
 — Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky, 1877
"In Vienna I heard Wagner's Die Walküre and was able to confirm my first impression from Bayreuth. If music really is fated to have in Wagner its principal and greatest exponent, then that is enough to cause one to despair. Can this really be the last word in music?! Will future generations really enjoy this pretentious, cumbersome, and unsightly nonsense, as we now take delight in Beethoven's Ninth Symphony, which in its time was also regarded as nonsense? If yes, then that's terrible."
 — Ditto
A concert version of Die Walküre was performed in Wellington last weekend by the New Zealand Symphony Orchestra, accompanied by some singers. 
The performers, vocal and orchestral, were all stellar. Even poor old Wotan, with a throat full of toads and termites, was an object lesson in how technique can get you through an infection. It was just a shame there was no music for anyone to perform.
I endured this ordeal in the interests of research: later this year I'll be interviewing tenor Simon O'Neill, who played Siegmund. He acquitted himself flawlessly, but again, it would have been nice to hear him performing music.
One of the people I went with confided that this was a plunge into the unknown for him—though he liked certain musicals and operas and had even performed in one, he knew nothing of Wagner. I warned him he wouldn't be leaving the Michael Fowler Centre whistling tunes he'd just heard. "Wagner," I explained, "regarded tunes as the enemy. Put it down to his being a vegetarian and thus, deranged. Moreover, don't fret if you can't hear the singers. To Wagner, singers were mere adjuncts to the orchestra, afterthoughts who just had to shriek and hope for the best. Didn't matter if they were off-key—no one could be sure anyway."
Actually, the vocalists on this occasion were admirably audible. Pity about the tunes (did I make this point already?). Wagner was a cunning blighter, though—he would end each Act with something approximating a tune, and a very loud one at that, so that the audience would feel energised and less likely to flee during the intermissions.
Tchaikovsky pointed out the emperor's nakedness—and the clothes he should be wearing—with devastating eloquence:
"I've heard Wagner's Die Walküre. The performance was splendid. The orchestra managed to surpass even itself; the outstanding singers did everything they could to show it to good effect, and yet it was boring. ... I cannot describe as music these kaleidoscopic, parti-coloured musical pieces which keep following on from one another non-stop, never leading to anything and not once allowing you to rest on a musical form that can be easily assimilated. There is not one broad and well-rounded melody; not once is the singer given full scope. Rather, he must all the time chase after the orchestra and take care not to miss his note, which in the score is of no more significance than some small note assigned, say, to the fourth French horn. But that he is a marvellous symphonist—of that there can be no doubt whatsoever. Let me give you an example of the extent to which the symphonist in him predominates over the vocal and indeed the operatic composer. You will probably have heard at concerts his famous 'Walkürenritt' [Ride of the Valkyries]—what a grandiose, wonderful picture! One literally sees before one's eyes these wild gigantic figures, flying with roaring thunder across the clouds on their magic steeds. In concerts this piece always produces a tremendous impression. In the theatre, when one sees all these cardboard rocks, clouds made out of rags, soldiers galloping very clumsily across the stage in the background, and this unimposing painted sky, which is meant to illustrate the tremendous heavenly vaults beyond the clouds, the music loses all its graphic vividness. Thus, the theatre doesn't serve to intensify one's impression here, but acts instead like a glass of cold water. Finally, I do not understand and have never understood why the Nibelungen is supposed to constitute a literary masterpiece. As a national epic poem perhaps, but as a libretto no. All these Wotans, Brünnhildes, Frickas etc are so impossible, so un-human—it's just so difficult to feel keen sympathy with them. And, besides, there's so little life in all this! Wotan spends a good three quarters of an hour scolding Brünnhilde for her disobedience. How boring! And yet there are lots of amazingly striking and beautiful individual episodes of a purely symphonic nature." 
Separately, of Wagner in general, he wrote:
"I have always had the impression that those Wagnerians who are not professional musicians affect an enthusiasm which in their heart of hearts they do not really feel. Wagner, as I see it, killed his tremendous creative power through theory. Every preconceived theory cools one's spontaneous creative feeling. Could Wagner give himself up to such a feeling any longer after he had grasped through reason some sort of peculiar theory of music drama and musical truth, and after he had voluntarily renounced, for the sake of this alleged truth, all that constituted the strength and beauty of his predecessors' music?! If in an opera the singers don't sing, but merely utter, accompanied by deafening thunder from the orchestra, various hastily grafted-on, colourless successions of notes against a background of a splendid, but incoherent and formless symphony, what kind of opera can that possibly be?! However, what really astonishes me is the earnestness with which this over-philosophizing German illustrates by means of music the most incredibly stupid subjects. I mean, who could possibly be moved by the plot of Parsifal, where, instead of people with temperaments and feelings that we are familiar with, we are shown various fairytale figures who might perhaps be suitable for embellishing the content of a ballet, but never that of a drama? I am surprised that anyone can listen, without succumbing to laughter, or rather to boredom, to these figures' endlessly long monologues about the various spells from which all these Kundrys, Parsifals, etc. are suffering!!! I mean, is it possible to empathize with them, to be filled with heartfelt sympathy for them, to love and hate them? Of course not—because their sufferings, feelings, triumphs or failures are utterly alien to us. And what is alien to the human heart cannot be the source of musical inspiration."
Yet—135 years after Tchaikovsky asked the question, "Will future generations really enjoy this pretentious, cumbersome, and unsightly nonsense ...?" the answer would appear to be: yes indeed. Wagner's spastic marathons clearly have enduring appeal. Every year tens of thousands of Wagneriosi head for their Mecca, Bayreuth, for a musical flagellation-fest. A month of it! There's one going on right now (replete with a scandal over a Nazi tattoo on the Flying Dutchman's chest—a tidbit of which I was apprised by Simon O'Neill himself. Hitler, a devout Wagnerian who once said, "Whoever wants to understand National Socialist Germany must know Wagner" and made Wagner compulsory for Nazi youth, would have approved. So would the virulently anti-Semitic Aryan supremacist Wagner). The performance of which I here speak in little ol' New Zealand received a standing ovation. It was written up by the local critic as "unforgettable and indelible" (he was right).
The question, then, is: why? Is humanity perverse? Is masochism the norm, that such numbers are willing to genuflect to the composer who, as Leonard Peikoff has observed, "through his unprecedented use of chromaticism and dissonance became the major transition figure leading from traditional harmony to atonality"?
My suspicion is that Tchaikovsky was right to surmise that many Wagnerians affect an enthusiasm they don't really feel. It's a pretentiousness thing, by which they try to impress others with their sophistication. "It's not that the music is unassimilable; it's just that you are too stupid to assimilate it." Punch magazine spoofed this poseurism way back when debate about Wagner first raged. It ran an imaginary interview with a Mrs Hazy Highfaluter, asking her to define the "tone-art" of the future. She replied: "It defies definition. I should describe it as a mighty system of spiritual aeronautics, meant to lift up the soul to the sublime regions of supersensuous harmony, above the gross and earthly restraints of received form in composition, and the vulgar attractions of sustained melody."
So poseurism is a factor. And we shouldn't overlook the wide and ongoing appeal of Wagner's choice of subject matter, the fairytale figures Tchaikovsky derided. The preposterous popularity of Lord of the Rings is evidence of this.
Still, people don't travel thousands of miles for an affectation or just to see trolls. Clearly a great number of folk who claim to like this unseemly, interminable bloviation and bombast, genuinely do.
Ultimately, does it matter? Is it as "terrible" a thing as Tchaikovsky lamented? It's a free world—or at least, we're trying to make it so. Them as don't like Wagner can simply ignore him. This is not Hitler's Germany. We are not yet conscripted to Bayreuth. Yet I would pose the question I routinely ask regarding other forms of headbanging caterwauling: how congenial or rational or free a world will it be in which partisans of headbanging preponderate?
I hope we never find out. It's still the case, and I imagine Pyotr Ilyich would be reassured to know, that great Romantic composers such as he and Verdi and Puccini are revered in 2012 every bit as much as the anti-Romantic Richard. 
It's the tunes, you see. Millions of humans are still, thankfully, seduced by the "vulgar attractions of sustained melody." 
Tunes will out.
Of Song and Sin
[SOLO, 4 September 2012]
After the six Lexus Song Quest finalists had sung their lieder selections last Thursday evening, I pointed to Amitai Pati's name in my companion's programme and said, "He will win because he's singing that"—"that" being Ah! Leve-toi Soleil from Gounod's Romeo and Juliet. The singers were of more or less equal talent, in other words, so performing an aria that swept everything before it would be the secret to carrying the night. 
Pati won. Truth to tell, he was in obvious discomfort at times, but it didn't matter—the aria swept everything before it.
The same consideration may have undone soprano Byrony Williams, who has one of the most beautiful voices I've heard in a long while. Warm, round and lush, it reminded me of no one so much as the late Dame Joan Hammond, the most famous New Zealand-born soprano pre-Kiri. After the lieder I thought, if I were wrong about Amitai, Byrony would win. In the event, she was unplaced—a function of the fact, I suspect, that her climactic aria was strident Stravinsky rather than a rapturous equivalent of Pati's Gounod. No Word from Tom undeniably showcased Byrony's dexterity in navigating jagged rocks and treacherous quicksands, but something like Song of the Moon, which her voice is made for, would have been an irresistible match of talent and material. It was noteworthy that baritone Kawiti Waetford, who was pretty much sunk after his lied and first aria, almost came back into contention (in my book, at least, if not the judge's!) with his splendid Largo al Factotum; I'm equally sure that tenor Alexander Wilson's place among the winners was also doubtful at the same point, and that he secured third prize with his unexpected conquest of Lalo's Vainement ma bien-aimee. Grace Park, by contrast, another impressive soprano, did herself no favours by choosing Wolf, Bach and Handel. (Second place-getter, counter-tenor Stephen Diaz will always be limited in his repertoire for obvious reasons. It must also be said, though, that he had the most startlingly powerful voice of all the contestants and sang with great musical intelligence. Looker that he is, if he's not averse to cross-dressing I for one would not be averse to seeing/hearing him as Mimi or Violetta!)
Singers and their mentors should attend, in my view, not just to repertoire but also to presentation. It remains the case that in the realm of serious singing, in New Zealand as in the rest of the world, technique routinely trumps interpretation, and singers tend to sound like homogenised, blandified, note-perfect clones of each other. All six contestants last week were diminished somewhat by being buttoned up too much of the time, with only occasional unleashings giving us intimations of their distinctive personalities. Pati in particular was clearly focussed on whether his voice placement would be equal to the terrifying B-flats in his aria, when what we need to hear is lavish ardour expressed by expansive phrasing, generous portamenti and the treating of consonants as trampolines. I don't doubt that he's has been told such audacity would be in bad taste, which underscores my long-held contention that most singing coaches should be executed. 
When Arts Minister Chris Finlayson thanked Lexus for supporting "young sinners" instead of "young singers," it was supposedly a flub. Well, an element of sinning in the singing would not go amiss!
It would be a tragedy if the handsome and big-hearted Amitai Pati in particular, who exuded charisma even through his anxieties, were to be prevented from full flowering by the strictures that were clearly foremost in his mind the other night. 
Let the word go forth: interpretation is all; technique is its servant!
None of this is to take away from the glory of the spectacle and the occasion. Six impossibly attractive young specimens of humanity with exceptional voices joined forces with a world class accompanist (Terence Dennis) and a world-class orchestra (the NZSO, flawlessly conducted by Oliver von Dohnanyi) to perform samples of the world's greatest music, backed by another of the country's greatest singers (Dame Malvina Major) and sponsored by the makers of one of the world's finest cars. No mind/body dichotomy here! It was a glittering reminder of how far we've come from the caves, an ecstatic affirmation—if not full-blown embodiment—of the total passion for the total height.
To all concerned: bravissimo! To the singers in particular: go forth and sin some more!
 



8 Values and Virtues
Romance and Rationalism
[The Free Radical, Issue 44, November 2000—January 2001 and SOLO, 14 September 2004]
In the Objectivist world-view, there is an egregious fallacy identified as "rationalism." This is not to be confused with being rational—rather it refers to the habit of divorcing rationality from reality and proceeding to "reason" on the basis of floating abstractions which are internally self-consistent but whose starting point has no connection to the real world. 
Religionists of whichever variety are rationalists in that they begin with a floating abstraction, God, which has no referent in reality. Ironically, though, the lure of rationalism is one to which Objectivists over the years have been chronically and notoriously susceptible, even while grasping the error of it in theory. So pervasive was rationalism among Objectivists that the philosophy's principal exponent at the time, Leonard Peikoff, once saw fit to deliver a series of lectures on the subject, proclaiming himself to be rationalism-prone and identifying a large number of philosophical and psychological warning signs. 
Nowhere is rationalism more devastating than in the realm of romance.
Romantic love, said Ayn Rand, is one's response to one's own values embodied in the person of another. Now, this is undeniably true, and it was important that someone should say so at a time when the measure of romantic commitment was the extent to which one was prepared to sacrifice one's own values for the sake of one's partner. But it is not the whole truth. If it were, we would be obliged to become romantically involved with everyone who shared our values—a project that would have farcical repercussions.
In seeking a romantic partner, many Objectivists begin with a floating abstraction called John Galt, or Howard Roark, or Dagny Taggart—characters from Ayn Rand's novels. These characters always know their own minds, never falter, never experience fear, doubt, or confusion, never err, never belch, never break wind, never fumble when uncorking the wine. They are without flaw, failing or foible. In reality, they don't exist. But such is the power of Ayn Rand's projection of them that many Objectivists will settle for nothing less in their own lives, heedless of the fact that such "shortcomings" have been omitted from Rand's characterisations simply because "in art, as in life, one ignores the unimportant." The consequences of this rationalistic attitude are personal misery and destruction—the very opposite of what Rand intended.
Recently, I have observed romantic rationalism in action first-hand. I have witnessed an otherwise highly intelligent, talented young Objectivist veritably destroy two consecutive, exceptional relationships in which he was involved—because of his rationalism. In each case he was in love with the other party, and it was mutual. In each case he persuaded himself that he ought not to be in love with the other party, since neither was John Galt. In each case, he fixated on the respects in which his lover was not John Galt, entered crosses on his check-list—and terminated the relationship, repressing and denying the actual love he felt. He himself described it to me as a "shovelling aside" process. I was aghast. The net outcome here was three very unhappy people. How on earth could this be reconciled with a philosophy that says, "The purpose of morality is to show you, not how to suffer and die, but to enjoy yourself and live"?
Another Objectivist I know of has lived an equally rationalistic lie for decades, in this case denying his homosexuality, denying himself the opportunity for any real romantic fulfillment, and subverting the happiness of a succession of unsuspecting female partners—who, he had persuaded himself, were Dagny Taggart, with whom he ought to be in love, even though in truth, he wasn't.
The rationale on which such rationalistic deceit is based, when practised by anti-gay homosexual Objectivists, usually goes something like this: the male and female genitals are a natural fit for each other, and serve the evolutionary purpose of procreation of the species. It must be concluded, therefore, that nature has decreed that any use of the genitalia other than penile/vaginal penetration for purposes of procreation is unnatural, and therefore immoral. This is the "barnyard" view of sex so rightly decried by Ayn Rand in her attack on Pope Paul's encyclical on birth control, except that God has been replaced by Nature as the legislator of it. According to this rationale, of course, much more than homosexuality is immoral—masturbation must be immoral, oral sex between male and female must be immoral, and sodomy between male and female must truly be the absolute pits. (The rationalists usually stop short of stating such fatuous extensions of their facile, floating "logic," for understandable reasons that have much to do with not wanting to become laughing stocks.)
Another inanity that sometimes accompanies this rationalism is the notion that a distinguishing characteristic is an entity's only characteristic, or that all its other characteristics are informed by its distinguishing one. In other words, if man's distinguishing characteristic is volition, it must follow that all his other characteristics are chosen. Thus, for instance, volition and an innate sexual orientation (and preferences within that orientation, such as dark-skinned or fair, thick-set or slight, etc.) are deemed mutually exclusive, since man chooses his sexual orientation (just as assuredly as he chooses how many fingers he has, what colour are his eyes, etc.). 
Thus do we see volition hijacked from its context and given the powers of God (omnipotence)—whereas a truly rational approach would seek to ascertain where volition's limits lie and formulate morality accordingly.  (Not for nothing was Ayn Rand a devotee of the spirit of the famous prayer, "Lord, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change those I can … and the wisdom to know the difference.")
Thus does rationalism deify nature on the one hand and defy it on the other.
"Rationalism" may sound like an esoteric, irrelevant concept—in actual fact, it is as real and relevant as it is lethal. One of the reasons I am setting up SOLO—Sense of Life Objectivists (work in progress—see TFR 43)—is to provide a haven for people who are rational but not rationalistic. It will present Objectivism, as Tim Sturm observes later in this issue, "with slight adjustments and question marks where appropriate [not in defiance of, but in deference to, its fundamentals]." It will present Objectivism with more than a "slight" question mark over Ayn Rand's theory of romantic love, for reasons that should now be apparent.
Yet were she here to argue the point with me, I believe I could bring her round—and by her own dazzling lights. I believe I could demonstrate to her that she had overlooked her own distinction between a concept and a definition: the former subsumes every characteristic of an entity while the latter specifies its distinguishing one, the differentia, within the genus to which it belongs; so that while the entity man may legitimately be defined as the rational animal, the concept man takes in the totality of his being the rational animal. I would paraphrase her own paraphrasing of the bewildered question of philosophers through the centuries, "Where is the man-ness in man?" by asking her, "Where in your view of romantic love is the animality in man?" 
In real life, of course, the "animality" in man is starkly manifest in his choice of romantic partner, as is his rationality (or lack of it). Rationality in this instance consists in embracing the animality (and, where appropriate, stylising it), unless it drives one to the harming of self or others. Galt forbid that it should ever be otherwise! True romance fulfils mind and body equally, to be sure. But the mind must accept, to be rational about it, that the body (the "heart," "electricity," "sexual chemistry" etc.) has reasons which, as yet at least—Rand notwithstanding—the mind knows not of. This is not a contradiction, nor even a concession, much less a dichotomy. It represents the most conscientious identification of, and respect for, the realities of sex and romance of which we are currently capable. 
The Pitfall Of Passivism
[SOLO, 15 January 2005]
The current SOLOHQ poll asking respondents to choose the most important facet of Objectivist activism is yielding interesting results. Few, it seems, are primarily concerned with growing the philosophy—the most popular choice is a virtual dead-heat between better marketing of the philosophy and more advice as to how to apply its principles. It's the latter that I want to focus on here. If this poll is at all representative, it would indicate a significant body of Objectivists believe the state of the philosophy is satisfactory, but they personally are struggling to live by it.
Bear in mind that the poll doesn't suggest that types of activism other than the most important one are not important. I've always taken the view that all aspects mentioned, and some not mentioned, are important, and that one should focus on that particular facet or facets that one gets most enjoyment from. Time was when I personally enjoyed political activism, even to the point of leading Libertarianz into its first and second elections. Now the thought of doing that bores me rigid, though I still fully appreciate the ultimate importance politics will have when our hoped-for cultural sea-change occurs. 
Actually, let me rephrase that … when we have effected the cultural sea-change that we dream about and fight for. For it is the cultural fight that absorbs me now, where the battlefields are philosophy, aesthetics and an over-arching sense of life. I just checked up on the articles I wrote for SOLOHQ over the past month: two were on philosophy ("Rousseau and Kant—Partners in Crime" and "Will It Finally Sink In This Time?") one was aesthetics (the reprised "Barometer" article) and the other was a sense-of-life call to arms ("Salutations, SOLOists!"). I can't remember offhand when I last wrote on a purely political issue. This is a wholly accurate reflection of what, these days, spins my wheels, floats my boat, gets my juices flowing … but it's not meant in any way to denigrate the efforts of those who do focus on political matters. It is via politics, after all, that the state legislates away our freedoms, and it's important to have soldiers on the front line. It's just that I personally can't get excited about participating. As an example, the recent legislation banning smoking in bars, pubs and restaurants would once have seen me in a lather of apoplexy; now, I yawningly realise that even if by some means we succeeded in having the ban lifted, the battle to create a culture in which such a ban would not even be contemplated has barely begun. That is the battle that excites me now. Hence, among other things, SOLO.
The point of all this? Actually, there are two. The first is the relatively superficial point that if you want to be an activist at all, you should seek out that area that affords you most enjoyment, as long as the reasons for that enjoyment are defensible. (If you went into politics, for instance, because you enjoyed wallowing in Machiavellian muck, in back-room wheeler-dealing and back-stabbing, you should check your premises!) Having selected your specialised area, you should go at it for all it's worth, at the same time not belittling those who've chosen another path. That path is complementary! A politics junkie, for instance, shouldn't deride a philosophy junkie, or vice versa. Far better that they coordinate their battles, so that the latter can bolster the former with solid intellectual ammunition. There is no philosophy/politics dichotomy, after all—politics, via ethics, is part of philosophy! 
The second is the more basic and important point that the choice is yours to make. No one, not even the super-geniuses here at SOLO, is equipped to make that choice for you. See, something worries me about any clamour for guidance as to how to apply Objectivist principles in your own life. The news I have for you is that it's for you to decide. Objectivism lays down certain basics. It tells you, for instance, that rationality is the basic virtue, being the exercise of your mind and the application of it to your external circumstances. It tells you that by practising the virtue of activating your mind you can practise the other virtues human life—the flourishing human life— requires: productivity, independence, etc. But it's your mind to activate! What happens next is over to you. There is no manual on how or in which sphere you should be productive, for example—you must write the manual yourself. Pianist or postman? Bricklayer or botanist? Doctor or dentist? Ecologist or economist (two equally appalling alternatives)? You must decide—and, bingo!—in the process of doing so, you're already applying Objectivist principles to your life. In that sense you're already an activist. If you want to be more explicitly an activist, as in the alternatives offered by the poll, these are equally your choices to make. My concern about people asking for more advice on how to apply Objectivist principles is that it might not be activism they are trying to practise, but passivism—relying on someone else to tell them how to do it. 
A danger of such passivism is the ready acceptance of the crudest form of nostrum simply because on the face of it it appears to be consistent with Objectivism. For instance, someone may say, in a very loud voice, that the most virtuous thing you can do is make money—lots and lots of money. After all, isn't the entrepreneur the pinnacle of Randian heroism? Well, yes—in so far as the money he makes reflects his productivity, which reflects his rationality, he is the acme of virtue. But it in no way follows that making lots of money is the only virtuous path. You may choose a profession that by its nature will never make you humungously rich, but which provides you with deep fulfilment that the brute fact of being richer could not. I myself gave up a lucrative and prestigious television career because it was not bringing me happiness. What followed was a roller-coaster ride that I wouldn't have missed for the world. At the end of it all, I am not rich, neither am I destitute. I have around me the things that matter most to me: my music, my computer, my library, good food, good wine, good friends. I can lay claim to having introduced libertarianism to public consciousness in my own country, and Objectivism too, via the magazine that I started ten years ago and that still continues. Most amazingly, perhaps, I am now accepted back on television as an out-of-the-closet libertarian—something unimaginable back in the days when I walked out. The point here being that I am immensely more fulfilled as a result of eschewing the advice to stay where the money was and taking the risk of being more truly myself. To treat money as an end in itself is a horrendous fallacy, akin to that other notorious Objectivist trap of treating rationality as an end in itself. One does not live to make money; one makes money to live. One does not live to be rational; one is rational in order to live. Or, as Howard Roark would have it in a different context: "I do not build in order to have clients; I have clients in order to build."
In short, to be a passivist is to be vulnerable to dogmatists pretending to know it all, when in fact they are no more qualified to live your life than you are to live theirs. It is to risk abandoning the virtue of independence in favour of docile conformity to someone else's dictates. To be sure, friends, family and the like can be helpful in proffering useful guidelines or alerting you to pitfalls. (In that regard, you could do no better than consult Joe Rowlands' excellent essays on the static/dynamic distinction.) But don't expect—and don't ever seek—a blueprint telling you what to do. The book of life in your hands is yours, exclusively; it's over to you to write the text.
Schools and Values ... with Acknowledgements to Ayn Rand
[Politically Incorrect Show and SOLO, 4 December 2003]
Yesterday a majority of you who called opposed the teaching of values in schools as they are now. Your opposition was not to the teaching of values per se, but to the particular, Politically Correct values likely to be inculcated in schools run or dominated by the state, as all our schools currently are.
The Ministry of Education's curriculum framework requires schools to "reinforce" such values as honesty, respect, non-sexism and non-racism. No one could quibble with the first two, but the second two are smokescreens for feminist and pseudo-mordi brainwashing, and are rife with dishonesty and disrespect. If the state were to remove itself from education, none of this hooey would last for five minutes - people would be free to set up schools that taught it, but who in their right minds would send their kids there?
Meantime, though, the Hon. Lindsay Perigo, host of the Politically Incorrect Show, has been appointed Minister of Education at gunpoint, and made to produce a list of values for state schools to promote, since it has become clear that no one else has a clue. Here is what he has come up with:
 
	Reverence for the human mind. It is our species' means of survival. It is fully competent to grasp reality, to form conclusions, to discover and invent. Training it is what education is for. Treasure it accordingly.

	Respect for each other's autonomy. Each person has free will by dint of having his own mind. Leave each other free to exercise it. Don't try to gain anything from others by force or fraud. That is a negation of their mind—and yours. If you want something from someone, ask politely; if refused, accept graciously. Use force only against those who have first used it against you.

	Honesty. Put another way—respect for reality. It is what it is, and faking cannot change it. The fakery will come back to haunt you. Realise though, that you do not owe the truth to those who use force against you.

	Independence. Learn the discipline of discovering the truth for yourself. Do not accept a proposition simply because others do. 90% of people are 100% wrong about most things. Go where the evidence points, regardless of convention.

	Courage and integrity. Having formed your convictions, be prepared to stand by and defend them in the face of adversity and name-calling. You will probably be labelled a crackpot, an extremist, anti-social and selfish. Wear the taunts of the mob, when you know the mob is wrong, as a badge of honour.

	Admiration for greatness. At the same time, savour the extraordinary things that your fellows have achieved, from the most exquisite of creature comforts to the most sublime of symphonies. Acquaint yourself with the gods of science, of philosophy, of medicine, of music and art and literature, who have walked among us, and stride with them to their exalted stratospheres.

	Self-love. Remember that to say "I love you" you must first know how to say the "I." This has to be earned. It is not the phony self-love of a braggart, slavishly dependent on the applause and attention of others; rather it is deserved pride in your own actual achievements. Avoid especially the sickly modesty that others would have you observe whereby you would credit them with your accomplishments. Earn the right to be proud of yourself, and stand tall.

	Savour the happiness that this will bring you. This is not a temporary euphoria induced by a stroke of good fortune or the smoking of a joint. Rather it is the deep, unassailable, quiet ecstasy to be derived from pursuing your chosen values and achieving them. Let this happiness be your purpose.


So these are the values I would have our schools propagate. Were they to do so, I would expect the Democratic People's Republic of Aoteroa to be transformed into New Freeland, centre of a second renaissance,  within a generation.
Vanity vs. Self-Esteem
[SOLO, 17 November 2005]
Likely those of us who've been around Objectivism for a while have met one or more of them. If we see one coming we cross the road or hide behind a tree. If we see one at a table we sit at another. Willingly to expose ourselves to him would be an act of masochistic self-sacrifice. We wish to make ourselves invisible to him because invisible is the way he would treat us, save as a platform on which to strut. He may be intelligent and knowledgeable, but his sole concern is to impress us with his intelligence and knowledge. He has no interest in changing the world, merely showing off to it, holding court for as long as we're prepared to sit in silent genuflection. He is the Objectivist monologuer. He is a bore and a boor. He is vanity personified. He lacks self-esteem. He thinks vanity is self-esteem. He thinks Objectivism mandates and validates his vanity, notwithstanding that Objectivism's founder said that "vanity is the most selfless of qualities."
In my article, Seven Deadly Sins, I wrote of him as a solipsist. I said:
Solipsism. Philosophically, this is the belief that the only thing one can be certain of is one's own existence. Behaviourally, it is acting as though one's own existence indeed were the only existence … or more accurately, the only worthwhile existence! Solipsism is the flip side of the altruist coin. An altruist treats others as though only they exist, to his own detriment; a solipsist treats others as though they exist at best peripherally, as sounding boards for his soliloquies and towels for his solitary ejaculations—again, if he but realised it, to his own detriment. 
Solipsism is especially insidious in that it can superficially seem similar to rational egoism of the kind espoused by Objectivism. It is attractive to pompous boors who can practise solipsism and justify it as egoism, thus giving the latter a bad name. Symptoms of solipsism include not listening when ostensibly engaged in a conversation, talking over the other participants, dragging every conversation back to oneself, chronic attention-seeking (paradoxically), and generally behaving as though the world would stop spinning if one ceased existing. There is literally a world of difference between treating your own existence as the most important thing to you and believing that you are the only important existent in the universe. The former generates a sunny self-confidence; the latter, an obnoxious and groundless conceit. 
The "paradox" alluded to, of course, is that while displaying such outlandish self-importance, the monologuer is dependent on others to feed it. He is your classic second-hander.
Ayn Rand's first proposed title for The Fountainhead was Second-Hand Lives. Here's an excerpt from her character notes, as reproduced in Journals of Ayn Rand: 
Peter Keating: … A perfect example of a selfless man who is a ruthless, unprincipled egotist—in the accepted meaning of the word. A tremendous vanity and greed, which lead him to sacrifice all for the sake of a 'brilliant career.'
Attitude toward life: Vanity grown out of all proportions. A vanity expressed in only one manner: to convince others of his superiority. Never a thought given to how he himself feels about things or values them—always, what others will think of him; and an overwhelming, burning anxiety to have them feel envy. (Emphasis Rand's.) 
Self-esteem, of course, and by contrast, is the pride one feels in one's own achievements, regardless of how those achievements are assessed by others. It is reliance on one's own judgement, not primary concern with, or automatic acquiescence to, that of others. It impels one neither to braggartry nor false humility (nor, even worse, true humility) since braggartry and humility are two sides of the preoccupation-with-others coin.
A classic, real-life first-hander, a man of authentic self-esteem, is former tennis champion Chris Lewis, of whom I have previously written: 
Whenever he'd been interviewed as a sports star, Chris had been a cut above your stereotypical athlete or any other kind of celebrity. He reeked of individualism. He was serious-minded, high-minded and single-minded to a fault. He was articulate and fierce and proud. He didn't utter the usual sickening bromides about how he owed it all to everyone else. He had, in fact, literally slept on railway benches during his quest for tennis ascendancy. He had, as it turned out, read The Fountainhead as a youngster and been inspired by it for life.

When he decided to retire, Chris was besieged by hordes of presumptuous clamourers telling him he simply couldn't. Whose career, whose life, did he think it was—his own?! He refused to be moved. At the end of his career, as throughout it, he made his own decisions, for his own reasons. Had he been a seeker of glory for its own sake, he might well have acted differently.
Why do I speak of this? Because we should eschew the ways of the monologuer. Why? Because the monologuer is the enemy of the self. Why does the self matter? Let Ayn Rand tell us:
If humanity, for twenty dreary centuries, has been battered by Christianity into believing selflessness is a virtue and into considering as ideal things which are inherently impossible to it—all idealism is gone. All ambition toward an ideal, that which makes men wish to attain the highest possible, is gone, since that highest, as preached by Christianity, is unattainable. … Until man's 'self' regains its proper position, life will be what it is now: flat, gray, empty, lacking all beauty, all fire, all enthusiasm, all meaning, all creative urge.
Seven Deadly Sins! 
[SOLO, 30 January 2005 and The Free Radical, Issue 66, April/May 2005]
 
Someone whose name I probably ought to remember once said that the road to freedom is replete with annoying bastards. I've had my fill of annoying bastards recently—and rather than let some perfectly good exasperation go to waste, I've decided to set down for the record precisely what it was that annoyed me, for the edification of lovers of reason and freedom everywhere. Consider the sub-title of this article to be, if I may be so presumptuous, "How to Be a Better Objectivist"—or, if I may be even more presumptuous, and if it's of any moment to you, "How Not To Piss Linz Off"!
Any or all of the following Seven Deadly Sins that have exasperated me recently qualify their practitioners for the abyss:
1. Gratuitous and premature umbrage-taking. 
I have often said we live in The Age of Umbrage, where a strong word or raised voice will send the recipient scurrying off into therapy, wailing about hurt feelings and clamouring for Valium. This, of course, is peculiarly prevalent among Americans—and most notably Californian Americans—who have degenerated from the rugged individualism of their Founding Fathers into a gaggle of what Governor Schwarzenegger would so rightly label "girlies," who can't cross the road without a trauma counsellor oozing psychobabble. Were I to give examples that might be familiar to SOLOists, I would prompt an immediate outbreak of umbrage by the sapheads involved, and, devoutly though the evolutionary demise of such losers is to be hoped for, it is not my purpose here to effect that. This sin really boils down to an inability to cope with being disagreed with. It betrays lack of self-esteem when a simple dissenting opinion can so shatter one's world and send one into a tailspin. It is tantamount to claiming a right never to have one's feelings hurt. The colloquial exhortations, "Get a life!" and "Get over it!" can be quite useful antidotes. Umbrage-sinners should reflect on the cruel indifference of nature and the abiding inhumanity of many of their fellow-men, and realise that some bracing tough love from the like-minded might be more helpful for them in the business of living than their evasive sulking, pouting cowering and whimpering.
2. Dilettantism. 
This is especially maddening, and common among the potentially best of NEM. These are folk who have a ton of talent they could employ in the furthering of freedom, but don't. Remonstrated with, they indignantly assert that it's their life to live as they choose, their talent to use or not use as they wish, and no one has the right to dictate to them. They claim to promote freedom by living it. Of course, this cannot be disputed—but it stops well short of taking full context into account. The full context is a world in which freedom—which is in the dilettante's short- and long-range interest as much as anyone else's—is in the balance and is daily sustaining body blows, in the real world out there and in the ivory towers of academia. In such a context, the dilettante's approach of doing nothing, or emerging just occasionally and fleetingly to offer up intimations of what he is capable of, is a disgraceful cop-out. Dilettantes are spiritual freeloaders on those who do care and do make the effort.
3. Solipsism. 
Philosophically, this is the belief that the only thing one can be certain of is one's own existence. Behaviourally, it is acting as though one's own existence indeed were the only existence … or more accurately, the only worthwhile existence! Solipsism is the flip side of the altruist coin. An altruist treats others as though only they exist, to his own detriment; a solipsist treats others as though they exist at best peripherally, as sounding boards for his soliloquies and towels for his solitary ejaculations—again, if he but realised it, to his own detriment. 
Solipsism is especially insidious in that it can superficially seem similar to rational egoism of the kind espoused by Objectivism. It is attractive to pompous boors who can practise solipsism and justify it as egoism, thus giving the latter a bad name. Symptoms of solipsism include not listening when supposedly engaged in a conversation, talking over the other participants, dragging every conversation back to oneself, chronic attention-seeking (paradoxically), and generally behaving as though the world would stop spinning if one ceased existing. There is literally a world of difference between treating your own existence as the most important thing to you and believing that you are the only important existent in the universe. The former generates a sunny self-confidence; the latter, an obnoxious and groundless conceit.
4. Cowardice. 
This time-dishonoured vice can take two forms, among others: failure to speak out for your values, including your friends, when they are attacked; and speaking behind a cloak of anonymity, under a pseudonym. On SOLOHQ I make it a point not to deal with such cowards, even if—especially if—they say something I agree with. Pseudonymity, just as much as silence, equals not having the courage of one's convictions. It is a conscious refusal to stand up and be counted. Like dilettantism, it evades the context of a world in which freedom is in a parlous state.
5. The misuse of humour. 
This is a device employed by shallow people to take the heat out of a situation that ought to remain heated because of the urgency of the issues involved—a situation that ought to be allowed to run its course, not deflected and deflated by a silly pun or some such. As my previous writings ought to show, there is no bigger fan of the belly-laugh—and that which can provoke it–than I; equally, I detest the notion that nothing ought ever to be treated totally seriously for long enough to have issues surrounding it resolved. 
6. Attention Deficit Disorder. 
This, of course, is chronic among the young, the MTV headbanging caterwauling generation who need constant stimulus—nay, constantly changing stimuli—to fill the intellectual void between their ears. Unlike psychologists and other purveyors of hocus-pocus, I don't believe this is an inborn, clinical condition, else why would there have been an epidemic of it only among the current generation of youngsters and their parents? Rather, it has been culturally induced, mainly in the classrooms of the state, in which children are imprisoned for half their waking hours. The self-same state has then resorted to force-feeding drugs to the ADD hyperactives, whereby they become mumbling zombies whose ambition shrinks to the size of their nose-rings. Clearly, practitioners of this sin are absolved from condemnation to the extent that their freakish intellectual deformity is not self-chosen, but created by modern-day Comprachicos; however!—there comes a point where even zombies can divine that that is what they are, and make the effort to liberate themselves from their artificial imbecility. It is to them that I am trying to sound a wake-up call.
7. Hypocrisy. 
Speaking with a forked tongue. The most egregious form this takes is the tailoring of one's comments to the company one is in, for the sake of being respectable in all circles. The most glowing example of someone who was never a hypocrite was Ayn Rand. Her views were the same no matter whom she was with, and she expressed them equally forcefully at all times. Politicians, of course, are past masters at saying different, and flatly contradictory, things to different constituencies. The multi-speak of John Kerry during the recent presidential election campaign was a prize example. What was gratifying was that it didn't work. But in our personal lives, too, it behoves us to eschew the disgusting vice of trying to be all things to all people, instead being the same thing to all people—that same thing being our consciously-created selves. 
Well, Seven Deadly Sins ought to be enough to be going on with. As will be readily apparent, they are overlapping and mutually reinforcing, an organic unity, as Dr. Sciabarra would doubtless point out. There are other Deadly Sins, to be sure, such as veganism, abstention from alcohol and the pursuit of MBA degrees—those I've discussed here just happen to be the ones I've encountered myself of late. I hope that in getting my exasperation with them off my chest, I have written something of value to the reader in his quest for NEM-status and eudaimonia. It can be summed up as follows:
This above all, thine own self create, and to it forever be true …
Seven Lively Virtues!
[SOLO, 10 July 2007 and The Free Radical, Issue 77, September/October 2007]
In my article, Seven Deadly Sins (Linz Sinz), I listed seven character traits whose practitioners occupy the lowest rung of hell in my personal cosmology—gratuitous and premature umbrage-taking in this, the Age of Umbrage; dilettantism; solipsism; cowardice; the misuse of humour; "Attention Deficit Disorder"; and hypocrisy. Here I want to list Seven Lively Virtues with whose practitioners I would and do readily share my Shiraz. These are not necessarily the direct antipodes of the Linz Sinz, and as with the Sinz, the list does not purport to be exhaustive. Some of the items on it may seem prosaic at first glance, but in a world grown oblivious to the obvious it is necessary to restate it. All quotations are from Aristotle, unless otherwise stated.
1. Love of truth. 
"Plato is dear to me, but dearer still is the truth." "Piety requires us to honour truth above our friends." If this be true of friends, how much more so must it be true of strangers? The first question one should ask about anything is, "What is the reality here?" Not, "What do others say?" or "What view must I adopt to fit in?" Foul democracy, characterized by my late friend William Weddell as "counting heads regardless of their content" has accustomed us to the view that truth lies in numbers, but no man of integrity would accept this for a second. As Rand would say, you cannot fake existence and you cannot fake your consciousness … so why try? It will only end in tears. First-hand, accurate identification of reality is one of life's foremost requirements … and greatest joys!
2. Love of friends, assuming there's no impediment arising from Lively Virtue 1. 
"Friendship is a single soul dwelling in two bodies." This is one that I fear Objectivists tend to neglect, on the assumption that it's more … heroic, let's say … to be monastically solitary, loftily disdainful of human company. While it's true that one gets more sense from one's budgerigar than most humans, and budgies are much more pleasant on the ear than all women—and while it's also true that to overdo it would be careless, unseemly and self-defeating, since "he who hath many friends hath none"—the value of human soulmates cannot be overstated: and it should be second nature to respond to them with love and loyalty. Here's Peikoff: "Friendship and love are a crucial aspect of an egoist's life, not merely because most people happen to want personal relationships, but because it is rational to want such, if the value standards involved are legitimate." And even: "… a man must certainly act to help a person in trouble whom he loves, even to the point of risking his own life in case of danger." On a less extreme level of danger I have seen so many instances where Objectivists have remained mute while friends were under siege I can only conclude they take the view of egoism properly ascribed by Peikoff to the subjectivist: "… an egoist is an individual who is indifferent or hostile to everyone but himself." He goes on to point out: "This view is irrelevant to Objectivism. The Objectivist does not say: 'I value only myself.' He says: 'If you are a certain kind of person, you become thereby a value to me, in the furtherance of my own life and happiness'"—meaning of course that to betray or diminish or abandon a friend is to betray or diminish or abandon oneself. 
Honour, cherish and protect your friend. If you hurt or wrong him, put it right at once, since, repairing to Aristotle again, "it's the putting right that counts." (Well, actually, that wasn't Aristotle—it was the late Alan Martin in his famous whiteware commercials. But if it be true for fridges, how much more true must it be for friends?) And forgive him his foibles (as opposed to vices) since we all have them—"No excellent soul is exempt from a tincture of madness." (That was Aristotle.) 
3. Love of humour. 
"The gods too are fond of a joke." Ah, yes, well, now we begin to understand why Aristotle valued the truth more highly than he valued Plato, whose view of humour was: "… persons of worth, even if only mortal men, must not be represented as overcome by laughter, and still less must such a representation of the gods be allowed." Quite so, Plate, mate: mustn't get carried away with this laughing nonsense, must we? In our lifetimes the Platonic view is most prominently espoused by mad Muslims and the occasional mad Objectivist, such as Hapless Harry ("After one beer it's immoral") who forbids humour about anything except the "metaphysically insignificant." 
Here's Ayatollah Khomeini: "The aim of creation was for mankind to be put to the test through hardship and prayer. There are no jokes in Islam. There is no humor in Islam. There is no fun in Islam. There can be no fun and joy in whatever is serious." How's that for a mind/body dichotomy? 
Ayatollah Harry, of course, denounced the humour of Jason Roth (www.savethehumans.com) as "desecration." Among countless impieties, Jason wrote The 25 Most Inappropriate Things An Objectivist Can Say During Sex, which include:
"Before we continue, there's something I have to ask you. Will you still accept the axiom that existence exists tomorrow?" and "I believe in the complete separation of the left leg from the right."
Poor Hapless would have had a fit had he been present when Ayn Rand herself was asked, what were the sex scenes in The Fountainhead based on? She replied: "Wishful thinking."
(One of the best stories about Ayn's humour is told in Facets of Ayn Rand; reminiscences by Charles and Mary Ann Sures. It seems that Ayn loved fudge. So did Leonard Peikoff. Mary Ann made some fudge for the two of them, put it in a separate box for each, one labelled "Leonard," one labelled "Ayn"—but made the mistake of sending both boxes to Leonard, who claimed not to see the labels … and ate both boxes. When Mary Ann told Ayn, Rand was outraged. "Do you mean to tell me he ate both boxes?" The air crackled with the portents of denunciation and excommunication. Poor Leonard—was his fate hanging in the balance yet again? Mary Ann said, "Oh come on, Ayn, he only ate the chocolate; it's not as though he declared the Law of Identity to be invalid." Pause. Then Ayn: "No, but it's close.")
The point is, run a mile from the humourless Harries of Objectivism. Humour is the partner of perspective and the soulmate of sincerity. A phony cannot be funny. Not truly. He can only go through the motions, on cue, for effect, if he bothers with humour at all. 
Of course, derisive laughter at greatness and goodness because they are great and good is viciously immoral, the hallmark of sneering nihilist pomowankery, and I detest the use of humour as an evasionary device, as explained in Sinz, but aside from those, anything goes in my book. That includes laughing at yourself. Me, I get a huge kick out of my absent-mindedness once I come back into focus. On one occasion I found myself using my cellphone as a TV remote. What is there to do but laugh?
Naturally, love of humour doesn't become a Lively Virtue till noon. One is exempt from it before then. As Oscar said: "Only shallow people are brilliant at breakfast."
4. Love of courage. 
"You will never do anything in this world without courage. It is the greatest quality of the mind next to honor." Is there anything more admirable than the spectacle of courage in a noble cause? Think of the Battle of Britain pilots, hopelessly outnumbered, who prevailed nonetheless, of whom Churchill so eloquently marveled in the House of Commons that "Never in the field of human conflict was so much owed by so many to so few."
Think of Churchill himself, dismissed for years as a warmonger for trying to alert the civilized world to Hitler's intentions, pitchforked into the prime ministership in his late sixties when tragically vindicated, facing the consequences of the very apathy and inertia he had fought against. These he listed in the same House of Commons speech:
"Rather more than a quarter of the year has passed since the new Government came into power in this country. What a cataract of disaster has poured out upon us since then! The trustful Dutch overwhelmed—their beloved and respected Sovereign driven into exile—the peaceful city of Rotterdam the scene of a massacre as hideous and brutal as anything in the Thirty Years War. Belgium invaded and broken down—our own fine expeditionary force which King Leopold called to his rescue cut off and captured, escaping as it seemed only by a miracle and with the loss of all its equipment; our ally France out; Italy in against us; all France in the power of the enemy, all its arsenals and vast masses of military material converted to the enemy's use. A puppet Government set up at Vichy which may at any moment be forced to become our foe; the whole western seaboard of Europe, from the North Cape to the Spanish frontier, in German hands; all the ports, all the airfields upon this immense front employed against us as potential springboards of invasion. The German air power, numerically so far outstripping ours, has been brought so close to our island that what we used to dread has come to pass, and the hostile bombers not only reach our shores in a few minutes and from many directions but can be escorted by their fighters. If we had been confronted at the beginning of May with such a prospect it would have seemed incredible that at the end of a period of horrors and disaster we should stand erect, sure of ourselves, masters of our fate, and with the conviction of final victory burning unquenchable in our hearts. Few would have believed we could survive—none would have believed that we should today, not only feel stronger but should actually be stronger than we have ever been before."
Think of Churchill, I say, battling the Nazi dogs, and his own "black dog," depression, steering and inspiring his nation to victory over the five years that followed, candidly telling the people he led that he had nothing to offer but "blood, toil, sweat and tears." Courage!
Think of our own "leader," Ayn Rand. We too readily forget the toil, tears and sweat it took for her to triumph—the escape from communism, the years of rejection in America, the hardships and disillusionment that came from repeated knockbacks by publishers, the epic perseverance that enabled her finally to conquer and prosper and lay the groundwork for an epochal revolution that will save western civilization more enduringly than even Churchill did.
Barbara Branden concludes her biography of Rand with the following: "As one observes the bright sparks of thought that emanated from one mind and one ferocious will continuing to send out their lengthening rays, perhaps one can also see a small, passionately stalwart figure marching steadfastly forward into history."
Well, there's no "perhaps" about it. As we approach the fiftieth anniversary of Rand's greatest triumph, Atlas Shrugged, let us salute her matchless courage anew.
Courage. Are you up for it, Objectivists? I sometimes get private requests from folk asking me to remove this or that article by them from the SOLO archives. They're fearful of being googled and having their job prospects compromised. I always oblige them, but I also always remind myself of Roark's response to the respectable architects who wanted to conventionalise one of his designs. You do want to get on, don't you? they asked him. His reply: "Not this way." And I think of the boy on the bicycle who, encountering Roark contemplating the finished product of one of his designs, was given "the courage to face a lifetime."
5. Love of passion. 
"Thou wilt find rest from vain fancies if thou doest every act in life as though it were thy last." (We can only imagine how much Aristotle would have approved of Mario Lanza's "I sing each word as though it were my last on earth.") Aristotle's mind, Professor John Herman Randall tells us, "may well be the most passionate mind in history: it shines through every page, every line. His crabbed documents exhibit, not 'cold thought,' but the passionate search for passionless truth. For him there is no 'mean,' no 'moderation' in intellectual excellence. The 'theoretical life' is not for him the life of quiet 'contemplation,' serene and unemotional, but the life of nous, of theoria, of intelligence, burning, immoderate, without bounds or limits." 
Now, hear Peikoff: 
"An employee, to take a relatively modest positive example, offers a man an idea for improving the operation of his business. His idea, the boss concludes after weighing the evidence, takes into account all the relevant facts; he's right. So far, this is pure cognition, the outcome of which is expressed in a statement like: 'I agree with you.' But no decent person, whether he knows philosophy or not, would stop there; he would not say unemotionally, like a dead fish: 'Your idea is correct. Good day.' On the contrary, precisely because the new idea represents a new grasp of reality, the moral kind of boss is enthusiastic, i.e., he evaluates the idea. … The most eloquent badge of the authentic Objectivist, who does understand Ayn Rand's philosophy, is his attitude toward values (which follows from his acceptance of reason). An Objectivist is not primarily an academician or a political activist (though he may well devote his professional life to either or both pursuits). In his soul, he is essentially a moralist—or, in broader terms, what Ayn Rand herself called 'a valuer.' A valuer, in her sense, is a man who evaluates extensively and intensively. That is: he judges every fact within his sphere of action—and he does it passionately, because his value-judgments, being objective, are integrated in his mind into a consistent whole, which to him has the feel, the power and the absolutism of a direct perception of reality. Any other approach to life comes from and pertains to another philosophy, not to Objectivism."
Passion follows irresistibly from thought—as long as you let it. And you most emphatically should! 
If you think about slavery in a country that tolerates it and conclude that it's wrong, it's humanly impossible to a passionate valuer then to say, "How interesting. Slavery is wrong. Hmmmm. Now, what's for dinner?" You become a William Lloyd Garrison:
"On this subject I do not wish to think, or speak, or write, with moderation. No! No! Tell a man whose house is on fire to give a moderate alarm; tell him to moderately rescue his wife from the hands of the ravisher; tell the mother to gradually extricate her babe from the fire into which it has fallen; but urge me not to use moderation in a cause like the present. I am in earnest; I will not equivocate; I will not retreat a single inch; and I will be heard."
Samuel May, a friend and fellow-abolitionist, once entreated him to be more temperate. "O, my friend, do try to moderate your indignations, and keep more cool; why, you are all on fire." Looking him straight in the eye, Garrison replied: "Brother May, I have need to be all on fire, for I have mountains of ice about me to melt."
How about it, Objectivists? Are you all on fire—or a dead fish? SOLOists should have no trouble with that—not for nothing does our Credo extol rational passion and passionate reason. But there remain those in our midst, those to whom I refer unabashedly as the limp-dicks, the KASSless ones, who would have us be "moderate" and passionless, those for whom passion is improper, uncouth. What would Frederick Douglass make of them?
"Those who profess to favour freedom, and deprecate agitation, are men who want crops without ploughing up the ground. They want rain without thunder and lightning. They want the ocean without the awful roar of its waters."
Let us not resist, but rather ride, the mighty waves of rightful, righteous, rational passion!
6. Hatred—relentless, implacable hatred—of headbanging caterwauling. 
"Rap is crap. Slipknot sucks. Metallica are maggots." All right, Aristotle didn't say that, but the man who said art portrays life as it might be and ought to be surely would say that if he could be resurrected now. Slipknot's drummer creamed his napkins when told his band's "music" was suicide-inducing; is suicide what Aristotle had in mind? His reaction surely would be more like Rand's:
"I am not willing to surrender the world to the jerky contortions of self-inducedly brainless bodies with empty eye sockets who perform in stinking basements the immemorial rituals of staving off terror, which are a dime a dozen in any jungle—and to the quavering witch doctors who call it 'art.'"
Hatred for the headbangers, of course, is not the same as seeking to have them banned. As I said at SOLO's inaugural conference:
"Here's how it works: respect for reason gives rise to respect for the right to exercise it—freedom. See Ancient Greece, the Renaissance, the 19th century. Freedom gives rise to prosperity and enormous diversity, including ideas and art works that are inimical to it. Against such ideas and art, while defending to the death their right to exist, we should be eternally vigilant."
I shan't labour this point since I've written extensively about it in the past; suffice it here to invoke Schopenhauer's observation:
"The amount of noise which anyone can bear undisturbed stands in inverse proportion to his mental capacity." 
7. Love of Shiraz. 
"He who drinketh not wine may be said to have a drinking problem." Aristotle did say that, in one of his lost manuscripts. I know because he told me. The aforementioned hero, one-time Lord of the Admiralty Churchill, who notoriously claimed that the British navy thrived on "rum, buggery and the lash," was once accused by Lady Astor of being drunk. His riposte: "And you, Lady Astor, are ugly. But I shall be sober in the morning." Churchill repaired to whiskey as an antidote to his "black dog." Who would say him nay? As he said himself, he took far more from alcohol than alcohol ever took from him. My point here is not to encourage drunkenness, but to discourage the blight of the pigmy, anal-retentive Brandbourne mentality that is endemic, not so much within Objectivism but throughout America right now as it sustains a concerted attack from the Pleasure Police of neo-Puritanism and neo-Prohibitionism.
In summary of the cashing-in of these Seven Lively Virtues, let me quote my SOLOC 1 speech again:
"Let's see if we can't forge a new Objectivist culture—a culture of genuinely self-made souls who revel in their own achievements and in each other's company; a culture of conviviality and camaraderie, good will and good cheer and good fellowship; a culture of hard work and hard play; a culture writ large in good food and good wine and great singing and great symphonies and great dramas and novels and statues; a culture of authentic self-esteem, not neurotic self-obsession, whose participants are in love with life, with themselves—because they've earned it—and with all others who have earned it; a culture like Richard Halley's concerto, that, paraphrasing Rand, flows up, that speaks of rising and is the rising, that embodies every human act and every human thought that has ascent as its motive, that has the freedom of release and the tension of purpose, that sweeps space clean and leaves nothing but the joy of unobstructed effort, that speaks in laughing astonishment at the discovery that there was no ugliness or pain and never had to be, that is a song of immense deliverance. 
"If we capture that spirit in pursuit of that culture, we shall gather the material resources in our wake soon enough, and we shall become invincible."
Deborah's Delinquency
[SOLO, 6 December 2010]
All women are irrational, of course, and notoriously regard it as their birthright to have "minds" as changeable as the weather or the identity of those for whom they are prepared to position their legs behind their ears. Not for nothing is "Woman Is Fickle" the most famous aria in the operatic repertoire. 
Even allowing for that, however, the philosophical promiscuity of my old friend and biographer, my deputy when I was leader of Libertarianz, Deborah Coddington, is hard to keep up with.
Deborah's most recent Herald on Sunday article has evidently caused quite a brouhaha. It points out the hypocrisy of those who affect concern about property rights but would deny them to Maori, or would oppose the legitimate redressing of past violations of Maori property rights when such can be objectively identified and meaningfully corrected. In principle, of course, Deborah is quite right—though I know for a fact that one of the "right-wing loonies" whose hypocrisy she purports to unmask, Don Brash, explicitly endorses the redressing of valid grievances in the very speech she, in her article, excoriates. He, as I understand it, is simply warning us to resist those professional Mordi who try it on at every turn and are intent on not letting a good gravy-train go to waste.
My concern here is not the Mordi question, and Deborah's latter-day apparent acquiescence to any old try-it-on that any old pseudo-Mordi charlatan engages in. My concern is this: in the process of looking up the article online, since I don't buy the tabloid trash that is the HOS hard copy, I came across an extraordinary piece of nonsense that Deborah had written a couple of weeks earlier. In it, she took to task those pesky realists who had pointed out that it was technology, not prayers, that saved the Chilean miners. Unable to dispute that incontrovertible point, she whined lamely:
Reasonable religionists, spiritualists - or whatever you call them - don't totally reject capitalism. They embrace it every day. So why do fundamentalist capitalists so vehemently reject spiritualism - or mysticism, as some of them prefer to call it?
Well, I know why. Some of them call mysticism self-sacrifice, or altruism, as defined by philosopher Ayn Rand. But in her book, 'Philosophy: Who Needs It', she conjures her own definition of altruism then proceeds with a poor argument against it.
Kindness, respect for others' rights, goodwill - that is altruism as we know it, and probably what New Zealanders pray for.
Oh dear. A modicum of clarity would have told Deborah that "mysticism" is an epistemological corruption, "altruism" the ethical corruption to which it leads, that they are siblings rather than synonyms, and that one should not confuse the two. A modicum of research would have told Deborah that Ayn Rand's definition of "altruism" was not her own, something she made up, but that of the man who coined the term, the totalitarian collectivist philosopher Auguste Comte. 
Here is what Rand said:
Auguste Comte, the founder of Positivism, the champion of science, advocated a "rational," "scientific" social system based on the total subjugation of the individual to the collective, including a "Religion of Humanity" which substituted Society for the Gods or gods who collect the blood of sacrificial victims. It is not astonishing that Compte was the coiner of the term 'Altruism,' which means: the placing of others above self, of their interests above one's own.
Here is what Comte said:
The individual must subordinate himself to an Existence outside himself in order to find in it the source of his stability. And this condition cannot be effectually realized except under the impulse of propensities prompting him to live for others. The being, whether man or animal, who loves nothing outside himself, and really lives for himself alone, is by that very fact condemned to spend his life in a miserable alternation of ignoble torpor and uncontrolled excitement. Evidently the principal feature of Progress in all living things is that the general consensus which we have seen to be the essential attribute of vitality should become more perfect. It follows that happiness and worth, as well in individuals as in societies, depend on adequate ascendancy of the sympathetic instincts. Thus the expression, Live for Others, is the simplest summary of the whole moral code of Positivism.
Now, there is a lot that could be said about this, including its evil positing of a false alternative between loving nothing outside oneself on the one hand and subordinating oneself—totally, indiscriminately, routinely, morbidly, and on principle—to others, on the other hand. 
My puzzlement is that Deborah didn't really need to do a "modicum of research" to know this; she already knew it! I know she knew it because I taught it to her (I, of course, learned it from Rand). She seemed to get it at the time, and spent some years preaching it. If she's changed her mind on the matter, she should at least have the honesty not to claim that Rand "conjures her own definition of altruism" and to acknowledge that she, Rand, simply took the inventor of the term at his word. 
If Deborah has become a believer in gods, goblins and taniwha, as I would infer from the above rubbish, that's no justification for abandoning journalistic integrity.
That said, I agree with Deborah about one thing: 
Kindness, respect for others' rights, goodwill - that is altruism as we know it, and probably what New Zealanders pray for.
Very few people now know what the term actually meant to the man who introduced it. (No Objectivist can object to "kindness, respect for others' rights, good will"—indeed, such qualities are authentically possible only to lovers of life, reason and freedom, as Deborah well understood once.) That is why I, as an Objectivist, have begun to make a point of using the term "sacrificialism" instead of "altruism." The latter, as commonly understood, is good; the former ... well, as someone once said, "The world is perishing from an orgy of sacrificing."
The Virtue of Selffulness
[SOLO, 11 December 2010]
In the thread, "Deborah's Delinquency," I took Deborah Coddington to task for accusing Ayn Rand of "conjuring up" her own meaning of the term "altruism" when the meaning Rand ascribed to it was the exact meaning ascribed to it by its formulator, Auguste Comte. I went on to acknowledge that the Comte/Rand meaning—self-sacrifice as one's primary virtue and duty—has long since been discarded in popular usage, where "altruism" is taken to denote kindness, benevolence, generosity and the like. I added that in deference to this fact, I personally would be substituting the term "sacrificialism" for "altruism" in future, rather than having to reinvent the wheel every time the Objectivist ethics came up. 
Just as we are not intrinsicists in epistemology, neither are we in etymology. Words do not come into being with a pre-ordained, immutable meaning (though it is certainly desirable to stick to the original as much as possible); where a particular term has come to mean something other than what it originally meant, the sensible approach is to accept that the original meaning is irretrievable and to find another word for it. It is an ongoing public relations and logistical disaster for Objectivism that it continues to attack "altruism" when to attack "sacrificialism" would get straight to the point and obviate the necessity for all that "Of course, by altruism we don't mean what everyone thinks it means" palaver we have to go through at present (and still run the risk, if we don't make ourselves clear, of being thought of as baby-eating well-poisoners who run over old ladies on pedestrian crossings).
Ditto, I am here going to argue, the word "selfishness." It is, I submit, an incalculable impediment to our polemical efforts that we continue to espouse the "virtue of selfishness" when, as Rand allows in the introduction to her essay of that very name:
In popular usage, the word “selfishness” is a synonym of evil; the image it conjures is of a murderous brute who tramples over piles of corpses to achieve his own ends, who cares for no living being and pursues nothing but the gratification of the mindless whims of any immediate moment.
Moreover, Rand is mostly wrong when she adds:
Yet the exact meaning and dictionary definition of the word “selfishness” is: concern with one’s own interests.
I don't know what the dictionaries said in Rand's time, but I found only one current one that agrees with her. Sort of. The third edition of the Compact Oxford Dictionary, 2009, defines "selfish" as "concerned mainly with your own needs and wishes." Period. But even then, it offers as synonyms such unflattering terms as "wrapped up in yourself," "mean" and "greedy." And I'm sure Rand would balk at "needs and wishes" being substituted for "interests."
All other dictionaries I consulted defined selfishness as necessarily entailing disregard or inadequate regard for others. 
My old Collins Paperback English Dictionary, 1986: "Caring too much about oneself and not enough about others."
Dictionary.com: "devoted to or caring only for oneself; concerned primarily with one's own interests, benefits, welfare, etc., regardless of others."
Merriam-Webster: "1: concerned excessively or exclusively with oneself : seeking or concentrating on one's own advantage, pleasure, or well-being without regard for others; 2: arising from concern with one's own welfare or advantage in disregard of others."
Etc.
I believe we should surrender the term "selfishness" to those who've already captured it anyway and made it to mean all of the above; we'll never get it back, and it's a futile diversion to persist in trying. I propose that we should coin a new term to denote what we have hitherto meant by "selfish" (rationally self-interested and, as a consequence, respectful of the rights of others and mindful of their wellbeing) simply by emulating the common practice of adding the suffix "ful" to the noun in question—thus: selfful, adjective, and selffulness, noun. Again I say, in espousing the virtue of selffulness, we can cut straight to the chase, liberated from the linguistic shackles that have hitherto bound us.
Rand correctly and seminally identified that "[t]he meaning ascribed in popular usage to the word 'selfishness' is not merely wrong: it represents a devastating intellectual 'package-deal,' which is responsible, more than any other single factor, for the arrested moral development of mankind." Rather than try to "redeem" the word as Rand suggests, however, I am advocating we accept that it has become intractably corrupted, and use "selffulness" instead.
The viciousness of the package-dealing to which Rand refers and from which we could thus free ourselves is well illustrated by the synonyms for "selfish" offered by Merriam-Webster:
egoistic (also egoistical), egomaniacal, egotistic (or egotistical), narcissistic, self-absorbed, self-centered, self-concerned, self-infatuated, self-interested, self-involved, selfish, self-loving, self-obsessed, self-oriented, self-preoccupied, self-regarding, self-seeking, self-serving, solipsistic [Related Words] inner-directed; complacent, conceited, overweening, pompous, prideful, proud, self-complacent, self-conceited, self-contented, self-directed, self-glorifying, self-important, self-indulgent, self-opinionated, self-pleased, self-satisfied, smug, vain, vainglorious
And the merits of my suggestion are well illustrated by the fact that it will be a cakewalk for us to separate those qualities listed above which are part of selffulness from those which are part of selfishness.
Orthodox Randians will excoriate me, no doubt, for this deviation from the Path of True Righteousness, but it's interesting that when she herself was asked to "explain the virtue of selfishness" by Tom Snyder on television, Rand immediately said, "Use another word. Self-esteem." Whoa!
So, selfful SOLOists, please join me in toasting the Virtue of Selffulness! And to hell with the evil of sacrificialism!
 
9 Dealing With Despots
Yearning to Breathe Free? Forget It!
[Politically Incorrect Show, 10 April 2000 and The Free Radical, Issue 41, May/June 2000]
You won't find individual liberty in Cuba. Plato would be proud of Cuba. The Cuban state takes possession of an individual from birth. The Cuban constitution gives the state paramount rights in raising children, and Cuban law requires that parents and teachers raise children with "a communist personality" and bans "influences contrary to communist development." The Cuban state forces all children over the age of eleven to work on its farms for at least a month of every year. When they reach sixteen they are conscripted into the Cuban army. Morally speaking, they remain conscripts of the state all their lives.
You will find many remnants of individual liberty, albeit fast-disappearing, in America—enough to make a vast qualitative difference still between life in the United States and life in Cuba. Desperate souls from places like Cuba have risked—and often lost—life and limb in their efforts to reach America. America used to welcome them. "Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to breathe free," exhorts the Statue of Liberty. "The wretched refuse of your teeming shore, send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed to me, I lift my lamp beside the golden door."
Now, it seems, the lamp has been lowered, the torch extinguished. Little Elian Gonzales washed ashore from Cuba seven months ago, barely alive, his mother and ten others having drowned in their tempest-tossed quest for freedom. He wants to stay in America. The Cuban government wants to reclaim its property. Says Luis Fernandez, a spokesman for Cuba's unofficial embassy in Washington, unabashedly, "He is a possession of the Cuban government." Unbelievably, the United States government agrees. Attorney-General Janet Reno has declared her support for a court ruling that Elian must be returned to Cuba, ostensibly to his father, from whom his mother had been long divorced, but in reality to the Cuban government. Janet Reno's professed solicitude for fathers and sons rings hollow given her sanction of the Waco massacres by government agents under her jurisdiction. She is not truly concerned to ensure that Elian has a father; she is concerned to ensure that Fidel Castro has another slave. 
The unspeakable immorality of forcibly extraditing a young refugee to a life of slavery is one thing; the fact that this heinous act is being perpetrated by the government of what was once "the land of the free and the home of the brave," a government bound by a constitution that prohibits involuntary servitude, is another. If the forced repatriation of Elian Gonzales goes ahead, President Clinton may just as well ceremonially shred the constitution and topple the Statue of Liberty—and officially abandon any pretext that his country is any longer a haven for the poor huddled Elians of this world, yearning to be free. If the golden door is to be slammed shut, if the lamp of liberty is to be smashed, let it be in full view of a darkened world.
The Politically Incorrect Show, observing a moment of silence now for the mother of Elian Gonzales, and the freedom that, in the spirit of "Give me liberty or give me death," she so bravely sought.
'You Are Either With Us, Or With The Terrorists'
[Politically Incorrect Show, 24 September 2001 and The Free Radical, Issue 49, October/November 2001]
President Bush's speech to both Houses of Congress, his countrymen and the world, was remarkable for its steely delivery, its uncompromising message, its liberal use of the term "freedom." It was a moment to be thankful that he, not Al Gore, is in the White House—and to be hopeful that he will live up to the rhetoric that resonated from his lips.
It was also a moment to sound a note of caution—not in a spirit of party-pooping pedantry, but in the tradition of "The price of liberty is eternal vigilance." Freedom-lovers the world over ought at this time to prepare a check-list of things to be vigilant about, even while lining up behind the President of the United States as he leads the historic charge against a thoroughly diabolical enemy.
We should remind ourselves that our own governments had themselves been growing ever more despotic prior to September 11 and showed every sign of carrying on with it. The governments of both the United States and New Zealand—to mention the two countries where these editorials have greatest distribution—had both waged campaigns of terror against their citizens via their respective Inland Revenue bureaucracies. Ditto, the War on Drugs. In both countries, property rights are a joke, sacrificed to the "rights" of trees and puddles. We need to be alert to the possibility—nay, likelihood—that the additional powers our governments are assuming in the War on Terrorism will be used as an excuse for gratuitous invasions of privacy unrelated to terrorism.
We should view with alarm the knee-jerk recourse to Keynesian economics as we move to a war footing. The key to prosperity—freedom—remains the same whether in war or in peace, and anti-freedom interventionism should be resisted as a quick-fix response to short-term traumas.
We should remind ourselves that, though bin Laden's is indeed an assault on civilisation, many decidedly uncivilised countries have joined the counter-attack. Mindful that Communist China is one such country, the President conspicuously failed to add "Communism" to the list of "Nazism, Fascism and totalitarianism" that he cited as discarded "lies of history." If we are to accept the cooperation and participation of these countries in this instance, it should be on the basis of "no false pretences." We should not pretend that the yawning chasm between outright dictatorships and relatively free countries has ceased to exist or is not still of life-and-death significance. Communism should have been on the President's list. 
Finally, we should remind the President that this is a battle for freedom, not for God. Mr Bush's eulogy to Islam at one point, and his claim to know the mind of the Christian God at another, were disquieting, to say the least. It may seem churlish to argue the point at a time of unprecedented crisis such as this, but the inescapable reality is that freedom is rooted in the nature of man, not in the supposed will of a hypothesis. To go to war in the name of a subjective fantasy is to risk winning that war militarily while losing it morally. (Imagine, in the light of their post-September 11 pronouncements, the fate of freedom in the hands of Jerry Falwell or Pat Robinson.) We are fighting bin Laden because of the theocratic totalitarian nature of that which he seeks to impose on the world; let us ensure that we don't oblige him even as we defeat him. The triumph over terrorism will be, at root, a triumph of the mind over the anti-mind, of reason over unreason. In that conflict, contrary to the President, "God" is indeed "neutral," since he's not even there. 
Saddam's Succours
[SOLO, 25 March 2003 and The Free Radical, Issue 56, May/June 2003]
There are two types of people on earth: those who are affronted by evil and do everything in their power to ensure that its gleeful cackle is drowned by the singing of soaring, unsullied souls; and those who profess to be affronted by evil but in reality thrill to that gleeful cackle, and make excuses for it, and legitimise it, and extend its life and scope.
You can spot the latter by their contradictions and obfuscations.
They invoke imperfection to justify inaction against evil. They say America may not liberate slave pens because America itself is not wholly free and is becoming less free. They blur the distinction between "not wholly free" and "wholly unfree" and effectively advocate surrender of the former to the latter. They evade the fact that in America, one is still free to proselytise against its slide into statism, just as they are free to apologise for despots.
They invoke "shades of grey" to justify acquiescence to the black, "complexity" to justify moral agnosticism in the face of murderers and torturers most foul. They say America may not wage war against Iraq—because it once supported Iraq against Iran. (Of course, they wouldn't allow America to wage war against Iran either.) They evade the fact that whom you supported back when is irrelevant if your survival as a significantly free nation is threatened by a vile dictatorship right now. Mistakes in the past are no reason for paralysis in the present. Historical "complexities" are no reason for suicide.
They say Iraq does not have the weapons to be a direct threat to America, evading the fact that if this be true—which is unlikely—it is only true because of restrictions imposed after the war waged by America twelve years ago—to which war they were also opposed. Had they won the day back then, and continued to win the day thereafter, America might well have been subject to attacks far worse than 9/11 far earlier. As it is, one cannot trust Saddam enough to give him any benefit of the doubt. WMD plus collaboration with terrorists equals a threat against which one may strike pre-emptively, in self-defence.
They say there are worse regimes than Saddam Hussein's—yet they oppose removing them also.
While valiant young men and women voluntarily lay their lives on the line for the freedom we still enjoy, these entities take advantage of that freedom to say they shouldn't be doing it.
Their names have been Quisling, Chamberlain, treason, cowardice, appeasement and France.
My words about them are few because few words are necessary. Two of Lenin's come to mind also—"useful idiots."
Yes, there are two types of people on this earth. In the current context one might designate them thus: freedom-lovers ... and Saddam-lovers. 



Saddam's Succours, Part 2
[SOLO, 31 March 2003 and The Free Radical, Issue 56, May/June 2003]
"I don't want food. I don't want water. I want my freedom."
So said a resident of Umm Qasr, newly liberated by American and British troops, in front of CNN cameras.
In truth, he was not ungrateful for the food and water that came in the wake of the liberation, but most of all he hungered and thirsted for freedom. He knew that to be the most desirable potential consequence of the Coalition presence.
"When will the whole Iraqi population rise up?" asked veteran war reporter Christiane Amanpour. "The day they know Saddam is dead," she answered herself, on the basis of what many Iraqis had whispered to her. Such is the fear this monster, under whose tyranny hundreds of thousands of citizens have unaccountably "disappeared," strikes in the hearts of his subjects as long as he is alive.
Still, the Saddamites in our midst insist that the troops shouldn't be there. They set up straw men in their efforts to justify leaving this despot alone. They ascribe to freedom-lovers such as myself the view that a semi-free country has not only the right but the duty to liberate slave pens. They say we wish to stifle free speech, and that we get sexually aroused by war. These canards are too ridiculous to dignify with a moment's attention.
Some Saddamites are claiming the posthumous imprimatur of Ayn Rand for their views. She too would surely have opposed this war, they claim.
The hell she would!
None had greater contempt for those she called "new isolationists" who purveyed the view that "the fate of other countries is none of our business." "The purpose of this new isolationism," she wrote, "is to play on the American people's legitimate weariness, confusion and anger over Vietnam, in the hope of making the U.S government afraid to become involved in another foreign war of any kind. This would paralyse the U.S. in the conduct of any foreign policy not agreeable to Soviet Russia [read: totalitarian states and their apologists]." None was more adamant in the view that "a dictatorship—a country that violates the rights of its own citizens—is an outlaw and can claim no rights." She had no hesitation in saying that a free country had the right—but not the obligation—to invade a Nazi Germany, a Soviet Russia or a Cuba.
Yes, she was contemptuous of the content and conduct of American foreign policy over the previous fifty years, but, if I may cite "Saddam's Succours" Pt 1, she most certainly would not have invoked past follies to justify inaction and paralysis in the present. The woman who said that the proper answer to "Better Red than dead" was "Better see the Reds dead" was made of sterner stuff than that! It is inconceivable that she would have opposed the current intervention in Iraq; far more likely that she would have favoured "regime change" in Iran, North Korea and other "axis of evil" countries as well.
Those who claim Rand's imprimatur for their advocacy of Chamberlain-type appeasement would do well to ponder the following, from her article, "The Lessons of Vietnam":
"I wondered, even in those years [her youth in Russia], which is morally worse: evil—or the appeasement of evil, the cowardly evasion that leaves an evil unnamed, unanswered and unchallenged. I was inclined to think that the second is worse, because it makes the first possible. I am certain of it today."
I suspect our friend in Umm Qasr is certain of it as well. 
Crying Out For Testicular Fortitude
[SOLO, 3 May 2008]
Senator Hillary Clinton’s putting Iran on notice that if it attacks Israel it will be “totally obliterated” by an America led by her was a rare instance of presidential language from one of the presidential candidates.
For once, one of the aspirants displayed the testicular fortitude necessary for the office. How ironic that it was the female candidate! This is exactly the language that should be deployed by the leader of the (semi) Free World against Islamo-Nazi barbarians threatening to wipe Israel, the Middle East’s bastion of civilized values, off the map.
Predictably, her stance caused outrage among the savages who lead Iran, who are complaining to someone at the United Nations, who will undoubtedly uphold the complaint.
Equally predictably, Clinton’s Democratic rival, Senator Obama, whimpered that talk such as Clinton’s was ‘not helpful to a good outcome.’ Obama, of course, would prefer to sit down and negotiate with totalitarian filth without preconditions, as would the treasonous hordes of left-wing academics and media commentators who have joined the chorus of outrage.
There was a time when America believed in itself in such a way that such a statement from a presidential candidate would be routine, not controversial. Nowadays, America has no such self-belief. It has yielded to the politically correct poison that all cultures are equal, that freedom and dictatorship are morally equivalent, and that for freedom to confront dictatorship is ‘not helpful’ and downright wrong.
President Bush has succumbed to the poison, fiddling like Nero while Iran supplies men and weapons to kill Americans in Iraq and continues with impunity on its path to nuclear weaponry. Oh yes, he’s sent an extra battleship to the Gulf, but we’ve seen this before, and it was empty posturing, derided and defied as such by the Iranians. It appears he just doesn’t have the guts and the moral clarity to do what must be done, beholden like the cheek-turning Christian that he is to the fiction that Islam is a ‘religion of peace.’
Senator Clinton’s own stance is at odds with her commitment to surrender in Iraq and her opposition to ‘Star Wars’ systems that would enable nuke-carrying enemy missiles to be ‘obliterated’ before reaching their targets.
Senator McCain will undoubtedly fold before the campaign is over. Already his whining, apologetic, unctuous demeanor is churning stomachs. With the sanctimonious repudiation of his own partisans for running an ad showing Obama with his evil mentor Jeremiah Wright, McCain demonstrated that he, too, has no moral testosterone.
Where is the candidate who will commit unequivocally to ‘life, liberty ... and the pursuit of their enemies’? The communist dictatorship in China is watching America’s eunuchry and is emboldened. The neo-fascists in the Kremlin likewise. The Russians, the Chinese, the Iranians ... no self-doubt there. Only in America ...
Unfortunately, such a candidate would be dismissed as ‘uncool’ by an electorate also castrated by trendy relativism (and brain-addled by MTV).
The philosophical and moral revolution projected by Ayn Rand, giving liberty a secure foundation in reason, is the only thing that could save America, but the country is now too stupefied to grasp the need for it, let alone fight it. It is getting the presidential candidates it deserves ... heralding a pathetic demise for the greatest nation in history.
In the meantime, we can only wistfully savor Senator Clinton’s outbreak of testicular fortitude as a brief intimation of an American presidential campaign as it might be and ought to be.
Stop This Farce; Kill This Monster! 
[SOLO, 27 June 2008]
First-World countries, of which Zimbabwe used to be one, stand indicted for their failure to have Robert Mugabe assassinated and his vile regime removed.
Notwithstanding the fraud, intimidation and executions perpetrated by his goons and thugs, Mugabe lost the election of three months ago. Now he is subjecting his countrymen to another farce: a run-off election from which his opponent, Morgan Tsvangirai, has withdrawn, knowing a bogus result in Mugabe’s favour to be a foregone conclusion. Another grisly grotesquery, steeped in bloodied, broken—and dead—bodies.
Nelson Mandela has finally broken his silent acquiescence to Mugabe’s murderous mayhem to condemn him for ‘failure of leadership.’ Some condemnation! Mugabe’s evil runs far deeper than mere failure of leadership. Failure of leadership is what the so-called civilised community is guilty of in not taking Mugabe out. 
This tyrant was even allowed to attend a United Nations conference on the food crisis, unmolested, in Rome, just a few weeks back. 
The food crisis! Mugabe would know about that, his Marxist policies having turned a one-time bread-basket into a basket-case, where a loaf of bread, before such a thing disappeared from the stores, cost two billion dollars and inflation now runs at around four million per cent.
Mugabe is an object lesson in the horrors of socialism and tribalism, to be sure, but that’s no excuse for letting him remain in power. 
Britain has stripped him of his honorary knighthood for being a dashed bad chap. For some reason, he’s uncontrite. The European Union, itself a monument to socialism and tribalism, has ‘reiterated its readiness to take additional measures against those responsible for violence.’ Well, that’ll bring him into line! President Bush, really going out on a limb, has opined that the elections ‘appear to be a sham.’ Darn it, that’s really kicking ass, Dubya! Not to be left out, New Zealand Prime Minister Helen Clark has weighed in with: ‘A once prosperous country has been bankrupted. A once vibrant country has been intimidated and cowed. In its place is a repressive regime run for the benefit of a few.’ Unfortunately, her listeners assumed she was talking about New Zealand under her regime. The United Nations, supposedly a guarantor against the recurrence of Hitlers, is, as always, useless against them, and indeed, a safe haven for them.
The case for forcible regime change in Zimbabwe is overwhelming. It’s unconscionable that mighty military powers claiming to be forces of freedom appear to be willing to let this farce play out indefinitely. At minimum, this fascist pig should be assassinated without further delay.
Pym Fortuyn
[SOLO, 8 May 2002; Politically Incorrect Show, 9 May 2002 and The Free Radical, Issue 52, June/July 2002]
I've just heard of Pim Fortuyn for the first time. He is, or was, a Dutch politician. He's just been shot dead.
When the news broke, Mr Fortuyn was likened to France's neo-fascist Jean-Marie Le Pen, who recently made headlines with his strong showing in the French presidential election. "Far Right," both men were called. Such a label in Mr Fortuyn's case would appear to be woefully wide of the mark—typical media knee-jerk ignorance.
Mr Fortuyn recently denounced Le Pen as 'beneath contempt,' observing, 'A man who says the Holocaust is no more than a footnote in history is beyond my comprehension.' But the comparison gained currency because both men opposed immigration, notwithstanding that they did so in different ways and for different reasons. Mr Le Pen opposes any immigration out of economic illiteracy and xenophobia; Mr Fortuyn was not opposed to immigration per se, but to "letting in millions more immigrants from rural Muslim cultures that don't assimilate." He had written a book, Against the Islamicisation of our Culture, which became a national bestseller after September 11, when Muslim immigrants were seen on Dutch television celebrating the attacks on the United States. His argument was that large-scale Muslim immigration of the kind that had already occurred posed an ominous threat to Holland's famed tolerance and permissiveness. He himself was openly, flamboyantly gay, a shaven-headed, dapperly-dressed cigar-smoker who favoured the legalised marketing of soft drugs, easier euthanasia, tax cuts and privatisation. He had a regular newspaper column that poked fun at Political Correctness (he started his ideological career as a Marxist sociology professor, so knew all about Political Correctness!).
Well, I like the sound of this Mr Fortuyn, and I'm very sorry, though not at all surprised, that he's been assassinated. The man was obviously pretty close to being a libertarian, and you can't be much further removed from neo-fascism than that. And while it's true that libertarians favour open immigration, I empathise with Mr Fortuyn's hatred of Islam—a cesspool of stupidity, superstition and savagery. One can hate something without wanting to ban or persecute it, and I'm sure Mr Fortuyn had a much better understanding of that distinction than most Muslims. In any event, whatever his inconsistencies, it would seem that the world has lost a rare kind of politician—a principled freedom-lover, as colourful as he was courageous. A voice of passionate reason has been silenced by means beloved of statists and mystics everywhere—a bullet.
The world has still to learn that a gun is not an argument.
Freedom to Think, Talk and Draw
[SOLO, 13 February 2008]
Denmark’s three main newspapers are to be saluted for reprinting a cartoon showing the paedophile 'prophet' Muhammed wearing a bomb instead of a turban. This, after the arrest yesterday of three Islamofascists for plotting to murder the artist.
Kurt Westergaard's cartoon was one of 12 depicting the barbarous bigot which triggered riots around the world by Islamofascists when they first appeared in 2005. 
The newspapers—Jyllands-Posten, Politiken and Berlingske Tidende—have reprinted it as a nose-thumb against the plotters and the unspeakable wannabe tyranny they represent.
If only media worldwide would display similar testicular fortitude! With what nausea do we recall the timidity of most media—and the American State Department—when the tawdry totalitarians first went berserk.
By refreshing contrast, one of the finest statements in this whole affair has just been uttered by the Danish Prime Minister, Anders Fogh Rasmussen: 'Unfortunately, the matter shows that there are in Denmark groups of extremists that do not acknowledge and respect the principles on which Danish democracy is built. In Denmark we have freedom not only to think and talk, but also to draw.' 
Gordon Brown, of 'Public servants are not to mention Islam and terrorism in the same sentence' infamy, and George W. Bush, brown-noser of Saudi Arabia, please note.
While the world perishes from its misbegotten attempts not to hurt the non-existent feelings of squalid savages, Mr. Rasmussen’s words should be emblazoned across the sky as a reminder of what might have saved us.
 
Depose the Despots Now!
[SOLO, 20 March 2010]
I don't spend a lot of time worrying about what the procedural rules are in the House or Senate. What I can tell you is that the vote that's taken in the House will be a vote for health care reform. And if people vote yes, whatever form that takes, that is going to be a vote for health care reform. And I don't think we should pretend otherwise. And if they don't, if they vote against it, then they're going to be voting against health care reform, and they're going to be voting in favor of the status quo. So Washington gets very concerned with these procedures in Congress, whether Republicans are in charge or Democrats are in charge.
 
—Barack Obama to Fox News' Brett Baier
 
With those words, President Obama should be deemed to have signed his presidency's death warrant. The meaning of those words is: "To hell with the Constitution—the Constitution I am sworn to uphold. ObamaCare is so important it should be passed by any means possible, including the sleight-of-hand by which I am now trying to pass it. The hell with these mere 'procedural rules' which our founders so meticulously devised. My place in history is at stake." 
The Obama plan was already unconstitutional in mandating the purchase by individuals of health insurance. What's also been clear from the get-go is that there's no constitutional warrant for nationalizing health care. But this current outrage which would allow the House to accept the despised Senate health care bill by presumption alone, thus obviating a formal up-or-down vote by House members, is as overt an assault on the Constitution as one will ever see.
Appropriately, this procedure is being called 'The Slaughter Solution' after Representative Louise Slaughter who advanced it.
The rule she claims to be invoking is equally deliciously known as the 'self-executing rule.' Unfortunately, and typically, Republicans have acquiesced to its use in the past, though on matters mundane rather than momentous, so are characteristically impeded by the mote in their own eyes.
What is being slaughtered here is the Constitution. What should be slaughtered are the careers of all politicians who are supporting that massacre. President Obama in particular should forcibly be made to remove his feet from the Oval Office desk and his body from the White House. When those feet haven't been arrogantly placed on the furniture, they've been trampling on the founding documents of what was once the greatest and freest country on earth. 
In Federalist No. 33 Alexander Hamilton states, 'If the federal government should overpass the just bounds of its authority and make a tyrannical use of its powers, the people, whose creature it is, must appeal to the standard they have formed, and take such measures to redress the injury done to the Constitution as the exigency may suggest and prudence justify.' 
The Declaration of Independence says, '... when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Object evinces a design to reduce them [the people] under absolute Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future security.' 
It should be obvious to the American people what they are entitled to throw off this Government. It should also be obvious to the American people that if Obama's and Pelosi's diabolical plan succeeds this weekend, they're entitled not to wait until this year's elections, though prudence may well justify doing so.
Tragically, the evidence suggests that too few Americans, in this Age of the American Airhead that 'Progressives' have so successfully contrived, understand their country's founding principles, and the once-mighty bastion of freedom and capitalism may well be sliding irreversibly into tyranny and socialism.
What the President Should Say
[SOLO, 21 June 2009]
My Fellow-Americans,
as I speak to you tonight, there is hope that the most evil regime on the face of this earth is about to collapse.
The theocratic dictatorship that rules the Islamic Republic of Iran is a regime that has actively sought to discredit and destroy America since its inception thirty years ago. It calls America "The Great Satan," routinely calls for "Death to America" and openly despises the freedom and prosperity we take for granted. It seeks nuclear weapons. It seeks the destruction of Israel. It sponsors terrorist organizations. It fomented the insurgency that began after the overthrow of Saddam Hussein. It has supplied the wherewithal for the roadside bombs that have killed so many of our soldiers in Iraq. Within its borders, it stones women to death. It arrests and tortures women if their headscarves do not fully cover their hair or their clothes show their figures too clearly. It hangs gays for being gay. It forbids lovers to hold hands in the streets. It brutally suppresses dissent and non-conformity, and enforces adherence to the most savage tenets of its religion.
But the spirit of man, it seems, is indomitable. Even in the face of such barbarism, Iranians, cheated of an honest election result, have spontaneously surged onto the streets, risking their lives for their rights to liberty and the pursuit of happiness. Some, it's true, may be hoping for an even stricter theocracy; we have reason to think, however, the vast majority are young folk yearning to be free.
Brave Iranians, go for it. America is behind you. We're all Iranians now.
There are those who don't want me to say this. They say I'll upset the Iranian dictators and provoke a crackdown. They seem not to notice there's a crackdown going on as I speak. I would remind them of the words of one of my greatest predecessors, Ronald Reagan, in a different yet essentially identical context:
"It was C. S. Lewis who, in his unforgettable Screwtape Letters, wrote: 'The greatest evil is not done now in those sordid dens of crime that Dickens loved to paint. It is not even done in concentration camps and labor camps. In those we see its final result. But it is conceived and ordered (moved, seconded, carried and minuted) in clean, carpeted, warmed, and well-lighted offices, by quiet men with white collars and cut fingernails and smooth-shaven cheeks who do not need to raise their voice.' Well, because these quiet men do not raise their voices, because [our adversaries] sometimes speak in soothing tones of brotherhood and peace, because, like other dictators before them, they're always making their final territorial demand, some would have us accept them at their word and accommodate ourselves to their aggressive impulses. But if history teaches anything, it teaches that simple-minded appeasement or wishful thinking about our adversaries is folly. It means the betrayal of our past, the squandering of our freedom." 
My fellow-Americans, I have no intention of appeasing one of the most vile tyrannies in the history of man at this seminal moment when its victims are rising up. I wish the demonstrators every success. They are a poignant reminder of the words of our third President, Thomas Jefferson, "The tree of liberty must be refreshed from time to time with the blood of patriots and tyrants."
May the patriots soon triumph, and the tyrants soon die.
Thank you and good night.
 
 
 
10 PLAB (Pathetic Little Authoritarian Backwater)
Check Your Premises
[Letter to Liberty, Vol. 2, No. 4, April 1984] 
Those who are not willing to give up the world to mindless brutality must learn that the battle is philosophical—and that there is no time for anything else.—Ayn Rand.
Your correspondent Brian Wheatley tries hard to convince me, and even harder I suspect to convince himself, that one can with impunity overlook the gross philosophical inconsistencies in the policies of the New Zealand Party, in order to “get in and try to make it better.” Equally misguided people have used the same rationale, of course, for joining the National Party, and they had as much success as Mr Wheatley will have with Jones’ motley bunch. To advocate active involvement in a political party devoid of an explicit philosophic base, with which its policies are consistent, is to fail to recognise that the battle to save the world is primarily philosophical, that politics is merely “the last link in the chain the last, not the first, result of a country’s intellectual trends.” (Rand)
Mr Wheatley seems to realise the truth of the above without realising that he realises it. Our nation is philosophically ignorant, he says at one point, and at another: we must begin where we are now. Exactly. If we are now confronting widespread philosophical ignorance our first imperative is surely to overcome it, i.e. to spread philosophical enlightenment, to engage in philosophical education. Political action will only be appropriate - indeed mandatory - when such education has taken root and begun significantly to permeate people’s thinking. That we are nowhere near such a state yet was attested to by the dismal electoral showings of the Alpha Party in this country and the Workers Party in Australia.
Mr Wheatley implies that a New Zealand Party Government, in spite of its philosophical ignorance, will implement certain reforms in certain areas that coincide (by accident, presumably) with Objectivist thinking. (So, too, will Labour and National, but is that any reason to join them?) What he overlooks is that in the absence of philosophical underpinning, such reforms are quickly undone - either by direct repeal or by reactionary reforms in other areas. Thus, for example, the “advance” represented by Jones’ cuts in direct taxation will be cancelled out by his love affair with indirect taxation, and by his complete failure to acknowledge that a government has no moral right to confiscate any portion of any citizen’s earnings whatsoever directly or indirectly. Constitutionally to “restrict” the tax take to a fixed percentage of GDP or of an individual’s income or whatever, is to bestow moral respectability upon the act of confiscation, which, at root, is to endorse the morality of collectivism. If Mr Wheatley regards such a proposal as “positive”, I say to him, “Check your premises.”
He should also check the premises of his leader. Jones is avowedly and bitterly hostile to every basic tenet of Objectivism. He denies that an objective definition and validation of freedom are possible, which means that one definition is as good as another, Lenin’s as good as Ayn Rand’s. His manifesto is a blatantly opportunistic attempt to garner as many votes from as many quarters as possible. The necessary contradictions involved in such prostitution do not bother Jones since he regards the demand for consistency as an aberration peculiar to Objectivists and such like. Faced with the fact that consistency would be an electoral liability, Jones chooses not to enlighten the electorate (since first he would need to enlighten himself, which would deflect him from the pursuit of power), but to pander to its ignorance. That is his prerogative, of course, and none of it would matter a hoot to this writer were it not for the fact that Jones is exploiting such objectively sacrosanct terms as “freedom” and “individual rights” for his own objectively unpalatable purposes. If Mr Wheatley believes he can bypass Jones and his ilk and somehow make their offspring “better,” he might just as well believe in the Immaculate Conception.
Whether Mr Wheatley likes it or not, in the battle for freedom it’s all or nothing. [NB—this was written in 1985. It does not reflect my current thinking on political strategy—LP] Those like Jones who go with you some of the way on some incidentals, but oppose you on fundamentals, are more dangerous than your avowed enemies, in that they can more readily fool you into supporting them: and thus endorsing their fundamentals. To quote Ayn Rand again, “A half-battle is worse than none: it does not end in mere defeat - it helps and hastens the victory of your enemies.”
The Sheeple Have Spoken
[Politically Incorrect Show, 29 November 1999 and The Free Radical, Issue 49, December 1999—February 2000]
So there you have it. 'A revolution,' if that's what it was, stalled again. And is there a public clamour for it to be revitalised? Here is the current political position:
 
	The born-again left-wing Labour Party is hugely outpolling the National Party and is poised to regain power—possibly in its own right, even under MMP, so great is its support right now. If it does have to go into coalition, it'll be with the even more left-wing Alliance.


	Polls show 72% of respondents are opposed to the idea of any further privatisation, specifically of electricity and the Post Office.


	Smaller but still significant majorities remain opposed to the privatisation that has already occurred, notwithstanding the extraordinary benefits that have flowed therefrom. 59%, according to a poll conducted by our leading business weekly, the National Business Review, still oppose the privatisation of Telecom, seven years after the event. Telecom, where in the bad old days customers used to have to wait up to six weeks to have a phone installed or a fault repaired. Now it happens more or less immediately. We have the least regulated and most sophisticated telecommunications industry in the world, with every gizmo and gadget imaginable available at affordable rates—yet 59% still oppose the privatisation of Telecom! Another poll hot off the press as I left for this conference showed 60% opposed to any private involvement in roading. (That doesn't mean 40% supported it—12% didn't know, leaving a mere 28% in support.)



Clearly, if there has been a revolution, it hasn't been inside people's heads.
I spoke those words in July, 1997, as part of a lecture I delivered at that year's Institute for Objectivist Studies Summer Seminar. The two main points of my address were that our much-vaunted free market revolution was really nothing of the sort, and that such genuine economic change as there had been was unaccompanied by any significant attitudinal change. People still expected the government to change their nappies, dress them, spoon-feed them, comb their hair and tuck them into bed at night. The Labour/Alliance election victory last November 27 makes it tragically clear how right I was.
As US libertarian Richard Boddie likes to observe, however, people are deceived en masse but enlightened one at a time. Yes, hundreds of thousands of sheeple flocked to vote for more collectivism. But there's at least one who might have but didn't. It's the woman who e-mailed me on October 29 as follows:
Recently my dear brother emigrated to the United States, leaving me, amongst other things, a pile of Free Radical magazines. I began to idly flick through the pages, and was surprised to discover a wealth of intelligent and informed debate punctuated by humour. I spent that weekend reading and laughing, and undergoing a massive ideological shift. A terrifying realisation hit me: I was wrong, so dreadfully wrong. My socialism was revealed for what it was, fascist control, and that the quest for freedom was the only viable option. I have since quit the Labourious/Hard Labour Party, and sent off a membership fee to the Libertarianz. My pride is restored. Thank you for offering a glimmer of hope through both your wonderful, wonderful publication, and the PI Show. 
It is such rare but real exceptions as these who constitute "one at a time" enlightenment. Over time, enough exceptions like this can wreak revolution. And that time may arrive sooner than we hope. Already, five and a half thousand people have stated categorically, by voting Libertarianz, that they don't want Nanny State combing their hair. Tens of thousands have stated it less than categorically by voting ACT.  So there are some heads inside which a revolution has occurred!
But we must never forget that "inside heads" is where the real battleground is. Behind the decades of collectivism in New Zealand are centuries of collectivist philosophies out of Europe and America. They differ in details but their effect is the same—to turn people into sheeple, docile, obedient, unthinking, dependent; one neck, to use Ayn Rand's metaphor, ready for one noose. Here's something else from my e-mail box:
"I am looking to you for an Objectivist argument for the existence of a reality external to myself. I have been studying philosophy at University and, though I sometimes suspect I am going mad, this question of whether there is anything out there has come to be important to me. [I find] that the more I read of Kant, for example, the more enervated I became: in all spheres of my life I now find myself paralysed by indecision, and I have indulged a growing sense of uncertainty to the point where I have become a rotten student.
The position I find myself in is of course due in the main to personal failings, but it has been exacerbated by my reading of philosophy. For though my eyes have been opened to the absolute necessity of having a coherent system of thought upon which to base my actions ... they have also been opened to an empty universe. A gaping void within which I can discern no course of rational action—for how can one act rationally, except in relation to some 'thing', some true and constant reality?"
Ladies and gentlemen, you don't need to be an Aristotle to work out how susceptible someone in this frame of mind is to following orders. Modern philosophy has done its work. This young mind, afraid of asserting even its own existence with certainty, is an eloquent manifestation of it. From the ivory towers it trickles down into our everyday lives. It makes sheeple of people who've never heard of it. It gives demagogues the mandate to deceive, the rhetoric with which to do it and a pliable mass audience to whom to do it. It is why we get the sorts of governments we do.
This new government will assuredly assail our liberties with even greater vigour than its predecessor (to whom good riddance). When we get round to reclaiming them, we must also, so as to be secure in their possession, "fix Reason firmly upon her seat," as Thomas Jefferson would have it, and repudiate the anti-reason philosophies that set us up for demagogues and dictators in the first place.
Reason, of course, is an individual faculty. Each of us must activate it for ourselves, by choice. That is why "enlightenment" is a "one at a time" thing! One cannot do it for all, but all can do it for themselves. And when enough do, why then we will have ourselves a real revolution!
Don't Vote—Vomit
[SOLO, 18 July 2002; Politically Incorrect Show, 19 July 2002 and The Free Radical, Issue 53, September/October 2002]
It's been a while. Sorry about that. Something came along called a general election. We haven't had it yet, but I have had it.
I've had it with the blood-lust of the small-town inbreds baying for harsher criminal penalties. I'm all for murderers being dealt with more harshly than they are now, but that is not what drives the "lock 'em up and throw away the key" mob (leaving aside the families of murder victims). These are deranged individuals with a fetish about punishment. They'd rejoice if Saudi-style amputations and stonings were instated here. Not pretty. Even uglier—the politicians who are pandering to them. Friends of liberty these people are not.
I've had it with politicians of all hues proposing more bossy-boot busybodying by Nanny State in the name of "our chooldren." First, the "chooldren" are not mine, and I resent having responsibility for them foisted onto me. Second, the area of pre-school education used genuinely to be a parental prerogative, a haven of parental choice, relatively free of the state control and bureaucratic meddling that corrupts primary, secondary and tertiary education. No longer. Pre-school teachers are being hauled out of their establishments to be indoctrinated at state teachers colleges. Politicians are proposing their own version of home invasion in the name of "early intervention programmes" for "at-risk chooldren." Plato's Republic has all but come to pass. Toddlers may be allowed to sleep under their parents' roofs, but the state has taken over their upbringing. All major parties are actively encouraging this or acquiescing to it. The child molesters of the mind can now proceed unimpeded.
I've had it with the spectacle of mass stupidity. I'm thinking in particular of the undecided voters operating the electronic "worm" during the televised leaders' debate, sending it up when leaders proposed more government spending, down when reminded that this would mean higher taxation. Are they so bereft of rudimentary intelligence that they cannot see the connection? Given that these life-forms are apparently disenfranchised Alliance retards looking for somewhere to go after their party's melt-down, the likely answer is, yes. Surprised I am not; appalled I remain.
I've had it especially with the gum-chewing, inarticulate stupidity of first-time voters. A group of these specimens was paraded on Holmes last night. They were students, supposedly the intelligentsia of the future. They could barely string two words together. They just managed to convey, by grunts and ejaculations, that they were going to vote Alliance or Green, if they were going to vote at all (let us hope that they don't). Verily, the child molesters of the mind have already done their work.
I've had it with the spin-doctors who have sanitised the politicians of any vestige of genuine conviction and emotion, who are presenting us, not with flesh-and-blood human beings but with bromide-reciting puppets. Policies aside, one yearns for a Muldoon or Kirk who would laugh the spinsters out of court. As it is we are stuck with the morbid mediocrity of plastic politics. The Prime Minister's (justified) anger at interviewer John Campbell, which sent the spinsters into a spin, provided a rare and refreshing exception.
Speaking of Campbell, I've had it with interviewers who, by boorishness and deceit, have brought an honourable art into disrepute. I belong to that proud tradition of trail-blazing television interviewers unafraid to ask tough questions and persist with them. But the likes of myself, Brian Edwards and Ian Fraser never resorted to deception to obtain an interview in the first place, as hard-core left-winger Campbell did to lure the Prime Minister into the studio for the now-infamous "corngate" interview; we never, as Campbell and fellow hard-core leftie Kim Hill do, engaged in outrageous talking-over of our guests, whereby they had scarce opened their mouths to answer a question before we barged in again. Campbell and Hill are simply oafs, and I am sick of them. Has this anything to do with liberty? You bet. It bespeaks a society in which common decency and courtesy have gone out the window. Liberty is not long for such a world.
Above all I've had it with the ongoing tide of moral cannibalism that has engulfed this election, as all others. An election, said H. L. Mencken, is "an advance auction of stolen goods." That's certainly true of this one, as even the most fiscally responsible of the main parties, ACT, commits itself to no reductions in taxpayer (i.e. stolen) funding of health and education. The other parties, meanwhile, promise outlandish spend-ups, and the cannibals lap it up. Nauseating.
I've had it with the corporate welfarists in the business community who snuggle up to government, asking for handouts or offering bribes. I've had it with press releases like this one, indicating that it's not just ACT with whom the Business Roundtable is in bed:
"The government is to be commended for its Partnerships for Excellence Framework, announced yesterday by the Associate Minister of Education (Tertiary Education) and the Associate Finance Minister, according to Norman LaRocque, Policy Advisor for the New Zealand Business Roundtable. According to Mr LaRocque, the joint public-private sector investment framework could be a catalyst for more innovation and the modernisation of the New Zealand tertiary education sector. Mr LaRocque said the notion of public-private partnerships is not new. 'Countries such as the UK, Canada, Australia and the United States make extensive use of public-private partnerships in various forms. In the UK alone, the private sector has invested more than $NZ4 billion in the education sector through public-private partnerships, of which one-quarter is in the higher education sector,' he said."
Yes, I've had it with all this horse dung. To quote W. C. Fields: "All in all, I'd rather be in Philadelphia." Circa 1776.
Statism or Selfhood?
[SOLO, 5 September 2005 and The Free Radical, Issue 68, September—November 2005]
Nanny State—all the other parties … or personal freedom—Libertarianz. 
That's the way I've cast the political choice confronting New Zealanders since Libertarianz was formed. That's because it's true. This election as much as any other.
As is made clear in the pages that follow, Libertarianz is the only party that derives all its policies from one bedrock principle: that you own your life.
The ACT party sometimes pays lip-service to this principle. It has done so more often since Rodney Hide became leader. Rodney is a libertarian. But he is stymied by the authoritarian conservatives within his own ranks, inside and outside Parliament. On litmus issues like voluntary euthanasia, prostitution and drugs, half of ACT is like a secular wing of Christian Heritage. Even on the economy, where its policies most closely resemble Libertarianz', ACT betrays the self-ownership principle at root. ACT says its flatter tax system will lure productive people out of the "cash" (or "black," or "underground") economy, into the taxpaying mainstream. Libertarianz says the cash economy is what the whole economy should be like! The cash economy is the self-ownership principle in action—self-owning individuals voluntarily interacting with each other, with no coercive interference from governments or other mobsters. To have the whole economy working this way with its participants voluntarily maintaining the institutions—government and its legitimate agencies—that protect their freedom … this is what ACT would be advocating, as its ultimate goal, if it were serious about your ownership of your life.
National under Don Brash has been a huge, but entirely predictable, disappointment. The runaway success of his Orewa speech should have taught Dr Brash that this was the way to go. The same ringing advocacy of one law for all should have been brought to bear on all policy areas: the economy, defence, health, education … Instead, what has he done? He has capitulated to marshmallow middle-grounders in all of them. 
In the economic arena he has repudiated asset sales—he won't get the government out of businesses such as Television New Zealand, Radio New Zealand and Air New Zealand that are not its business. He has all but caved in on Maori Television. He has endorsed the discrete (but scarcely discreet) form of theft known as the Cullen Fund. He has rolled over on paid maternity leave. He is promising a new Minister of Infrastructure so that there can be more "central planning" (!!!!) in an area crying out for deregulation and privatisation. The three per cent reduction he is offering in the company tax rate in three years' time, while better than a packet of chewing gum, is risible given the case for a dramatic reduction now. The rest of his tax cuts, while better than none, are way too timid. The reason? He has disavowed his commitment to make government smaller by having it spend less.
Education is one area where Don Brash has gone out of his way to promise to spend more. Of all state-sponsored atrocities from which government should urgently disengage, education is at the top of the list. State education has been the playground of state-worshipping child-molesters-of-the-mind for decades. It has given us precisely the kind of dumbing-down guaranteed to churn out hordes of brainless, hip-hopping, gum-chewing Labour voters indefinitely. 
Horrifyingly, and without a murmur from National, the child-molesters at the Ministry of Education are now proposing that "Participating for the common good" (read: "Servitude to the state"), "Fairness, social justice and equal opportunities for all" (read: "Socialism") and "Respect and care for the earth and its related eco-systems" (read: "Eco-fascism") be taught as part of a values programme in primary and secondary schools! Here is politically correct, anti-freedom, collectivist brainwashing of the most pernicious kind. 
Education should be privatised as a matter of urgency and its worst travesties, such as the NCEA, dumped immediately. Instead, Don Brash has vowed merely to "overhaul" the NCEA. Well, you can't do a makeover on a dog like that. You can't make a rotten egg fresh; you must get rid of it before its stench impregnates everything around it. (National, of course, introduced the NCEA, and the very ministers who did so await their return to cabinet. Don Brash is their captive.) Don Brash will not do that. He will not take on the socialist, PC teacher unions or the socialist, PC bureaucracy, much less get the whole kit and caboodle ready to be turned over to parental shareholders. 
Health is another portfolio at which Don Brash is promising to throw more money … this, in the full knowledge that all the while Dr Cullen has been doing the same, waiting lists have lengthened, personnel have fled and skill shortages have worsened. Only the bureaucracy has flourished. Again, Don Brash, the leader of a party committed to free enterprise, is not prepared to turn health over to free enterprise! He'd rather preserve the current Soviet-style, die-while-you-wait monolith. 
Don Brash's sell-outs have been most shocking in the realm of defence. The contemptibly stupid anti-nuke legislation should be "gone by lunchtime," but Don is too terrified even to confirm or deny that he said such a thing. National, he says, will preserve the legislation because it's "iconic." All that means is that dumbed-down zombies spewed out of the state education system are too moronic to see the folly and the futility of such legislation. Dr Brash should seek to rouse them from their state-induced stupor, not acquiesce to it. Instead, he won't even commit to restoring the air force's combat capacity, so treacherously disabled by Labour! In fact, all we're promised in this entire portfolio—the repository of a government's first duty, defence of the realm—is a "review"!! Few, if any, of National's betrayals and delinquencies are more reprehensible than this. 
As for expecting National to overturn Labour's various bossyboots laws such as the anti-smoking statutes, forget it! 
All other parties, of course, are avowedly, unashamedly statist, so there is no point in my even mentioning them.
How you vote, dear reader, is over to you. Me, I'm going to cast my vote for freedom and against Nanny State. I'll be giving my party vote to Libertarianz and my constituency vote to Libertarianz leader Bernard Darnton in Wellington Central.
To the predictable clamour that these will be "wasted votes" I respond:
If enough of us do this, Nanny State will be gone by lunchtime. 
The Die-While-You-Wait Health System
[Politically Incorrect Show, 3 August 1999]
Well, Nanny State's die-while-you-wait health non-service has done it again. This is the non-service that puts you on a waiting list unless you're at death's door and sometimes withholds treatment because you are at death's door, notwithstanding the vast amounts of money Nanny has stolen from you with the promise that she'll look after all your health needs with it. This is the non-service that now has twice the number of bureaucrats that it did in 1993 when one of Nanny's little pets, the Mistress of Contaminated Blood, Simone d'Uptart, started putting the Alan Gibbs Task Force "reforms" into effect. This is the non-service which, while an abject failure at providing treatment for those who want it, is ruthless at forcing treatment on those who don't want it, and tries to seize children from the laps of parents in order to enforce it. 
So what's Nanny's Die-While-You-Wait Health System done now? You know what she's done. She's decided yet again that she knows better than you. She's banned sales of the green mussel extract Lyprinol, which has shown promise in the laboratory as a killer of cancer cells, on the grounds that nothing has been proved as far as human cancer is concerned. "Proved"? No, but the research of Dr Henry Betts thus far is encouraging. But that isn't the point. Yesterday, vast numbers of you, my dad who has prostate cancer included, went out to buy Lyprinol. You all knew it wasn't necessarily a cure for cancer and no one had claimed that it was. Then what happened? Nanny stepped in and said claims about the product breached her regulations—and the product was withdrawn. An ugly foreign bureaucrat from the Ministry of Health Prevention came on the Holmes show to say that we were too stupid to make decisions about this product on our own and should be protected from our folly by him. 
Well I say, who the hell is he to dictate to my dad? If people want to garner and sell this product and Dad wants to buy it—that should be the end of it! It is not the business of revolting bureaucratic pygmies acting on behalf of fascist politicians. Dad said to me on the phone last night, "I'm taking lots of garlic—that's supposed to be effective against cancer." I said, "Don't worry, the bastards will ban that soon as well."
Now it may well be that the garlic thing is simply an old wives' tale. It may be that Lyprinol doesn't deliver in the end either. But as I keep trying to get across to you, that isn't the point. The point is, it's between Dad and the Lyprinol extractors, distributors and retailers. It's between YOU and them. It's not for that evil bitch Shipley, or that evil bureaucrat on television last night, to decide on your behalf. We must remove Nanny State from health. As it is, Nanny is very, very bad indeed for your health. If anything or anyone should be forced to carry a health warning, she should. 
So worked up was I about this last night that to facilitate sleep, I took a controlled substance—melatonin. Quite effective and perfectly harmless, actually, but Headmistress Shipley won't let me buy it off the shelves. Tough titty, Shipley. I do buy it off the shelves. And if I didn't, I'd still know where to get it. 
Roll on the Libertarianz Truth Commission where these dregs of sub-humanity, the politicians and bureaucrats, will be brought to justice for their every violation of a human being's right to decide for himself. In the meantime, the health Nazis get this award from their mentor. 
[Sieg Heil Award]
Who Owns My Body?
[Politically Incorrect Show, 26 July 1999]
Late last week we were told of the fate of tetraplegic Daniel Clarke, imprisoned for the cultivation of 6 marijuana plants for medicinal purposes. He had been left unattended in Waikeria Prison, helplessly submerged in his own faeces. When I hear stories like this, I think that no fate is too foul for the politicians who introduced and continue to support the drug laws in this country. These are the politicians at whose bidding $64 million a year of money stolen from us is spent on prosecuting about 109,000 charges for a victimless "crime"—smoking or dealing in, cannabis. In Mr Clarke's case, he smokes it to relieve pain and spasms from the injuries that crippled him eight years ago. For that, our fascist politicians and their lickspittle judges deem him to be a criminal. These are the same politicians who drink limitless booze paid for by us, whose fat salaries and pensions are paid for by us, whose meals are subsidised by us, who are paid by us never to find out what an honest day's work is, who send the IRD after us, who launder great dollops of our money to their fellow-parasites, the bureaucrats—the Graham Hollands and Christine Rankins of this world—who smoke cigarettes while trying to ban us from smoking anything, and who ban cigar magazines while they're about it. 
Who are the criminals here? Mr Clarke, resourcefully easing his own pain, or politicians who order the withholding of treatment from smokers even though smokers have been robbed blind by the politicians explicitly to pay for their treatment? Mr Clarke, peacefully, harmlessly minding his own business, or the politicians dipping their hands into our pockets so that parasites like themselves can fly first-class to hotel resorts? Mr Clarke, laying no claim on anyone, or the politicians who lay claim over your very life? Mr Clark, coping valiantly with an incurable condition, or the politicians who would jail him for doing so as he himself saw fit? Mr Clarke, who is artfully using his one remaining functioning faculty, his mind, to make his existence as endurable as possible, or the politicians who have presided over the mangling of the minds of our young by the Ministry of Mis-Education and the NZQA?
I repeat, no fate is foul enough, no words of contempt strong enough, for these scum.
One of them, Prebble, was confronted at a public meeting on Saturday by a member of Libertarianz about the contradiction between Prebble's ludicrous claim to believe in individual sovereignty and his support for the anti-drug laws. I quote verbatim from the Libz member: 
'If an individual doesn't own his body, if the state does—that's fascism. ACT claim to be the party of property rights yet they won't even recognise the fundamental property right which is that an individual owns his own body. Who owns my body Mr Prebble?' Thirty seconds of silence—Prebble's head down in his bowl of chips, my eyes focused on him. 'Who owns my body, Mr Prebble?' 'Well of course there are always some exceptions to principles.' He got up and walked off.
May the spectre of Daniel Clarke for ever haunt what passes for Prebble's conscience and the pseudo-conscience of every scumbucket like him who thinks he owns us. 
Pedagogical Panic
[Craccum, 1998]
The Association of University State-Worshippers, AUS, have let it be known that they are going to be personning the ramparts (sheepparts?!) against what they call the "market model" in education. They will be smiting the dastardly "market model," they say in their new newsletter, Aus Sozialismus, and promoting the value of education as a "public good." What they mean by this, of course, is that they will be campaigning for the state to continue to force taxpayers to fund tertiary education so that the AUS witches can continue to peddle compulsory Ugly Wimmins Studies, compulsory pseudo-Mordi studies and other such Political Correctness ad nauseam. They want to be able to continue to push their neo-Marxist agendas in politics, economics and sociology, with no answerability to the plebs who pay them. They see the "market model" as a threat to their PC elitocracy. 
Well they needn't panic. They can float their bloat unconcerned in the spa-pools that the taxpayers have so kindly provided for them. (I don't mention spa pools gratuitously. A member of Auckland Uni's philosophy faculty told me that he would enjoy his spa pool all the more knowing that we libertarians had been forced to pay for it.) There's not the slightest danger that this National Socialist government will introduce a market model in education. It wouldn't recognise a market model if it fell over one. Its idea of a market model is what it has given us in health—twice the number of bureaucrats taking twice as much of our money in return for half the service! (Something rather akin to the present university system, in fact.) Now we're told that 65,000 people on waiting lists are about to receive a letter from the bureaucrats telling them that Nanny State regrets their operations have had to be cancelled, partly to accommodate an extra $40,000 for the salary of the chief funding bureaucrat. 
All of this, remember, under Nanny's auspices. What, pray, has any of it to do with a market model?!
As Sir Roger Douglas once observed, "a true free market in health care would mean an end to the medical monopoly, to the enforced licensing of health-care providers, to mandatory insurance cover, even to the distinction between prescription and non-prescription drugs." (Shame Douglas and ACT never actually proposed such a thing!) Consenting adults would buy and sell health services in the same way they now trade freely in food and clothing and a lot of other things. The state would have no role other than to protect citizens from force or fraud. 
Equally, a free market in tertiary education would mean an end not just to the state's current monopoly in the field but to any state involvement at all. The difference between this and the status quo would be so great as to be nearly unimaginable to us right now. The legions of administrators, managers and statist ideologues for whose benefit the system is currently run would be deprived of their lifeline—forcibly acquired money. Educators would have to prove their worth in a free, open, competitive marketplace. It's the spectre of this, no doubt, even though that's all it is, that haunts the members of AUS. For what would happen to them if the existence of their courses in femi-fascist perspectives on Te Tiriti O Waitangi, etc., were dependent upon whether there was actually any market demand for such tripe? Who, if there were no such demand, would pay for their spa-pools?
As Isabel Paterson wrote in The God of the Machine, "The most vindictive resentment may be expected from the pedagogic profession for any suggestion that they be dislodged from their dictatorial position." It's just a shame that no one apart from Libertarianz is making that suggestion.  
It's more than a market model we need; it's the real thing!
 
Apartheid Rules!
[Politically Incorrect Show, 9 July 1999]

 
	Item: "A justice system that imprisons vast numbers of people for victimless crimes while exonerating real criminals on grounds of 'cultural sensitivity.'" That was written by me, while listing various totalitarian characteristics of life in New Zealand under this National Socialist Government, Issue 36 of The Free Radical. 


	Item: "I have just spoken to a man who was hauled before the court system last year and convicted of wilful damage. He cannot go back to his previous occupation. His crime? At a time when he was under huge personal pressure, while on his own private property, far removed from anybody else's, he wrote off his own car by nearly tearing the doors off and hammering it with some sporting implements. Police, tipped off by a witness on the property, came with a snarling dog and firearms, arrested him and took him away in handcuffs—for disposing of his own private possession in his own way, without harming anyone else. He was charged with wilful damage. So much for property rights in New Zealand." That's from a private e-mail to me yesterday.


	Item: "New Zealand legal history was made yesterday when a Maori curse was accepted as the reason a man nearly killed a woman by pushing a crucifix and piece of wood up her nose. High Court Judge, Justice David Morris said Paul James Martin, who believed he was in the grip of a makutu (curse) was entitled to leniency because of the unique circumstances of the attack." That's from the Herald, March 24, 1998.


	Item: "Judge Thomas Everitt made his decision [not to convict a man charged with assaulting his partner because of the man's mana] in the Kaikohe District Court in the case of a 50-year-old man who struck his partner, splitting her lip, then pushed her off a chair. The judge said while it was usual to convict in such a case, 'I accept the consequences of conviction would be substantial for the defendant. The courts recognise the concept of mana and if named, the loss by this defendant of his mana would affect him and his people significantly.'" That, as you all know, is from yesterday's news. 


	Item: "The sooner we realise there are laws for one and laws for another, the better." That was the Minister of Apartheid, Lord Montrose of Drury, speaking in the wake of the Ngai Tahu settlement in 1997. Ladies and gentlemen, he is the reason why you can be convicted for destroying your own property and harming no one if you're a white man, and discharged without conviction for assaulting someone else if you're brown-skinned. 



Folks, apartheid will be one of the enduringly evil legacies of this evil National Socialist Government and its Lord Montrose of Drury. Prior to this National Socialist were Palmer and Blancmange; all three and many others belong on the lowest rung of hell for their promotion of a Master Race in this country. Most Maori reject this excrement. It's time we all rejected it. Enough is enough. I have spoken often of the need to dump the Treaty of Waitangi and replace it with a constitution that upholds the rights of the individual regardless of race, with preferential treatment to none, irrespective of who was here first, who ate whom, who drove whom out and other such infantile obsessions. I pledge to you now that my colleagues and I will present you with just such a constitution before the upcoming election.
In the meantime, to Lord Montrose of Drury, his fellow-parasites and dilettantes in caucus who said nothing, the fat-derriered judges who obligingly go on Politically Correct courses espousing two separate justice systems—these egregious poseurs concerned not with justice but with creaming the system and retiring, like their mentor Montrose, in taxpayer-funded luxury—and to Montrose's predecessors, his partners-in-evil—to all of you egregious scum, this salute from a fellow racist low-life bastard. 
[Sieg Heil Award]
Politically Correct Grotesqueries
[Politically Incorrect Show, 21 January 2000 and The Free Radical, Issue 40, March/April 2000]
Since the sheeple elected a more overtly socialist government than even the previous one, we've seen tax increases, the renationalisation of the accident insurance industry, the promise of arts huis and compulsory NZ content quotas for radio and television, the appointment of Comrade Neanderton as Minister of Economic Development to preside over a new Ministry of same, and a growth in the profile of Nanny State generally. And though thus far we have been spared the ban on "lookism" proposed by Comrade Carbuncle before the election, I wish to draw your attention to the following lunacy sighting in Wednesday night's Evening Post: 
"New bureau to check on bosses. The Government plans to start checking if bosses are hiring enough women, Maori and disabled people, says Women's Affairs Minister Laila Harre. … Mzzzzzzz Harre said the government planned to install a system by 2001 where employers would have to report to a new bureau on progress in providing an equal opportunity work place."
I doubled my blood pressure medication this morning knowing that I was going to be reading this out. How could the country have voted for this nonsense? Whoever said Political Correctness was discredited, dead and buried, no longer an issue? Who does Laila Harre think she is to dictate to an employer whom he must employ, to tell him when she's satisfied that he's employed "enough" women, Maori and disabled people? The brazen Bolshevik bitch. Who fills jobs is the prerogative of the person who creates them. End of story. Any self-respecting employer would tell Comrade Harre to get lost and move his business elsewhere, if there were somewhere to go not drowning in similar excrement. 
The problem is, there's no principled opposition on offer, apart from this programme, a certain magazine edited by the host of this programme, and a certain political party beginning with "L." Someone asked me yesterday why I didn't support ACT. Where is ACT on these matters of rampant Political Correctness? Do you hear them advocating the abolition of the Ministry of Ugly Wimmin's Affairs and the Human Wrongs Commissariat and the grotesque legislation that spawned them? Do you hear them promising to stop the pseudo-mordi gravy train? No … they just want it to get to its destination more quickly. ACT have no answers … they are part of the problem. 
What then of the Employers Federation, which should be screaming defiance of Comrade Harre from the rooftops? They are arguably the biggest single group of weasel-worded cowards in the country, assuming a supine position automatically upon every fresh government outrage. They give new meaning to the term "prostrate." They are traitors to the cause of employers every bit as much as the Automobile Association are traitors to the cause of motorists.
For the hell of it, let me guess who might be invited to be on this new Bureau to which employers will have to report. Former Prime Minister David Lange, for sure … he's been quite public about how he's been drowning in boredom. Lord Montrose of Drury, former Minister of Apartheid, might be a starter if he's not too busy advising the United Nations on oppressed peoples around the world. Comrade Kelsey, leader of the AUS witches, must be a sitter, as must Prudence Hymen of Victoria University's Ugly Wimmin's Studies Department, who this very week has been burbling on about not enough wimmin in the engineering profession. Dame Juniper Damp-Squibs, who thinks stained blankets are "haunting, provocative and powerful" and has been seen in public wearing a moko, would seem to be made of the right stuff, and Titewhai Harawira would be a shoo-in if only she could get on with Commissar Clark. Whoever gets on, you may be sure this new bureaucracy will be a stellar line-up of Politically Correct grotesqueries, sucking off the state tit, with you, dear listener, supplying the milk. I just hope they don't overlook Outer Mongolian transvestites.
Rod Donald, Green Convertible?
[SOLO, 7 November 2005 and The Free Radical, Issue 69, December 2005—February 2006]
This may be my only Daily Linz this week, as I am still immersed in readying the upcoming Free Radical for the printers. But I simply had to take time out to say a few words about Rod Donald, the co-leader of New Zealand's Green Party, who died suddenly over the weekend at the age of forty-eight. 
Rod Donald was tall, lean and fit. He bicycled everywhere, drank little, smoked not at all, ate organic fruit and vegetables. His death from a heart attack at such a young age is a chilling reminder that following the killjoy lifestyle regime some Greens wish to make compulsory is no guarantee of a long life.
Rod himself was no killjoy. My own conversations with him were peppered with hilarity. I called him "Young Donald," he called me "Old Perigo." Sometimes when I called him to record his reaction to some event or other, he would stumble over his words, and I would say, "Christ, Donald, you're hopeless! Not enough protein in the brain! Now do it again!" Yes, the ultra-libertarian would coach the leader of the Green Party to help him sound better! Young Donald knew that I liked a good party, and was always most anxious to enlist my attendance at the regular Greens knees-ups (yes, the parliamentary Greens have knees-ups!). I would say, "I'll come if you promise me you'll have one of those delicious organic hams on offer. And the wine had better be organic, too!" (Tongue-in-cheek, of course, but the ham and wine were organic, as it happens, and delicious.) 
He claimed to be every bit as concerned about individual freedom as I was, and in his own mind, I'm sure that was true. Problem was, he equated freedom with democracy. He was instrumental in bringing the MMP system of proportional representation to New Zealand—the very system that enabled a Green presence in Parliament. As a democrat, he was Parliament's most vocal opponent of the regime in Communist China. My most enduring memory of him will be of his lone vigil on the parliamentary forecourt against some visiting Chinese delegation, waving a Tibetan flag, defying the efforts of security guards to remove him. He, an MP and party leader and all! 
To a libertarian like myself, he was a bundle of contradictions. He opposed a ban on fireworks. He opposed the ban on the entry to New Zealand of notorious historian David Irving. He supported lower taxes, at least for low-income earners. Yet he was an avid supporter of tariffs, and a generally xenophobic trade policy (often, to be fair, on the grounds of the oppressive nature of the governments of some of the countries with whom we trade). He welcomed foreign immigrants, but not foreign goods—he was looking forward to launching a "Buy New Zealand-made" campaign with the government's blessing, as per the Labour-Green post-election accord. He called himself a "radical capitalist," yet was a devotee of government regulation if not outright ownership and administration of the economy's "commanding heights" (and even the economy's uncommanding flats. I never got to talk to him about it, but I suspect he would have been quite comfortable with his latest, typically Green-wacko pet project—saving the glass milk bottle from obsolescence—having legislative backing if it were on offer). Yet on Parliament's "conscience issues" such as decriminalisation of prostitution and marijuana he was, of course, libertarian. 
Though he itched to get around the Cabinet table, he was not prepared to sell out his beliefs to get there. We may be both relieved and respectful that this was the case. Who knows what lunacies might have become part of the government's agenda if the Greens were part of it? Yet both co-leaders deserve respect for not wallowing in the woo-fest that followed the election. 
A politician who speaks the truth as he sees it is a rare spectacle. Some start out that way but become corrupted by spin-doctors. They become purveyors of weasel-words and marshmallow-mush, each indistinguishable from the other. Their primary objective is not to offend anyone. Rod Donald spoke his mind without fear or favour, heedless (generally) of the consequences.
There were no false pretences between us, just an appreciation of our commonalities and a lot of humorous banter about our differences. We began by despising each other—"You just never go away, do you?" were his first words to me when I showed up at Parliament—but ended up respecting each other, and enjoying each other's company. I fondly looked forward to converting him.
Goodbye, Young Donald! I may be damned to hell for saying it, but I shall miss you.
A Parliament of Whores
[Weekly soapbox written for Telecom Xtra’s news and weather website, and The Free Radical, Issue 24, April/May 1997]
How prim and priggish the prudery we have seen in the wake of Pam Corkery's maiden speech in Parliament. The editors of the Herald and the Dominion and the Press and the ODT have been unanimously unamused, and numerous letters-to-the-editor writers have fulminated fulsomely against Corkery's crudities.
Now far be it from me, a lucid libertarian, to defend Pam, a kooky collectivist. But in some respects, it ought to be acknowledged, her speech was right on the money. Her identification of the cynical power-lust that drives the politicos' old boys' network was unimpeachable. Her characterisation of the manouevrings of Neville Bolger and Winston Muldoon as they scrambled for dominance could likewise not be faulted. Her refusal to buy into the MPs' super scheme bespoke a sincerity and consistency which I yearn to see, but know never to expect, from the likes of Pam's ostensible opponents, such as Prebble and Hide and the others in the Association of Compulsion-Touters.
And when all's said and done, did her mere terminology demean an institution that had already so thoroughly demeaned itself? Was her use of the word "penis" one tenth as obscene as Neville Bolger's hongi with the unrepentant Morgan, or one millionth as obscene as Neville's lowering of government flags to half-mast in honour of the butcher of Tiananmen Square (about which latter depravity the afore-mentioned newspaper editors were mute)?  I think not. 
In a parliament of whores, a crude maiden is the least of one's worries.
Debate with Sir Roger Douglas
[9 November, 2010]
Moderator's introduction.
Agree with him or not, the main man you're going to hear from tonight is one of the most significant figures in the entire history of New Zealand. As Finance Minister in the Fourth Labour Government, Roger Douglas set about to transform an economy that was over-protected, over-subsidised, over-taxed, over-regulated … and broke. His leader at the time, David Lange, likened the New Zealand economy to a Polish shipyard, Poland being a communist nation at the time.
Roger Douglas embarked on a series of measures that did violence to the inbred Kiwi notion that government should be heavily involved in everything. He removed the freeze on wages, prices and interest rates that had been in force for two years under Sir Robert Muldoon. He abolished farm subsidies overnight. He started to hack away at tariffs. He reformed the tax system, halving the top rate of personal income tax from 66 cents in the dollar (!) to 33, at the same time introducing GST—at a rate of 10%. He floated the dollar and lifted restrictions on currency trading. He insisted big government enterprises like the then-Post Office which was in charge of the phone system as well, scrub up commercially instead of being the lumbering inefficient monoliths they were. He brought a new term to public discourse: “Rogernomics.”
How did he, as Minister of Finance in what was supposed to be a socialist government, get away with all this? Well, he once said of his opponents: “Give them so many moving targets they don't know which one to fire at.”
One of his supporters outside Parliament was not in a position to make it known. It often fell to television anchor-man Lindsay Perigo to interview the then-Mr. Douglas about this or that latest grenade being lobbed from his juggernaut. Perigo was a libertarian who believed in getting the government out of nearly everything. As such his only complaint with the Douglas reforms was that they didn't go far enough! Of course, he couldn't say this on air, where he was expected to be impeccably neutral—but I'm reliably informed there were some lively discussions in the Green Room after a Douglas/Perigo encounter.
Eventually Prime Minister David Lange lost his nerve at the speed of the juggernaut, and called a halt to the Douglas reforms—or more specifically, “a breather and a cup of tea.” Sir Roger was anxious to move on to the next phase, which would include a Guaranteed Minimum Income and a flat rate of income tax, but Lange would have none of it. At the end of 1988, after four years of breathless and breathtaking reform, he forced his Finance Minister out. Technically it was a resignation; effectively it was a sacking.
The night it happened, Mr Douglas reported to TVNZ to be interviewed by … guess who? Lindsay Perigo of course, on Eyewitness News.
Tonight, 22 years later, as a reminder of Sir Roger's place in history, we're going to play a short part of what was, as you would imagine, a long interview, along with the set-up piece leading into it.
Lindsay Perigo, who left TVNZ and became the founding leader of the Libertarianz Party, will then offer some remarks on why he's opposed to compulsory superannuation, the topic of our discussion tonight and one of the points of philosophical departure between him and Sir Roger, who sees compulsory super as one of the items of “unfinished business” in his economic agenda. Sir Roger will then explain his stance, speaking for himself personally rather than as a representative of the ACT Party, for whom of course he is currently a list MP. Both speakers will then engage each other, and you!
Lindsay Perigo.
You might not recognise me from the video, but I'm Lindsay Perigo, the person who was asking the questions there, and I can tell you there was no more exciting time to be in journalism or to be a New Zealander. The cleansing hurricanes of change blowing through the country were exhilarating. After that interview I told Roger at the home of a mutual friend that whatever happened from that point on, the country was in his debt. And so it is. Sir Roger Douglas pulled us back from the brink of banana republic status. Those of you who agree with me about that might like to take this opportunity to applaud him for it.
But!!!!!!!!!!! …
And there is a huge "but" involved …
The reason countries catch the banana republic virus and move inexorably towards full-blown banana republic status is: politicians. Politicians and their power-lust. Whether it's Mugabe or Muldoon the motive is the same: the lust for power over others. In the case of a Mugabe such power is exercised by blatant thuggery; in the case of a Muldoon it's exercised via the soft thuggery of wage, price and interest rate freezes and sundry other restrictions and regulations, together with punitive taxes and the attendant bullying and threats of incarceration. When a carpet maunfacturer in Levin announced he was going to put his prices up during the time of the price freeze, Sir Robert said, "If some smart-alec tries to beat the system you use the weapons provided by the system to beat him."
Politicians are for ever trying to either force you to do something or to forbid you to do something; everything in their world should be either illegal or compulsory.
In a dictatorship they'll simply impose their will without constraint or restraint; no justification required. In a democracy where they require your vote every few years they'll tell you they boss you around for your own good. You, the voters, allow them to do it, thus getting double-whammied: they boss you around, and steal your money in order to do so. It's the confidence trick of the ages!
In some cases, the politician may sincerely believe it's all for your own good, rather than for the satiation of his power-lust. I'm reminded of what C. S. Lewis said: "Of all tyrannies a tyranny sincerely exercised for the good of its victims may be the most oppressive. ... those who torment us for our own good will torment us without end, for they do so with the approval of their own conscience."
The thing that is anathema to any compulsionist, sincere or power-lustful, is to be reminded that, actually, we can manage just fine on our own, thank you very much: if you'll just bloody leave us alone! Stop taking our money for your own nefarious purposes, stop erecting obstacles at every turn, stop ordering or forbidding us to do things, and just generally get the hell out of our way. But they just can't help themselves. 
And this brings us to the nub of our topic tonight. Even dear Roger can't help himself. Roger, who will often tell you, quite correctly, that you know better what to do with your money than the government, would still have the government tell you what to do with your money! Roger is an advocate of compulsory retirement saving, and for that matter, last time I checked, of compulsory health insurance. That's why he's here tonight. To tell you how good it is for you to be forced to save for your retirement. After all, you can't be left to decide such matters for yourselves; you're not bright enough, and politicians as we know are very bright; you might make mistakes, and government as we know never makes mistakes; you might be reckless with your own money, and government as we know, is never reckless with your money.
Roger might find the comparison odious, but he's a Barack Obama on this issue. Barack Obama railroaded through legislation making it compulsory for every American citizen to buy health insurance—this in the land of the free, founded on each individual's inalienable right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. America, still riding the remnants of its founding philosophy, has just told him, via the mid-term elections, to sod off. Republicans who campaigned on a platform of repealing Obamacare, are now poised to do just that.
And that is the point of my homily tonight. I'm not here to argue whether health insurance and retirement saving are good or bad things; I'm here to argue that these decisions are for you to make—not Roger, not Barack Obama, not any other politician. I'm not here to argue the toss about the size of the nest egg you'll be forced to lay under schemes approved by politicians you'll be forced to join; I'm here to argue against the force! 
Roger wrote a dedication to me in his 1993 book, Unfinished Business, which laid out the rest of his agenda left in limbo by the breather and cup of tea. It said, "Lindsay. Herewith Stage 2. All we need is a political party to run with it. Roger." I had already told him I couldn't be part of a party that proposed new forms of compulsion. Roger thinks, you see, that since the compulsion is there already in the form of the taxes that sustain pensions, it's perfectly all right just to switch to a different type of compulsion. My belief is that it's not the form of the compulsion that is the issue, it's the compulsion itself. Let us argue by all means about how fast we may realistically hope to dismantle existing forms of compulsion; at minimum, do not introduce new ones. 
When he went ahead with his new party, ACT, initially the Association of Consumers and Taxpayers, I did not join it, and through the various megaphones then at my disposal routinely called it the Association of Compulsion-Touters. That remains the philosophical divide between us to this very evening. He will tell you I should be dismissed because I haven't persuaded anyone; my answer is, I don't care if I'm the only one in the world believing as I do, though I know I'm not. There are at least two others I know of, and neither of them is my mother!
Historian Arnold Toynbee observed: “As human beings, we are endowed with freedom of choice, and we cannot shuffle off our responsibility upon the shoulders of God or nature. We must shoulder it ourselves. It is our responsibility.”
Compulsion is an affront to our status as human beings. We each have the right to live our lives as we choose, constrained only by the obligation to respect the right of others to do the same. Government exists solely to protect that right and enforce that obligation: to prevent, prosecute or punish our committing murder, rape, theft, etc. The ability to think and make choices for ourselves is the essence of our humanity. Compulsion, including compulsory saving for retirement, is an assault on that essence, and I would urge you all to reject it resoundingly, so that we shall not merely avoid banana republic status but become a fully civilised society. One in which we all live and let live, in which all adult interaction is voluntary.
I leave you with two quotations, and commend their content and spirit to you:
"Mankind is at its best when it is most free. This will be clear if we grasp the principle of liberty. We must recall that the basic principle of liberty is freedom of choice, which saying many have on their lips but few in their minds."
That's from Dante, and this is from John Steinbeck:
"And this I believe: that the free, exploring mind of the individual human is the most valuable thing in all the world. And this I would fight for: the freedom of the mind to take any direction it wishes, undirected. And this I must fight against: any idea, religion, or government which limits or destroys the individual."
Thank you, ladies and gentlemen. And now I have the honour to present: Sir Roger Douglas.
A Is A; Act Is Not Ayn!
[SOLO, 30 August,, 2010]
Veteran communist Matt McCarten huffs and puffs mightily in his latest Herald on Sunday column about the imminent demise of those capitalist running dogs, the Act Party ("Death Throes of the Soulless Party of Self-Interest"), and there's no doubt he does a highly entertaining job of it. Part of the entertainment, though, lies in McComrade McCarten's own McConfusion. 
"There's a sickly stench of death emanating from the Act Party. All of us can smell it," he begins. So far, so accurate. But then we get:
"Act was founded on the odious principle that human greed is the driving force of human progress and is to be celebrated as some sort of religion. The cultists worship at the altar of their prophet, Ayn Rand, and delude themselves if everyone only focuses on getting what they want, then somehow this is good for everyone."
Now, I've known many Actors over the years, including the leads, and I can't think of one, alas, who "worships at the altar of Ayn Rand." (I can think of one, a major funder, who possessed a copy of Rand's The Virtue of Selfishness, but didn't want anyone to know, so hid it.) To the extent that the Actors have a guru, it's the economist F. A. Hayek—whose premises, as it happens, are identical to Matt's; the difference between McCarten and Hayek is one of implementation only. Both assume that the individual is the property of society and that he exists to serve the common good. Matt believes the all-powerful state is the best way to effect this assumption; Hayek believes a free market does it better—that in pursuing one's self-interest one benefits others, however inadvertently, and so can be exempted from the moral condemnation that one might otherwise merit. (Hayek also believed that the free market could not be wholly trusted, and there should be a state-run social insurance scheme to which all citizens should be forced to contribute. Sir Roger Douglas still promotes this idea, and McComrade McCarten would be hard-pressed to think of a reason consistent with his principles for disagreeing with it.) 
So when Matt fulminates so frenziedly against Actors, he is really ranting at a mirror.
Sir Roger Douglas was never on a mission to retrieve freedom; rather, to retrieve the Welfare State by making it more efficient. McCarten no doubt prefers the carte blanche version of it where everyone (make that: the unproductive and recklessly reproductive) has a blank cheque on everyone else (make that: the productive), but he can hardly claim a major philosophical difference between himself and Douglas when the latter tries to salvage a more sustainable version from the economic carnage wrought by the carte blanche one. And McCarten should have been whooping with delight during Sir Roger's heyday when tax revenues as a proportion of GDP increased from 30% to 36%. Big Brother was ballooning! What more could a comrade wish for?! Why is McCarten not rooting for Roger's return? Too busy with his North Korea cheerleader duties? 
"To survive," Matt observes, "the remnants [of Act] have morphed into a duller version of NZ First. Instead of the sophisticated liberals their party was founded to represent, modern Act has degenerated to smacking kids, bashing Maori, picking on welfare recipients and screwing the working poor to keep themselves relevant. How pathetic."
It's true that Act the parliamentary party is now a disparate bunch of single-issue waifs and strays. It's true equally that they're authoritarian, statist waifs and strays, with whom McCarten has a great deal in common. If by sophisticated liberalism McCarten means libertarianism, and if by that he means Randian individualism, then the idea that Act is or ever was a Randian party with which he is intractably at odds is laughable. 
Rand was anti-greed, calling it a demand for the unearned, an assumption that one has a right to the earnings of others. As one of the country's leading proponents of the entitlement mentality, McCarten is pro-greed. Hide and Douglas practised greed in ripping off the taxpayer in the two highly-publicised instances we're aware of. McCarten cannot condemn them with moral impunity. They're all in this racket together.
Individualism means a person's right to exist for his own sake by the judgment of his own mind, respecting every other person's right to do the same. The world is perishing for the want of it. The greatest triumph of the anti-individualists, the collectivists, to which category the McCartens and the Actors equally belong, is that their education system has so deformed the minds entrusted to it that such a simple concept—a person's right to exist for his own sake by the judgment of his own mind, respecting every other person's right to do the same—is too abstract for them to grasp. "I'm like, so totally not cool with that" is about as much as one could dread to expect from the selfless grotesqueries emerging from government schools. Yes, selfLESS, just the way McCarten would like them—not a self in sight, just a smegmatic slimetrail of vacuous conformity. 
If Matt truly wants to strike a blow against Act, he should become an individualist. Then he would learn that the self is the soul. And yes, he would benefit others too! But that wouldn't be his justification. 
Dick the Dick
[Peritorial, Stratos TV, 7 April,, 2011]
Good evening and welcome to Perigo! I'm Lindsay Perigo and I'm dangerous. Perigo is Portuguese for danger and I intend to be that to the enemies of reason, freedom and excellence. High on the list of entities I wish to endanger are wowsers: sanctimonious busybodies who won't be satisfied till recreational substances like alcohol and tobacco are banned and banished from earth.
A viewer, Dick, has just written me:
“I am an ex-smoker and subsequently have adopted a very strong anti-smoking attitude. I am a CBD older resident and spend some of my time walking around the city area during the day. During these walks I encounter numbers of people smoking cigarettes with a resulting contamination of the air that I'm breathing. I would like to see cigarette smoking completely banned from all public areas within the CBD but I then have this argument with myself as to whether this would be impacting unfairly on the rights and freedoms of those who choose to smoke.”
Don't be a dick, Dick. Breathing negligible amounts of second hand smoke in the open air is not going to kill you—not even close—but advocating a ban on smoking in public is going to encourage freedom-killers like the nico-nazis whose default position on anything they disapprove of is that it should be banned.
Years ago the National Socialist government of Headmistress Shipley passed legislation banning the magazine Cigar Aficionado, in breach of our Bill of Rights upholding freedom of publication, and reminiscent of the fanatical anti-smoking campaign waged by the original National Socialists, Adolf Hitler's. The regime of Comrade Clark then banned cigar bars such as the one that used to be at the top of Parnell Rise, in breach of our Bill of Rights upholding freedom of association. I suggested to then-National leader Don Brash, that he hold a public meeting at the cigar bar at the top of Parnell Rise and announce that National would overturn this fascist filth. He resisted my generous advice, of course, and went on to lose the 2005 election by a whisker: an election I maintain he could have won had he persisted with the conviction politics he had displayed at Orewa and been a fearless advocate of individual liberty and small government—tenets, after all, of the National Party's constitution. 
I'll put this to Don Brash directly in our interview segment tonight. In the meantime, hold this thought, especially you, Dick: In a free society, people will always use their freedom in ways you disapprove of. Unless they're imposing something on you against your will, you have no right to ban them. Anything between consenting adults in private, and most things between consenting adults in public, should be allowed. Where something can plausibly be argued either way, err on the side of “allow.” Let not the wowsers and their ilk achieve incrementally what Adolf Hitler failed to achieve militarily.
That's the Peritorial. Don Brash is next.
PLAB-NZ
[Peritorial, Stratos TV, 16  March 2011]
Good evening and welcome to Perigo!
Did you know that the greatest danger of marijuana is that it induces to commit unnatural and perverted sex acts? When I heard that my immediate reaction was, but I've never touched the stuff!
In fact, this claim, made by the Salvation Army in 1970, is among the silliest that have been made over the last 150 years, when cannabis has gone from being a widely used and acclaimed medicine to a widely used but illegal substance, to stamp out which some 50 people are arrested each day and 6000 are prosecuted each year.
Under the Misuse of Drugs Act 1975
it's a criminal offence to possess, use, produce or sell cannabis in New Zealand. It's been that way in fact since 1927 when the Dangerous Drugs Act was passed. That was against a backdrop typified by a Christchurch Press story about hemp-smoking in South Africa, where, it was claimed, the habit threw its practitioners into “states of wild excitement, nervousness, insomnia, hysteria and eventual insanity.” 
The government spends about $60m a year enforcing the present law; some 400,000 Kiwis admit to being in breach of it, so one can only imagine the number of horses being frightened by all that unnatural and perverted sex. Enforcement leads to incidents such as that from last year when AC/DC drummer and Tauranga resident Phil Rudd was convicted of cannabis possession. Tauranga police went to all the bother of executing a search warrant on Rudd's launch and then arrested him when they found about an ounce of pot on it. An ounce. Magistrate Robyn Patterson refused a request to discharge Rudd without conviction, saying he had been playing Russian roulette in ignoring the law.
It's times like that one is reminded that New Zealand remains in many respects a pathetic little authoritarian backwater: PLAB for short. This law is an ass, the dope law is dopey, and it's time to dump it.
In fact, it's time to dump the War on Drugs altogether. The unsavoury President Nixon instigated it in 1971. As with the equally misbegotten alcohol prohibition of 1919-1933, the only actual winner of that war has been organized crime. The big loser has been the founding tenet of America: freedom. The right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness means ownership of your own body. That means, if you're an adult, you may put anything into it you damn well please, as long as you wear the consequences. Currently in the United States, 775,000 people languish in jail for a cannabis offence. That's more than the total in jail for all types of violent crime—real crime—combined. The behaviour of government SWAT teams in waging the War on Drugs in America has often been indistinguishable from that of organised crime itself. On several occasions SWAT teams have burst into the wrong homes and summarily executed entirely innocent people. 
In California, where medicinal cannabis is already legal, there's a strong push to legalise it entirely, if for no other reason than all the tax revenue such a move would bring to the bankrupt state. Here, in PLABland, the effort to legalise meets obdurate resistance from ignorant and cowardly politicians, notwithstanding public opinion that is more enlightened than they: a current poll on stuff.co.nz has 64% in favour of decriminalisation. 
Last year's discussion document from the Law Commission recommended legalising the medicinal use of marijuana and decriminalising possession for personal use. In virtually all other respects, however, it recommended the continuation of idiotic, totalitarian Prohibitionism. Its final report is due this month.
Perigo! advocates zero tolerance toward and severe punishment of, those who commit real crimes: crimes with victims. Perigo! also says, however, that what you put in your body is your business, not the law's—and for that reason, at minimum the current prohibition of cannabis should be overturned. Perigo! stands for reason, freedom and excellence. This law is unreasonable, unlibertarian … and bad.
When I come back, my guest will be Stephen McIntyre, President of the National Organisation for the Reform of Marijuana Laws. 
[NB—Stephen McIntyre committed suicide in July, 2012. He faced charges arising from a police raid on Auckland GreenCross, a charitable organisation promoting the legalisation of medicinal cannabis, two weeks earlier. My interview with him can be seen at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NPhO69KIbkE]
The Blandification of [N]ACT
[SOLO,  16 November 2011]
For all sad words of tongue or pen
 The saddest are these:
 It might have been.
—John Greenleaf Whittier 
I note that Don Brash, just before the Cuppagate "scandal" broke out, cited the speech in which he offered his personal musings about the cannabis laws as his "biggest mistake" of the 2011 election campaign.
Newstalk ZB quotes him as saying "No question about that, I should not have talked about it, it isn't ACT Party policy, it hadn't been approved by the board." 
I would say there are plenty of contenders for the Don's Biggest Mistake Award, but the marijuana speech isn't one of them. Don's mistake in that regard was to lose his nerve after the event, even though public opinion was overwhelmingly on his side for once.
I wrote that speech (and was made the scapegoat for it). It's worth repeating that it didn't claim to state ACT policy (though it certainly ought to be ACT policy); rather, as part of a wide-ranging discussion of law-and-order issues, it simply questioned the wisdom and justice of criminalising, at enormous taxpayer expense, a substance routinely ingested by 400,000 supposedly autonomous New Zealanders harming no one but themselves (if they're doing even that). The leader of a party whose core principle is
that individuals are the rightful owners of their own lives and therefore have inherent rights and responsibilities; and that the proper purpose of government is to protect such rights and not to assume such responsibilities
is entitled at least to raise such an issue, surely?! Why on earth would talking about it constitute such a leader's biggest mistake?!
Actually, the speech was crafted in such a way that Don could have deleted the marijuana segment with no one being any the wiser. He displayed great integrity in keeping it in. His thinking had quite genuinely progressed to the point where he believed what it said. Alas, the courage of his new-found conviction deserted him when John Banks ran amok and the Board panicked.
On the night after the speech, Don appeared on Campbell Live to defend it. The programme ran a poll on decriminalisation to coincide with his appearance. A record number of people—15000—responded; 72% supported him! Not for the first time, we saw that this is one of those libertarian issues where the voters are much more enlightened than most politicians. As the Press noted at the time, on this matter Banks rather than Brash is the dinosaur.
Here was Don's chance to re-brand ACT unambiguously as the live-and-let-live party across the board, not just on economic issues. But he needed to hold his nerve. I had texted him a line from Rudyard Kipling just before his Campbell Live appearance: "If you can keep your head when all about you are losing theirs and blaming it on you ... " 
Alas, he buckled. Not only did he deliver my scalp as demanded, he rang David Farrar asking him to delete from Kiwiblog an article written by an ACT candidate supporting the speech! In a stunningly Orwellian turn, that speech was now officially deemed never to have happened! Had not Don Brash called for a debate? Well, ACT was certainly not going to participate in it! Candidates seeking clarification were told simply not to go there. To their shame, even ACT's youngsters who had been clamouring for social as well as economic liberalism capitulated to this cowardly revisionism.
If we're looking for the actual winner of the Don's Biggest Mistake Award, I would say there are two contenders. One is John Banks. This feral conservative has always been actively hostile to the self-ownership principle (if he even understands it). It was Don's idea to have him run for Epsom. At the outset it didn't matter too much because we all expected ACT to clear 5% quite quickly after Don's coup and not be dependent on an authoritarian homophobe's winning a seat. As things stand now, however, Banks has a pivotal status that is incongruous to the point of grotesquery.
And that points to the other contender for the DBM Award, the reason for the low polling that leaves ACT beholden to a philosophical enemy: Don's failure to put his own stamp on the party swiftly and ruthlessly, clearing out the Rodents who were intent on thwarting him from within at every turn. They're still there, and they still run the show, aided and abetted from without by the same oleaginous public relations charlatans of yore (the kind of kumbaya homogenisers who are the bane of contemporary political discourse). These entities have combined to promote and preserve the Blandification of ACT—and Don has allowed himself to be their captive. They've turned the party's subservience to National up several notches, making it effectively the NACT party. The party that once boasted it would give National a backbone has lost its own. The party that once fearlessly stirred up controversy is now paralysed by fear of controversy. Thinking voters—the party's natural constituency—are staying away in droves.
If ACT goes down, the Rodents will oust Don before you can say "Rodney's revenge." Indeed, the process has already begun, courtesy of card-carrying Rodent Cactus Kate, who is demanding Don's resignation before the election. (If ACT by some miracle secures one or two MPs, Banks or Banks/Brash, it'll be Banks who ousts him—which one suspects Banks himself indicated on the Cuppagate tape.) Don, maddeningly, has only himself to blame. He rightly called Rodney "toxic"—but left him and all of Team Toxic in place! (Team Toxic are congenital connivers first, libertarians a distant and occasional second.) As a decent man he refused to believe, much less confront, that he was surrounded by indecent Machiavellians outraged by his impertinent disruption of their cosy cabal. The leaking of the love-child rumour should have alerted him to the dirtiness of their tactics, but he refused to heed the lesson.
Thus did Don render his own coup futile and set the stage for the counter-coup that is now inevitable.
In his speech at ACT's official campaign launch on Sunday, Don again offered intimations of what might have been. I doubt the oleaginites had anything to do with it; it was far too ballsy. He finally committed to an ambitious tax target—something some of us had been urging him to do months before (his spending targets, alas, were not correspondingly bold). He reaffirmed one law for all. He reiterated his ambition to liberate education from state bureaucrats and teacher unions. He mooted again the adding of property rights and the right to self-defence to the Bill of Rights. In a speech not written by me he even managed to remember the "f" word! 
A commitment to repeal marijuana prohibition would have sat well in that speech. 
The day such a speech does contain such a commitment will be the day ACT finally comes of age as the classical liberal party it is supposed to be.
Candidates such as Stephen Whittington understand that, as was admirably clear from Whittington's stellar performance on Back Benches last Wednesday. They are the party's future ... if it is to have one.
When that future is secured, Don's marijuana speech will be seen not as his biggest mistake but one of his finest moments. By the party, even if not by him.
 
Close Down the Thought Police!
[SOLO,  18 December 2011]
The Race Relations Commissioner's call this morning for golliwog wrapping paper to be withdrawn from the shelves of a popular chain store underscores the need to abolish that office and repeal the odious legislation under which it pursues its anti-freedom agenda, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
Commissioner Boris (aka Joris) de Bres says the paper might cause offence. 
"What's beyond offensive is Boris's ongoing state-sponsored attempt to police our thoughts," says Perigo. 
"Equally offensive is the legislation empowering goons like Boris to do this. Under our grotesquely misnamed Human Rights Act:
Every person commits an offence and is liable on summary conviction to imprisonment for a term not exceeding 3 months or to a fine not exceeding $7,000 who, with intent to excite hostility or ill-will against, or bring into contempt or ridicule, any group of persons in New Zealand on the ground of the colour, race, or ethnic or national origins of that group of persons,—(a) publishes or distributes written matter which is threatening, abusive, or insulting, or broadcasts by means of radio or television words which are threatening, abusive, or insulting; or(b) uses in any public place (as defined in section 2(1) of the Summary Offences Act 1981), or within the hearing of persons in any such public place, or at any meeting to which the public are invited or have access, words which are threatening, abusive, or insulting,—being matter or words likely to excite hostility or ill-will against, or bring into contempt or ridicule, any such group of persons in New Zealand on the ground of the colour, race, or ethnic or national origins of that group of persons.
 
"Is Boris going to deem this golliwog wrapping paper matter likely to excite ill-will, and prosecute personnel of the Look Sharp chain of stores if they don't remove it?
"Kudos is due to Tainui spokesman Jeff Green, who says it's nonsense for anyone to be offended by golliwog wrapping paper, and the episode shows the extent to which New Zealand is bogged down in political correctness.
"It's also a reminder that the whole world is bogged down in the tyranny of umbrage, to which the best rejoinder was recently offered by Stephen Fry: 'You're offended? So fucking what!' 
"I call on John Key and his new government to abolish Boris and his Thought Police and repeal the legislation that spawns them," Perigo concludes.
 
NZ's Version of Organised Crime: the Police
[SOLO,  18 July 2012]
Item on stuff.co.nz this morning:
 
"Police say they have busted cannabis operations across the country resulting in more than 2500 arrests and the seizure of drugs with a potential worth of $130 million.
"The six-month crackdown had resulted in a massive dent in New Zealand's cannabis supply, police said.
"As well as arresting 2573 people, police also confiscated 280 kilograms of plant material, estimated at $5.6m, and destroyed more than 130,385 plants and seedlings with a potential street value (at maturity) of up to $130m. ...
."They seized 14 properties, worth a total of $4.6m, eight cars, a boat, and cash and bonds worth more than $1m, some of which was seized under the Criminal Proceeds Recovery Act.
"A recent UN report said New Zealand had one of the highest number of cannabis users in the world, and police were committed to bringing that number down, [Detective Inspector Paul] Berry said. ...
"All 12 police districts were involved in the operation, and some have already released their results."
 
Forget Black Power, the Mongrel Mob or Hell's Angels—the biggest and most lethal gang in the country are the police! The police just forcibly confined to cells 2500 people who did no harm to anyone and imposed themselves on no one. The police just stole these people's houses, boats, cars, money and livelihoods. 
The same police who tell you they lack the resources to attend to your burglary, themselves just committed grand larceny and mass assault.
450,000 Kiwis smoke dope. Will Mr Berry not stop till he's arrested them all? For a private, uncoerced and non-coercive act that's none of his business? 
Legitimised thugs like Berry must be disempowered. The despotic cannabis laws must be overturned. The sovereignty of adult individuals over their own bodies must be recognised and protected. Police must get back to the business of pursuing, rather than imitating, real criminals with victims.
Comrade Clark's Clanger
[SOLO,  17 July 2012]
The Marxist-hued face of former New Zealand Prime Minister Helen Clark is an even deeper red after her bestowing of a business award upon an Indian tobacco company.
Comrade Clark's current mode of parasitism is heading up the United Nations Development Agency (she who has devoted her life to blocking and punishing development).
In that capacity she recently presented ITC (formerly Indian Tobacco Company) with the WBCSD (World Business Council for Sustainable Development)'s highest prize for improving the environment and reducing poverty.
When asked to explain, she reacted with horror:
"I have worked tirelessly throughout my career to achieve a smoke free society in New Zealand, and was, thus, shocked to learn that a World Business Development Award, supported by UNDP, was given to a company which derives a substantial proportion of its profits from tobacco. Unfortunately the criteria for the World Business Development Awards did not exclude projects implemented by companies from certain sectors like tobacco. This has clearly been a serious oversight. UNDP will not participate in these awards in the future unless companies like this are excluded. I retain my strong commitment to anti-tobacco policies and will continue to fight for the health and well-being of citizens in New Zealand and around the world."
During her period as NZ dictator, Comrade Clark outlawed smoking in bars and restaurants, meaning among many other things that cigar bars had to close down. I urged then-National leader Don Brash to kick off the 2005 campaign in the cigar bar at the top of Auckland's Parnell Rise and commit to repealing Clark's exercise in nanny-statism, but of course he lacked the testicularity to do that.
Clark also tried to make it an imprisonable offence to criticise politicians "unfairly," but gave up after the furore this part of her totalitarian agenda engendered. She was finally thrown out amidst outrage over her regime's Electoral Finance Act which effectively prohibited meaningful debate during the months leading up to an election, and that regime's blatant misuse of taxpayer funds for party propaganda purposes.
I once called her an "evil bitch" on air. Her office demanded an apology, whereupon I said my description had been only 50% accurate.
It is gratifying to see this despot humiliated, but galling to think she still promotes tyranny on the taxpayer dime.
The best way to thumb one's nose at this statist control-freak is to smoke up a storm and blow it in her fascist face.
Ban the Ban-Mongers!
[SOLO,  12 July 2012]
The nanny-statists in Labour are behaving true to their bossyboot-busybody form in calling for "changes to stop the normalisation of alcohol by sporting and cultural heroes amid an explosion of Foetal Alcohol Syndrome," says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
Labour says New Zealanders are being bombarded with messages that alcohol is a normal part of life.
The party's associate health spokesman, Iain Lees-Galloway says, "omnipresent and overt" alcohol advertising and sponsorship need to be reined in.
"I hereby call for changes to stop the normalisation of puritanical wowserism by power-lusting politicians amid an explosion of Syndrome Syndrome," says Perigo.
"New Zealanders are being bombarded with messages that Labour politicians are normal, when the reality is they are grotesqueries driven by the same perverted urges as impelled the teetotaller Adolf Hitler. They want to ban the Heineken Open and the Tui ads. Such omnipresent and overt control-freakery needs to be reined in.
"Alco-nazis are the same as nico-nazis who want a 'smoke-free New Zealand' by 2025. They won't be satisfied till there is an outright prohibition on alcohol such as obtained in America from 1919-33, with catastrophic results.
"To the extent that they deny that alcohol is a normal part of life, they are abnormal. To the extent that they themselves don't drink, they have a severe drinking problem. They should be required to attend rehab and be fed Shiraz intravenously. They are part of an explosion of CMBMS (Congenital Misery and Ban-Mongering Syndrome) and should be barred from Parliament. 
"All remaining MPs should carry a health warning, that politicians are dangerous to one's freedom. And the proposed changes to the alcohol laws should be dumped," Perigo concludes.
NZX Dildoed by MWA
[SOLO,  5 July 2012]
There are two types of people in life: those who get on with the business of living, and those who try to get in their way. Politicians—of whom Cicero said they were excreted, not born—and bureaucrats are of course foremost in the latter category, but in this crony-capitalist society we have now it is not uncommon to find those who ought to be in the former category sidling up to those in the latter. Thus the obscene spectacle of NZX, the company that runs New Zealand's stock exchange, announcing a new Diversity Listing Rule, requiring companies listed on the stock exchange "to provide a breakdown of the gender composition of their directors and officers; and, if they have a formal diversity policy, to give an evaluation of their performance with respect to that policy."
NZX intones, in a heel-clicking manner befitting its new-found sycophancy towards gender-nazis, "NZX’s primary concern, as the operator of New Zealand’s capital markets, is that listed issuers provide all relevant information to the market so investors can develop an informed view of the current, and potential future, value of a company’s securities. There is credible research based evidence which suggests that diversity - and gender diversity in particular—at both Board and senior management level contributes to improved performance."
Oh really? So investors won't invest in a company unless they know there are women on the board? Says who? And where exactly is the "credible research-based evidence" suggesting that having an obligatory number of token women, gays, cross-dressers et al on a board improves its performance? If these two propositions be true, won't companies cram their boards with oppressed minorities and trumpet the fact far and wide, of their own eager volition?
NZX says it will be working with the Ministry of Women's Affairs to implement the rule. No doubt. And that, we may be sure, is where the bloody thing came from in the first place: the Ministry of Ugly Man-Haters' Affairs. Right up there among those who like to get in the way of those trying to get on with the business of living.
A measure of how contrary to common sense this is, of how it's an authoritarian indulgence by a taxpayer-funded elite, is supplied by the results of the poll run on the matter by the New Zealand Herald. 67% of the 13,350 respondents ticked, "No, it should be the best person for the job, gender shouldn't matter." The best person for the job. If it be a disabled, piebald transsexual with a foot fetish, so be it. In spite of the strident political correctness with which we are routinely bombarded and bludgeoned, reason and realism still manage to predominate.
Two things should happen forthwith: listed companies should leave the stock exchange and set up their own. And the Ministry of Wimmin's Affairs should be abolished, meaning: fewer creatures getting in the way of those trying to get on with the business of living.
Eco-Fascism in NZ—Beginning of the End?
[SOLO,  6 July 2012]
If the Green Party calls them "a major assault on the [Resource Management] Act and on sustainable development," then, sight unseen, I'm for them.
The advisory group set up by the government after the Canterbury earthquakes to examine quake-related issues relevant to the Act has apparently exceeded its brief in a most edifying way.
It has proposed a significant rewrite of this singularly fascist legislation, under which property owners have been viciously persecuted and prosecuted for some 20 years now.
It has recommended the removal of the mandate to local bodies to protect coastal areas, wetlands, lakes and rivers, and indigenous flora and fauna.
Section 6 of the Act currently instructs local authorities to recognise and provide for the protection or preservation of the natural character of the coastal environment, wetlands, lakes and rivers when considering RMA applications. They must also provide for the protection of outstanding natural features and landscapes and areas of significant indigenous vegetation or wildlife.
The advisory group wants the terms "preservation" and "protection" dropped from S6 altogether.
Hallelujah!
Under this section, little Hitlers once hounded and fined a fellow $25,000 for turning a bog into a duck pond.
They have routinely prohibited farmers from developing large tracts of land because of some mangey tussock that's on them already.
They fined one Onehunga developer $100,000 for cutting down a single pohutukawa without permission.
They have effected a de facto nationalisation of land, rendering private ownership nominal and irrelevant.
They have been able to behave like the verminous wannabe-totalitarians that they are, and get away with it.
Now, the end of their micro-tyranny may be in sight. 
Green Environment Spokesman, Eugenie Sage, says, "The proposal to drop the requirement for decision makers to provide for the preservation and protection of landscapes indigenous vegetation and habitats as matters of national importance ignores Environment Court case law built up over the last 20 years. Changing these fundamental parts of the RMA will cause unnecessary litigation and tilt the playing field heavily towards development.''
Let's hope!
What should also happen is for property rights to be sanctified in the Bill of Rights. That would cut any "unnecessary litigation" off at the pass—and represent a rare blow for freedom in this authoritarian backwater.
Ideally, the RMA would be dumped altogether, and the Common Law principle repaired to that you may do as you please on your property as long as you don't damage anyone else's. 
For now, let us hope that the government will act on the advisory committee's recommendations. It's unlikely, however, that the National Socialists will have the will or guts to take on the Greens, who will be backed by Labour and the Apartheid Aotearoa Party. Today's news that the NatSocs have just assigned $1.5 million of taxpayers' money to new "environmental initiatives" doesn't bode well. Among the nauseating lowlights: "The Piha wetland restoration project receives $50,000 to restore a wetland area and create an outdoor classroom for Auckland's school students. Students will help the restoration by planting flax and native plants, while learning to identify and study the plants in the wetland."
Regardless, e-mail the Environment Minister, amy.adams@parliament.govt.nz, and/or her Press Secretary, nathan.beaumont@parliament.govt.nz.
 
11 Cultural Commentary
Turning Minds to Mush
[The Free Radical, Issue 9, January 1995]
“At the Ministry, we think it's an exciting curriculum which sets new standards for learning and teaching English in schools. It gives students, teachers and parents a clear picture of the levels of written, oral and visual language that students must achieve. … It's all about improving reading and writing, and oral language in schools. “
– Dr Maris O'Rourke, Secretary for "Education"
"It" is the new English curriculum scheduled to take legal effect in all New Zealand schools, public and private, from the beginning of 1996. It, like the terminology in which it is steeped, is "all about" turning minds into mush. It is an unconscionable hash.
Coincidentally, just as our institutions of learning were being assailed by this latest attack on the faculty of learning, an article appeared in the NZ Herald by Wallie Clark, Emeritus Professor of Zoology at the University of Canterbury, headlined Something rotten in the state of English. "The recently discovered crisis in the quality of written English among tertiary students did not arise by accident or overnight," Professor Clark pointed out—mindful, no doubt, of the notorious latter-day necessity to send incoming university students to remedial reading courses. "Along the way there were several hotly debated landmarks, but the educational world, and especially the teachers of English, were adamant—and fairly single-minded—in their pursuit of mediocrity."
Anyone who hoped the new curriculum might stop the rot—and no one who knew anything about its politicised perpetrators could possibly have harboured such an illusion—should read it as penance for his naivety.
True, there is occasional evidence of Education Minister Lockwood Smith's belated rearguard action against some aspects of the dumbing-down process in which he has acquiesced so gormlessly, and one must be thankful for such small but significant mercies as: "All students must learn the conventions of formal English. … Students should explore and develop an understanding of … grammar, or the way words and phrases are formed … the conventions of written forms, including spelling and punctuation [in preparation for which, millions of dollars are to be spent on introducing teachers to grammar, spelling and punctuation!]."  But such grudging concessions are enveloped in an all-too-familiar fog of Political Correctness, groupism, emotion-worship and fatuous flow-charts.
Following "theoretical precedent", we are told (deconstructionist theory perchance?), the word text describes "any language event, such as conversation, a poem or a poster … In selecting authors and texts, schools will have regard to gender balance and to the inclusion of a range of cultural perspectives … Both boys and girls are disadvantaged by the ways in which oral, written and visual language can create, reflect, and reinforce gender stereotyping. Through analysing the language of a range of texts, students can find out what they reveal about attitudes towards sex roles and gender … For the children, let there be two languages. First the language of the ancestors, second the language of the settlers. Let the growth of each language be equal [Maori saying, quoted approvingly] … Attitudes and values are an integral part of the NZ Curriculum [i.e. the state should concern itself with what we think] …"
Most learning (sorry, "exploring") is to be done in groups. "In groups students will establish criteria for an excellent video, CD cover and poster [text is any language event, remember]… in groups students will select an item of Pacific Island music or dance … in groups students will describe what features should be on a cereal box … in groups students will list verbal and visual features of ceremonial performances by cultural groups … in small groups students will write a short play script in which a woman is interviewed for a job by a male employer, then reverse the roles without changing the script and report back on whether the language fits the new situation."
Occasionally, the groups may reduce to pairs. In a social studies unit on Ourselves for example, "Students will bring photographs of themselves as babies or toddlers, or of a place where they lived. In pairs, they will share the photographs and talk about an incident which took place when they were small children. Each student will retell something they [sic] have learned about their partner from their discussion." And so on—and on and on. Endless globules of toxic marshmallow slick.
OK, you might say, so the Education Ministry is run by a bunch of nutters on a PC bandwagon—but of what moment is that for freedom? Why should devotees of The Free Radical be concerned?
The answer lies in part in the final example quoted above, A more blatant message to children that their lives are the property of others, that their business is everybody else's business, that their privacy may be invaded with impunity, that they are not sovereign over their own lives—with all the implications that has for freedom—is hard to imagine. And this is not an accident or aberration; it reflects the line pursued by educationalists since the philosophy of John Dewey achieved dominance in America: that education is not concerned so much with the pursuit of truth and discovery of facts (some go so far as to say that the very concepts "facts" and "truth" are artificial, self-serving contrivances of European culture) as it is with cultivating students' "social" skills—i.e. churning out zombies conditioned to defer to the judgement of the group (other zombies) rather than act on their own independent judgement. Independent judgement is the hallmark of sovereign entities; sovereign entities are the hallmark of freedom; whatever subverts independent judgement subverts freedom.
Judgement is the fruit of thought. Human thought is conceptual, i.e. derived from the integration of everyday concretes (percepts) into concepts, which in turn are integrated into higher-level concepts, and so on to higher and higher layers of abstraction—a process to which even the Curriculum Statement pays lip service. Language is the technology of concept formation. When a concept is formed, a word is assigned to it so that it can be retained and recalled at will. But if the process of concept-formation is arrested at a rudimentary level—at a layer of abstraction barely removed from the directly perceptual—meaningful thought cannot take place, and a truly independent judgement cannot be formed. Instead of an independent thinker you have a cognitive cripple, paralysed by the unintegrated flood of concrete, immediate impressions constantly assailing him. That is the level at which the new English curriculum—in the risible banality of its "Achievement Objectives,” in its constant emphasis on visual images, body language, feelings, subliminal group dynamics, "responding" rather than activating, "describing" rather than integrating, "exploring" rather than learning—would arrest our students. Against such a backdrop, "freedom" could not even be grasped as a concept, let alone flourish in fact.
All decent human beings quite properly revile child molesters of the body. We should summon the same revulsion against these child-molesters of the mind. We should not ask the Ministry of Education to go back to the drawing board; we should insist that they leave the precincts altogether—with the Minister, head hung in shame, close behind them.
And then we should privatise education.
Turning Mush to Minds
[The Free Radical, Issue 20, August/September 1996]
"The aim of public education is not to spread enlightenment at all; it is simply to reduce as many individuals as possible to the same safe level, to breed a standard citizenry, to put down dissent and originality."
– H.L. Mencken
The notion that the education of children should be the prerogative of the state, that its purpose should be to mould children into model citizens, and that the state should forcibly subject children to such moulding, has a long and illustrious pedigree. Plato and Aristotle both endorsed it. The Catholic Church submerged it somewhat during the Dark Ages, but Reformation leaders like Luther and Calvin resurrected it with a vengeance. Even that ostensible individualist John Stuart Mill partially sanctioned it. The regimes of Hitler, Mussolini and Stalin, of course, enthusiastically applied it. And in today's western "liberal" democracies, the coercive paramountcy of the state in education is accepted as a metaphysical primary, an unchallengeable given. Much of this issue of The Free Radical, published at a time of unprecedented turbulence and confusion in our public education system, is given over to challenging it.
Studying the history and rhetoric of compulsory state education is highly instructive. Plato, the earliest thorough-going communist, proposed that the state should remove children from their parents at birth and impose the most excruciatingly detailed control over their training thereafter. There was no danger that presumptuous parents might take it into their heads to impose their own nostrums—Plato insisted that children were never to be allowed to know who their parents were. He was not just projecting an ideal from his imagination—he was taking his cue from Sparta, a vast military camp in which children were uplifted by the state and educated in barracks in the ways of automatised obedience.
With the rise of Christianity, allegiance to the state in general gave way to allegiance to the Church—Augustine's City of God overshadowed its earthly counterparts. Such learning as was permitted was geared towards the salvation of the soul in a world of sin and temptation. But with the Reformation, God's spokesmen ardently embraced the concept of state-enforced education as a means of getting His message across. Thus, Martin Luther, 1524: "I maintain that the civil authorities are under obligations to compel the people to send their children to school. If the government can compel such citizens as are fit for military service to bear the spear and rifle, to mount ramparts and perform other material duties in time of war, how much more has it a right to compel the people to send their children to school, because in this case we are warring with the devil, whose object it is secretly to exhaust our cities and principalities of their strong men." "No secular prince," said Luther, "can permit his subjects to be divided by the preaching of opposite doctrines ... heretics are not to be disputed with, but condemned unheard." The first modern public schools were duly set up that year in the German state of Gotha, with other states following. Shortly thereafter, John Calvin set up compulsory schools in Geneva. He in turn inspired Holland to follow suit, and it was Calvinists in New England who introduced compulsory schooling to America. 
Europe's first national system of education was set up by King Frederick William I of Prussia. Attendance was made compulsory for 7 to 14-year-olds by Frederick William III in 1807. It was he who also instituted certification of teachers and made it mandatory for private schools to conform to government dictates. Sounds familiar? It should. This authoritarian Prussian model set the standard for educational systems throughout the western world, with superficial variations only, right up to the present. Education historian John Taylor Gatto identifies three tenets underlying it: that the purpose of state education was not intellectual training but the conditioning of children to obedience, subordination and collective life (meaning, among other things that memorisation was valued above thinking); that ideas were to be broken into fragmented subjects and school days divided into fixed periods so that "self-motivation to learn would be muted by ceaseless interruptions"; and that the state was the true parent of children.
Powerful, rational objections to such assumptions, unanswered to this day, were eloquently expressed by English libertarian Auberon Herbert in 1880: 
"Whoever fairly faces the question must admit that the same set of arguments which condemns a national religion also condemns a national system of education. It is hard to pronounce sentence on the one and absolve the other. Does a national church compel some to support a system to which they are opposed? So does a national system of education. Does the one exalt the principle of majorities over the individual conscience? So does the other. Does a national church imply a distrust of the people, of their capacity to manage their own affairs? So does a national system of education. Does the one chill and repress higher meanings and produce formalism? So does the other."
Alas, such voices of individualism were drowned in the tide of collectivism which engulfed the twentieth century. The tenets of the Prussian system had their most faithful echo in the totalitarian societies of the Soviet Union, Italy and Nazi Germany. Thus:
"Education for us is a vital public concern and is directed toward the strengthening of the socialist state ... The entire work of the school must be directed toward the education of children in communist morality." (Official Soviet Text on Pedagogy, 1947.)
"It is the State which educates its citizens in civic virtue, gives them a consciousness of their mission and welds them into unity." (Benito Mussolini, 1932.)
"Teachers are directed to instruct their pupils in the importance of race and heredity for the life and destiny of the German people and to awaken in them a sense of their responsibility toward the community of the nation. ..." (Dr Bernhard Rust, Nazi Minister of Education, 1935.)
In the semi-free world, while the flogging centres known as schools came to be gradually more benign under the influence of "Progressives" like John Dewey, the underlying view of the child as human dough on a social kneading board did not change—the kneading merely became less brutal and more subtle. Dewey: "Education is a regulation of the process of coming to share in the social consciousness." (In style and substance, observe how he is beginning to sound like our contemporary gurus.) "The social organism through the school as its organ may determine ethical results. ... Through education, society can formulate its own purposes, can organise its own means and resources, and thus shape itself with definiteness and economy in the direction in which it wishes to move." If you haven't already inferred it, Dewey and his fellow-pragmatists in philosophy were collectivists in politics. Individualism and the free market were obsolete, no longer appropriate in the prevailing social circumstances; and so, in education: "The mere absorbing of facts and truths is so exclusively individual an affair that it tends very naturally to pass into selfishness. There is no obvious social motive for the acquirement of mere learning, there is no clear social gain in success thereat." 
And so on, cutting a long story short, down to the present day, when, after decades of Deweyism, a prominent educationist in the land of "life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness" can proclaim quite brazenly, with nary an eyelid being batted: "Public schools promote civic rather than individual pursuits. ... We must focus on creating citizens for the good of society. ... Each child belongs to the state." (William H Seawell, Professor of Education, University of Virginia. )
It would be an egregious mistake to think that the recent reforms in state education in New Zealand represent a change of any fundamental sort. Listen to this unconscionable collectivist twaddle from Lockwood Smith, releasing the "National Education Aims For The 21st Century" (Oh to be in Prussia, now that Prussia's here!) in 1993: "The National Education Aims will be the responsibility of all New Zealanders, not just schools and educationalists alone. A team approach is vital. If we are to build an education system which is the envy of the world, all New Zealanders need to work together." When you've composed yourselves from your barfing, permit me to remind you that the first—yes, the very first—"National Aim" for the 21st century in this ghastly document is: "A community of shared values." (Cf Mussolini quotation above.) With those words, more explicitly than ever before in this country, the state education system took it upon itself not to equip the child with the wherewithal to determine his own values, but to impose its. Would Plato, or Stalin, or Hitler or Mussolini demur?
Let me remind you also that children are still forcibly separated from their parents by the state. Curricula are still determined by the state. Instead of the conservatives' tyranny of the cane, we have the liberals' tyranny of group "feelings" as embodied in the homogenised bromides of the new curricula. Instead of learning-by-rote (not always inappropriate, incidentally), we have learning by "consensus." Instead of state-imposed national examinations, we have state-mandated "internal assessment" by reference to state-imposed "achievement-based standards" which in large part are unintelligible gibberish. State bureaucrats and teachers with political agendas have exploited their state-endowed monopoly to pursue those agendas—their views on sex education, the environment, the free market, the Treaty of Waitangi, the relationship of the individual to the collective, race and gender issues, nuclear power, etc., now pervade our classrooms. The state is indeed creating its "community of shared values." Children are being taught not how to think but what to think, while at the same time having the how—their conceptual faculty—subverted by such anti-conceptual frauds as look-say reading and the designation of "feelings" as tools of cognition. None of this constitutes a fundamental change from the past—the coin has merely been flipped.
The solution to today's state-sponsored authoritarianism is not to revert to yesterday's—it is to get the state out of education altogether. Not just because it doesn't work (to hoist Dewey with his own petard); not just because one six-year-old in four requires remedial reading courses; not just because 90% of a recent intake of law students at Auckland University required remedial reading courses; not just because we are confronted with an entire generation of semi-zombies with a vocabulary extending barely beyond "cool" and "awesome" (see television), but because coercive state involvement by definition is a violation of individual rights. It is a violation of the rights of parents to educate their children as, when, where and how they see fit; it is a violation of the rights of those whose money is expropriated for the "education" of others' children. 
In the following pages, TFR examines ways to prevent/reverse the turning of minds to mush. Chris and Cindy Lewis introduce you to Montessori education, Claire Aumonier to homeschooling, Douglas Myers to privatisation (a slow and gentle version thereof); while Trevor Loudon introduces us to the milieu of those mumbo-jumbo merchants known as the New Zealand Qualifications Authority. References and suggested further reading are also supplied. For now, to get you emotionally and intellectually "in the mood," I leave you with this, from Isabel Paterson's classic hymn to individualism, The God of the Machine: 
"There can be no greater stretch of arbitrary power than is required to seize children from their parents, teach them whatever the authorities decree they shall be taught, and expropriate from the parents the funds to pay for the procedure. ... Every politically controlled education system will inculcate the doctrine of state supremacy sooner or later. Once that doctrine has been accepted, it becomes an almost superhuman task to break the stranglehold of political power over the life of the citizen. It has had his body, property and mind in its clutches from infancy. An octopus would sooner release its prey. A tax-supported, compulsory educational system is the complete model of the totalitarian state." 
The Pursuit Of Anti-Excellence
[Craccum, 1998, and The Free Radical, Issue 33, November/December 1998]
Much wailing and gnashing of teeth last week about the lack of medal-winnings by New Zealand's Commonwealth Games athletes. I think the wailing and gnashing was very unfair. I think it wholly admirable that our athletes let the others win most of the prizes. I think our athletes are to be commended for their consideration for the feelings of their rivals, putting those feelings ahead of their own selfish aspirations, saving their competitors a lot of expensive counselling and helping them feel good about themselves. I think above all that our athletes showed themselves to be exemplary role models for our youngsters, who, after all, need to be reminded far more often that it's socially unacceptable to stand out from the crowd and make everybody else feel bad. 
Now some progress, I admit, is being made in this latter regard—but not nearly enough. It's true that swimming coach Monica Cooper said, not so long ago: "It's almost unbelievable, but I've got kids who are now scared to succeed. As one of them explained to me, it's not cool to stand out, it's cool to be one of the ordinary gang." That was very encouraging, especially since Monica Cooper went on to say that one of her pupils actually stayed away from the Northland Secondary School Championships because "she couldn't face doing well again." Yes, that was very positive indeed. As is the fact that many schools, following the lead from the classrooms, are now dispensing with medals for 1st, 2nd and 3rd places in their sporting events and awarding prizes instead to those who are deemed simply to have made the effort (the latest example of this being Pencarrow Primary School in Petone). This augurs hearteningly well for the prospect of future Olympic and Commonwealth Games failures.  
But much more needs to be done. Several New Zealanders let the side down badly by winning gold medals at the last minute. And as for the Australians ... it's one thing not to have hurt their feelings by beating them, but they need to be officially reprimanded for then relishing their success so openly. Who do they think they are? Some token reciprocation should have been mandatory. Ian Thorpe should have been made to wear concrete boots on his size 16 feet, in an equalisation procedure modelled on Kurt Vonnegut's short story, Harrison Bergeron. Future Games organisers should be encouraged to follow the lead of New Zealand schools and put an end to the whole insensitive business of 1st, 2nd and 3rd prizes altogether. All vestiges of the unfair, anti-egalitarian pursuit of excellence should be wiped out. All countries should take a leaf out of New Zealand's book, and enshrine the sacred precept of universal ordinariness in every nook and cranny of their public life. In the meantime, our athletes should be awarded the Order of Neanderton for their services to the promotion of equality and prevention of hurt feelings.  
Seriously, the answer to the pervasive, Alliance Retard mediocrity-worshipping whingerism that infests this country more than ever, and of which the low medal count is probably a new manifestation, is to go to its sources: the Ministry of Education, the teachers training colleges, the schools and universities—and privatise the lot. Then we'd see how long their contemptible conformism would last. Of course, parents who actually wanted their children turned into mindless marshmallows would be at perfect liberty to send them to private schools and universities specialising in such outcomes. These latter would have no shortage of potential staff to draw upon, since the current institutions already abound in eminently suitable dissolutes. But somehow I can't see them hacking it in a true free market of educational values. 
Unless the Harrison Bergeron world they have succeeded in creating is now irretrievable, and it is indeed mediocrity that will take the gold.
Femi-Fascist Follies
[Craccum, 1998 and The Free Radical, Issue 31, July/August 1998]
You'd think I'd be pretty well inured by now to the lunacies of the Politically Correct, but I have to say that I opened a Herald recently and was soon rubbing my eyes with disbelief as the details of a new victory for femi-nazism were described. "A Dargaville radio disc jockey," I read, "has been taken off air for six months because he kissed female contestants in the Kauri Coast Kumara Festival king and queen contest. Shannon McLeigh, a DJ for Big River FM in Dargaville, was suspended after he interviewed and then kissed about 10 female contestants on the cheek on April 5. ... Letters of apology were sent to all contestants. Station Manager Frances Kelliher said the six-month suspension could be shortened if McLeigh attended educational courses, including a sexual harassment course." No, it was not April 1, and there was nothing in the text or context to suggest that the item might have been a spoof. Dear God, I groaned—what have we come to?
I rang my old mate Peter Sinclair, who in days of yore regularly hosted Miss New Zealand and similar pageants on TV. He confirmed that what I thought I remembered was indeed the case—it was quite common for him to kiss contestants on the cheek after interviewing them (and for that matter, for contestants to kiss each other). Should Pete now be hauled retrospectively before the Human Wrongs Commissariat and made to go on some femi-nazi hate-fest? Would the blokes competing in the "King" part of the festival have been so pathetic as to make a federal case of it had they been pecked on the cheek by the female disc-jockey who was co-hosting the proceedings? Should she too be sent off for some indoctrination for not intervening to save her Sisters from the rampaging rapist?
Why couldn't the silly bitches who apparently complained on this occasion simply have pulled back and said they didn't wish to be kissed, and left it at that? Like that pathetic South African woman who's making it her mission to ruin a rugby player's entire career over one insult, these toxic tarts probably won't be satisfied with anything less than for the hapless cheek-pecker to be banned from the airwaves for life, with his lips sliced off and tongue hacked out to ensure there is no recidivism either!
It's getting to the stage where the only thing men can do if they want to be safe from the femi-nazis, apart from cutting off the object of their envy, is to abstain from physical contact with women altogether and refrain from ever complimenting them. For the heterosexual among the men, however, this would pose obvious drawbacks. Perhaps all recruits to the work-for-the-dole scheme could earn their keep making and distributing blow-up dolls for surrogate sex—though the femi-nazis would assuredly ban these as well, more quickly than you could say "dildo."
But what, you may ask, does any of this have to do with my brief here, "mugging the Nanny State"? Simply that the perpetrators of this femi-nazi neo-Puritanism are employed and empowered by the state. Without its coercion, they couldn't survive. The whole fascist phalanx of legislation, quangos, feminist engineering (etc.) courses, re-education camps, preferential treatment for wimmin, the demonising of eye contact as "rape," etc., etc., is imposed by the state with money stolen by the state. In far-flung Dargaville, disc jockey McLeigh is simply the latest victim of a rampant irrationality that emanates from Wellington.
Nanny is the ultimate femi-nazi.
The French Paradox, American Angst ... and NOSA
[SOLO, 2 June 2005]
C'est indubitable that the French are among the lowest of life forms. It's empirically obvious that they hark back to some antediluvian stage of human evolution where reptilian characteristics were dominant. In our time, they remain chronically cowardly, simperingly smarmy, shamelessly shallow, fulsomely phony, preposterously pretentious, tawdrily treacherous … and generally disgusting. They whored for Hitler and succoured Saddam. We have nothing to learn from them and every thing to teach them about earning the title of "NEM," n'est-ce pas?
Ce soir I'm not so sure. I just watched a 60 Minutes item about "The French Paradox" and had occasion to compare this phenomenon to that of American Angst. 
"The French Paradox" is the typical French diet sans the effects conventional dietetic "wisdom" attributes to such a diet. See, the French salivate over, and reverently ingest, red meat, cream, cheese and all the other delectable delights about which we are routinely finger-wagged—lovingly coaxed down with bounteous, glistening grape-ferment—and are the leanest and most heart-disease-free nation in the western world. Contrary to the alfalfa-fascists, the Pritikin Puritans, the calorie-counters, the pleasure-poopers and all other purveyors of the view that yummy = evil, the French refuse to get fat or keel over with coronaries. 
How to account for this? 
Well, a svelte French author, looking a decade younger than her actual years, had a simple and irresistible explanation. Deriving pleasure from your food, she pointed out, is good for you. To derive pleasure from it, you must savour it. To savour it, you must eat it slowly. To eat it slowly is to eat less of it; thorough mastication leads to readier satiation. "You can," she averred, "have your cake and eat it too." (Please don't tell Ayn Rand I quoted this.) That is what the French do—and how they flourish.
I then reflected on some corollary truths. Mortifying the flesh is bad for you. The neurotic, obsessive self-absorption (henceforth to be known as "NOSA" and to take its place alonside KASS and NEM as terms original to SOLO's lexicon) that informs the currently-fashionable self-mortification is even worse for you. Neurotic, obsessive self-absorption is the peculiarly American (actually un-American) disease of our time. It is why so many Americans are on diets and in therapy … and are fat and morbidly miserable. 
Could this be the true "French Paradox": that Americans, with a tradition of muscular individualism, disdain for bullshit, and love of life, have become a nation of whining psychobabble-sissies … while the French, steeped in religion, nonsense, self-denial and reality-evasion … have become a nation of life-affirmers?!
(There's a sub-paradox that is even more disconcerting: NOSA is especially rampant among Objectivists! That's because they mindlessly equate NOSA with self-esteem. More on that in a future article on the solipsism endemic in the Objectivist movement.)
Just after the 60 Minutes programme ended, a movie came on. I missed its title, and I couldn't care less what it was. Its "star" was Eminem. No sooner were the opening credits rolling than we were into fucking this, mother-fucking that, and generally fucking everything in sight. "I'm sick of eating fucking shit off of this fucking [something-or-other]" is one line that I just heard from the screen, to which my back is turned as I type. (Several minutes later, as I proof-read, there's a whole barbarian chorus shouting, "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" ad nauseam.)
American academics, both earnest and snide, expend considerable energy "analysing" and excusing this sort of excrement. French academics are more subtle—they eulogise the philosophical peristalsis, such as Rousseau, that spawned the faeces, but tastefully refrain from wallowing in it. They know they can leave that to Americans. Therein lies America's potential downfall ... and France's potential, cunning triumph.
Peut-être, il faut que we consider the possibility the French are not as dumb/depraved as we think; that they know better than Americans that "the purpose of morality is to teach you not to suffer and die but to enjoy yourself and live"; that they know better than Americans that civilisation (and its prerequisite, freedom) is a matter of cultivation and refinement and savouring, rather than brute glorification of mother-fucking and jungle-voodoo; that they should never have gifted the Statue of Liberty to the Americans because the latter were too boorish to know how to honour it; that Voltaire trumps Rousseau and out-Jeffersons Thomas.
Bien-sûr, I don't truly believe this. But I write it as a cri-de-coeur in the hope that it may never become true.
And I'm just a New Zealander!
Gate Fever
[Politically Incorrect Show, 11 August 2000, and The Free Radical, Issue 43, September/October 2000]
For years I've maintained that the inhabitants of the Democratic Sheeple's Republic of Aotearoa are as docile as they are because they are like prisoners not only inured to the privations of prison life but positively addicted to it. Not for them the challenges and exhilaration of freedom and the assuming of personal responsibility it presupposes; rather, the stolid "security" of being fed, clothed and housed—albeit substandardly—and regimented every hour of every day. All this time I've not known that this bizarre attitude has a name. I learned it only yesterday, when reading the tragi-farcical story of rapist/killers Taffy Hotene and Paul Dally.
These two, it seems, were running courses in anti-violence techniques to fellow-inmates while in jail. Specifically, they were co-"facilitators" of an Alternatives to Violence Programme (AVP) run by female Quakers. They became rather attached to each other (obviously having a great deal in common). Less appropriate facilitators of anti-violence programmes I can't begin to imagine, but that is not my point. Both, we are told, suffered from "gate fever"—fear of being released. Hotene had even threatened suicide as his release date approached. Given that he went on to kill Kylie Jones after being let out, one can only regret that he didn't make good on his threat, but that isn't my point either. My point is that many New Zealanders share this "gate fever" with Hotene and Dally, the warders on whom they have become dependent being Clark and Neanderton and other administrators of the Nanny State.
One of this century's greatest advocates of personal liberty was the novelist/philosopher Ayn Rand. She was a refugee from Soviet Russia. Fifty years after her flight from that bastion of mass regimentation to the United States, she heard from one of her sisters, Nora, who was still in the Soviet Union and whom she remembered as vibrant and vivacious—someone who, she imagined, would have found the stifling tyranny of the Soviet regime intolerable. It was arranged that Nora and her husband would visit Ayn Rand in America. The visit was a disaster. Nora's youthful spark had been well and truly extinguished. She had become inured to the squalid predictability of life in that vast prison camp that was the Soviet Union and simply could not cope with the vibrant opulence and the opportunity to make choices that the relatively freer America afforded. She found fault at every turn, stopped speaking to her sister—and returned home after a few weeks, even though her husband needed medical treatment that he could get only in America. I guess Nora had "gate fever" too.
If this programme can help New Zealanders shake off this insidious disease, I will consider my time behind the microphone to have been worthwhile. It's not impossible to beat it—it is, after all, not something with which one is inadvertently afflicted, but something one embraces by choice: the choice to indulge the lust for power of people like Neanderton in exchange for the drab, phony "security" of having them run your life like jail warders. That prison is of your construction. It's time to start thinking about a release date. 
Global Warning!—Troglodytes Triumphing
[Salient and SOLO, 6 August 2007]
A few weeks back I sent out the following press release to coincide with that meeting of anti-minds called 'Live Earth':
Live Earth = Dead Brains
The weekend’s Live Earth concerts across the globe brought together a suitably motley array of dimwitted headbangers and caterwaulers whose noise pollution is proof positive that screaming skulls destroy their own brains, says Sense of Life Objectivists (SOLO) principal Lindsay Perigo.
Bands who build careers on destroying the faculty of hearing with their technologically amplified jungle cacophonies joined together in a global campaign against the system that liberated science and made possible the technology on which they rely—capitalism—in favour of returning to the jungles and caves from which these addled specimens looked as though they’d barely emerged.
Ostensibly, Live Earth was intended to awaken the world to the dangers of man-made Global Warming. The inconvenient truth for the caterwaulers and their guru, Al Gore, is that the earth has warmed and cooled since the beginning of time, peskily independent of human beings. And it is these cyclical temperature changes, as indicated by real science uncorrupted by the United Nations' agendas, that influence CO2 levels, not the other way round. The temperature changes in turn are determined by solar activity. Perhaps when they’re done trying to ban capitalist activities among consenting adults on earth, the ecofascists will try to outlaw the sun?
If these troglodytes don’t commit suicide from depression induced by their deathly shriekings, they may live to see the earth cool again—in which case they could mount crusades against an imminent man-made Ice Age, as their ilk were doing a mere three decades ago,” Perigo observes.
In the meantime, sensible, life-loving folk should enjoy the warmer temperatures while they last—and continue to savour and celebrate the blessings of capitalism and freedom.
Needless to say, because it spoke the truth, the press release was ignored by the mainstream media. The MSM wallowed in an orgy of Gore-and-Gaia-worship even as evidence mounted that we may already be well into a new cooling period in the earth’s temperature cycles. From The Sunday Telegraph, 22 July 2007:
A graph of satellite data from the National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration shows that, over the past eight years, average global temperatures have flattened out well below their peak in 1998. The 2007 figures to June show a dip to a level first reached in 1983, 24 years ago. During this same period, however, the graph of CO2 levels from the Mauna Loa Observatory has continued a consistent rise. If rising CO2 inexorably means rising temperatures, what happened to those temperatures? 
[Salient readers should go to the following website for further details: http://www.ncdc.noaa.gov/oa/climate/research/msu.html].
Here, as a matter of interest, are four headlines from The New York Times over the past eighty-odd years, capturing the ebb and flow of cooling and warming as alternating sources of apocalyptic hysteria regarding climate change:

 
	September 18, 1924: “MacMillan Reports Signs of New Ice Age.”


	March 27, 1933: “America in Longest Warm Spell Since 1776.”


	May 21, 1975: “Scientists Ponder Why World’s Climate Is Changing; A Major Cooling Widely Considered to Be Inevitable.” (The Washington Post had already heralded the dawn of a new Ice Age, as had Fortune magazine, which had written, in February 1974: “As for the present cooling trend, a number of leading climatologists have concluded that it is very bad news indeed. It is the root cause of a lot of that unpleasant weather around the world and they warn that it carries the potential for human disasters of unprecedented magnitude.”)


	December 27, 2005: “Past Hot Times Hold Few Reasons to Relax about New Warming.”



All quite a hoot, really. As the late Augie Auer, TV 3’s erudite and colourful meteorologist for many years, observed, we’ll be looking back and laughing at this Global Warming hysteria in five years’ time.
Or will we? This time, vote-grubbing politicians, aided and abetted by the ignorance of the rabble and a fascist media, are competing with each other to see who can come up with the most draconian regulations by means of which to close down industrial civilization—which is the Green agenda.
“Fascist media” is over the top, you say? Listen to this, from CBS’s Scott Pelley, who likens Global Warming Sceptics to Holocaust-Deniers who should not be given air-time: “There comes a point in journalism where striving for balance becomes irresponsible.”
Meanwhile, Martin Durkin’s magnificent and exceptionally courageous documentary, The Great Global Warming Swindle (linked to on the SOLO website), continues to open the eyes of the blind who want to see. It has aired in Britain and Australia, but you may be sure State TV1 and TV3 won’t be screening it here any time soon. Among other things, it quotes the founder of Greenpeace, whose eyes had already been opened, as saying the current Green movement is “anti-human.”
My personal recommendation to those who think that humanity and human activity are a blight on the planet is that they should speak for themselves—and remove themselves accordingly and forthwith.
Freedom vs the Culture of Death
[Politically Incorrect Show, 11 July 2000, and The Free Radical, Issue 43, September/October 2000]
One of the most terrible paradoxes of our time is that human reason, our distinctive tool of survival, is committing suicide. Human reason devises requisite technologies which it then deploys to kill itself with. Modern pop culture is a case in point, where sophisticated electronic instruments and amplification equipment are used to create dissonant, ugly cacophonies which batter the brain into a state of catatonia. Yes, catatonia, defined in my dictionary as "a form of schizophrenia characterised by stupor, with outbreaks of excitement."
During my recent stint in the United States, on a web site called newcriterion.com, I read about a New York Times review of a concert by a hard-rock band called Slipknot, described by the reviewer, Neil Strauss, as "one of the most exciting and enigmatic of rock's current crop of new bands." Mr Strauss recounts how the group drove its fans into a frenzy with some preliminary "ferocious screaming." "Two teenagers had already been treated for injuries before Slipknot had even finished thrashing, banging and raging through its first song about exploding angst," he writes. "Teenage angst demands its anti-heroes, and in the absence of any other popular music uprising since grunge these acts have made it exciting again to grow up a rock fan."
Now what, you may ask, does any of this have to do with individual liberty? Am I implying that musical atrocities like Slipknot should be banned? Quite the contrary—I believe everybody should be free to pursue his own tastes, even if they are too abysmal to be called "tastes." But it's important to realise that not only governments can threaten freedom—freedom is also threatened by a culture of grunge, angst and anti-heroes. Freedom is inseparably linked to reason—and reason, in the service of life, concerns itself with beauty, life-affirmation and heroism. Only so much coexistence is possible between these conflicting sets of values—or rather, these values and anti-values—before one of them breaks down.
Mr Strauss quotes Slipknot's drummer as saying, "A guy at Sony told us, 'If this is the future of music, I don't want to be alive.' I just thought, if that's what he thinks, then we are doing something right." Seldom is the snide nihilism of our times expressed so candidly. And just as this snide nihilism revels in death and destruction, so too it has no qualms about dictatorship.
Ladies and gentlemen, the price of liberty is eternal vigilance—and the anti-liberty state of our culture has never merited more vigilance than right now.
Finding Sanity in an Insane World
[Politically Incorrect Show, 26 August 1999]
Recently I received a heart-wrenching e-mail from a young man in Australia, who had stumbled across my Free Radical web site. From his own account his background is tragically typical of that of so many of his generation. Unlike his peers, however, he has decided to do something about it—with mixed results so far: 
“I have been struggling to reverse years of terrible thinking and living habits, and although Objectivism initially provided a powerful jump start in this process, recent experiences have left me feeling beaten, demoralised and empty. I have effectively no friends, having lost or abandoned most of them as a result of my shift in views, and anyway find most personal contact with people to be irritating and difficult. I have strong convictions about reason and freedom but I have a great deal to overcome in my personal life. Sometimes hours and days are wasted in almost a state of panic; having taken so many wrong turns in my life and lived so evasively and subjectivistically, I often seem to be just what Rand described in 'The Comprachicos.' Although my thinking is sometimes razor sharp, I regularly and habitually fall back into the muck of vaporous, uncontextualised fear. At this point I think the only problem is bad thinking and living habits that need to be modified or replaced. Emotions tend to follow from thoughts, and you can imagine what sort of thought habits one has when one has grown up on the malevolent universe premise, taken drugs, looked up to junkie 'artists' as role models and battered oneself senseless with nihilistic punk rock music for years.”
I can imagine it, of course—in fact, no feat of imagination is required; one need only look around. The retreat from the mind is everywhere, in countless forms. The "senseless nihilistic punk rock music" is really an affirmation of that retreat's final destination: oblivion. Death. This young man's dilemma is that, though he has embraced life again, so much of the baggage of the journey of death still clings to him.
I doubt that there's a single Objectivist or libertarian alive who doesn't face the same plight in some measure or other, especially among the young. Conformity has seldom been more prevalent. You know that when a drooling, incoherent female goes on the Holmes show with her father and has to have her father explain that the rings in her nose and tongue are an expression of her "individuality"—a word that the drooling female, her brain obviously battered senseless with nihilistic punk rock music, would not begin to comprehend. For someone raised in such a culture to grasp the link between individuality and reason, as this young man has, and then actively to champion these values, becoming friendless in the process—bespeaks a courage and an intelligence and a burgeoning independence that tell me he will win his battle to shed his baggage. Not all of it, by any means, and it's important that he not feel guilty over that. But enough of it to make his life radically better.
And of course, he will find friends again, people who share his values and his sense of life. He's already found one!
Suicidal Sycophants
[Politically Incorrect Show, 1 June 2001]
I hate business.
Now that I have your undivided attention, let me be more specific. I hate business when it fawns to the government, especially an anti-business government like the one we have now. I hate business when it licks the bottoms of the very politicians who strangle business. A most revolting example of this arrived in my e-mail box the other day. It was an address by the president of a new business organisation, Business NZ, at the formal opening of its offices. In attendance—the Prime Minister and a bunch of her cabinet ministers and other members of the Molesworth Mafia. It was titled, Partnership in Prosperity. It was disgusting in its cowardice and servility. I advise you to have your barf buckets handy:
“Business New Zealand is not wholly the newest kid on the block. Over 200 years of history underpin our foundations. But this is a new beginning; a birth, not a marriage, and my colleagues, the Founder Members and the fifty odd affiliates in our wider family are delighted that you can be present to share this occasion with us.
“We see this occasion as the launch pad of a new partnership. A partnership for prosperity that would see Business New Zealand go forward with you and your colleagues to a common goal for all New Zealanders, whatever their background, whatever their ability to contribute. To a new New Zealand, firmly in the 21st century, sure of itself, confident of its abilities to defeat the historical enemies of size and distance. And, most of all, confident in the abilities of Kiwis to overcome great challenges in their unique way.
“In the last few weeks, Prime Minister, you have represented all of us on some old battlefields that demonstrate all those capabilities in the most graphic manner possible. We now share a common but equally serious endeavour: to take New Zealand forward to a future that is no less challenging, no less daunting. Prime Minister, my colleagues and I in Business New Zealand are ready to play our part in an equally critical partnership.
“Ladies and Gentlemen, please welcome the Prime Minister of New Zealand, the Right Honourable Helen Clark.”
What a contemptible collection of pathetic platitudes! There can no more be a "partnership" between government and business than there can be between a rape victim and her rapist. Here's what this craven quisling should have said:
“Prime Minister and your fellow-extortion racketeers—I don't know how you got in here, but you're going to leave here right now with my boot, not my tongue, up your bum. All of us are in business in spite of your best efforts to put us out of business with your taxes, your regulations, your restrictions on hiring and firing. We are sick of you and disgusted by you. We are sick of being cannibalised by bludgers and losers—your voters. If there is any part of you that truly wants to see New Zealand become a world-class economy, then leave here right now, go straight back to the Beehive and remove those taxes and regulations. Tell your bludging supporters that there'll be plenty of jobs for them once you're off our backs.”
Then, Prime Minister, find a useful job yourself.
 
The Pope, Objectivism ... and 'The Best Within'
[SOLO, 3 April 2005]
Waiting for the Pope to die has been a salutary experience. We Objectivists, and secularists generally, tend to think of the Catholic Church, wishfully, as being in as terminal a condition as its "Holy Father" over the past few years—the domain of fetid old moral despots and contemptible child-molesters. The events surrounding the death of John Paul II have given this Objectivist, at least, a rude reawakening.
Old and terminal? I have watched a succession of young acolytes, good-looking, articulate and vibrant, speaking eloquently of their love for their standard-bearer and for their faith. I watched one new priest in particular, Father John Bartunek, an atheist-turned Catholic, enthusing about the direction this Pope had inspired him to take. As I type this very homily, another young priest is spiritedly arguing the toss with CNN's Christiane Amanpour about Catholicism's teachings on celibacy and the role of women in the church. I have heard for the first time of such groups as Legionnaires for Christ, Catholic cells that are alive with missionary zeal. I have seen magnificent cathedrals around the world … spilling over with followers of all colours and nationalities. I have observed the teeming thousands in St. Peter's Square standing throughout the night in silent, candle-lit reverence for their dying leader.
Improbably, I have even heard the most marvellous humour. The elderly Monsignor Lorenzo Albacete, a New York Times columnist, told the story of his last meeting with the Pope. It was recent, and the Pope was very ill. "You know," Albacete bravely said to his spiritual commanding officer, "everyone is getting ready for your departure. CNN have asked me to go on and say nice things about you when you die." "That's fine," replied His Holiness, "but what makes them think I'll die before you?" Not to be outdone, the Monsignor riposted, "Well, if I do, you can go on CNN and say nice things about me!"
Over the last two days, I have been forcefully reminded that for some of the world's greatest architecture, sculpture, painting and music, we have the Catholic Church to thank.
Yes, we also have it to blame for some of the most shameful episodes in human history. Its doctrines remain shameful—and downright silly—to this day. But we must recognise also the awful paradox that the church of the Inquisition, the church of the persecution of Galileo and science generally, the church of sexual repression on the one hand and child molestation on the other, the church of the glorification of suffering … this institution at the same time has managed to engage and inspire what Ayn Rand called simply "the best within." Especially as embodied in John Paul II.  Somehow he projected in his demeanour the quest for the highest possible. The total passion for the total height.
Therein lies both inspiration and a challenge for Objectivists. We have demonstrably failed thus far to persuade people that reason and spirituality are not mutually exclusive; that reason, indeed, is the source of authentic spirituality; that reason must continually inform spirituality; that spirituality is no less quintessential for being of this world, this mind, this body, rather than some other fantasy dimension. We have inherited and passed on a revolutionary philosophy by which the world may save itself from precisely such irrationalities as religion; we have failed to create a culture to match it. Our culture has been repressive, persecutorial, joyless, prudish and downright nasty. Objectivism's worst enemies have been … Objectivists. 
We have failed in part because we have eschewed the very idea of a culture. In celebrating the "I" we have performed a kind of Anthem-in-reverse. We have become too afraid of the word "we." By dismissing anything undertaken with others as "collectivism" (ignoring the fact that real collectivism entails coercion) we have blinded ourselves to the impact we might make if we acted as a fellowship of individualists, in voluntary, life-affirming concert. (Where we have come together, as in the ARI, we have displayed the unappetising qualities listed above.)
Pope John Paul II is a salutary, sobering reminder that it's time we changed all that. 
In the west, it has been monopolised by Christianity for two thousand years. Now, we Objectivists must wrest the ground that is rightfully ours from the mystic imposters who still occupy it. The sphere of "the best within."
The Anti-American President 
[SOLO, 23 April 2009]
Fewer than 100 days into his presidency, Barack Chavez-Obama is shaping up as treasonous, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
"This is a President who has just re-opened the door for the prosecution of those who in good faith advised that the 'waterboarding' of terrorist trash post-9/11 would be legal. That technique subsequently extracted information that saved Los Angeles from a similar attack.
"This is a President who releases classified information about that technique and withholds information about its success.
"This is a President who has outlawed that technique (which, though distressing—oh, poor terrorist trash!—is neither injurious nor life-threatening).
"This is a President who has officially changed the name of the War on Terror to 'Overseas Contingency Operation' so as not to offend terrorist trash.
"This is a President who is willing to sit down unconditionally with the President of the world's #1 sponsor of terrorist trash, Iran, even as that country proceeds with impunity to acquire nuclear weaponry.
"This is a President who preaches nuclear disarmament at the United Nations knowing North Korea is about to fire a long-range missile over Japan.
"This is a President who bows to the King of Saudi Arabia and beams at Hugo Chavez.
"This is a President whose economic policies are significantly similar to Chavez's.
"This is a President on whose watch the Department of Homeland Security fantasizes about 'threats' from war veterans who 'might' become 'right-wing extremists.'
"This is a President who believes anyone who adheres to America's founding ideals is a 'right-wing extremist.'
"This is a President who trashes his country while overseas, apologizing to European socialists (whose countries America rebuilt) and Latin American communists for America's 'arrogance' and 'dismissiveness.'
"The Department of Homeland Security would be better advised to worry about the threat to America posed by its President. He is making it more vulnerable to external attack while personally unleashing an internal attack on its core values.
"Chavez-Obama's credentials as an anti-American may be unimpeachable, but he'd do well to remember that he is not," Perigo concludes.
The Barbarian Curtain
[Speech at Antoine;s Restaurant pitching new TV show, 5 November 2010]
Thanks to Antoine's for hosting this event, to Olivia Pierson for organising it, to all of you for attending it ... and Gerard Smith for paying for it!
Someone who shall remain nameless who saw fit not to be here had this to say in response to Olivia's invitation: 
“Hello Olivia. Thank you very much for thinking of me, I truly appreciate your time. However, I’ve had a good read about Lindsay’s political values and somewhat strange beliefs, and, whilst I admire someone who’s outspoken and ready to rock the boat, I’m not sure if backing Mr Perigo is my cup of tea to be honest. Thank you again, but I must decline your offer.”
Now, these “strange” beliefs of mine can be summed up in two words: reason and freedom. Reason because it is man's way of making sense of reality and thus his main means of survival; freedom because reason is an attribute of the individual, whom it would be appropriate therefore to leave free to exercise and act on it, constrained only by the need to respect the right of other individuals to do the same. More colloquially, you do your thing, I'll do mine. Where we collaborate on something, we do so by mutual consent. All adult human interaction should be voluntary. Live and let live. 
I confess I struggle to see how such a view could be construed as strange. Seeing it as strange is what I find strange. Upholding its opposites, unreason and oppression, I find not only strange but disgusting. Yet much of humanity is beholden to unreason and oppression in varying and sometimes total degrees, so in such a context I suppose it's not surprising that I should be the one deemed eccentric or even crazy. 
In any event, the new programme we have in mind is not about Lindsay Perigo's opinions—at least, not solely. To be sure, I'll be offering my infallible, incisive and insightful perspective on matters of the moment and even matters not of the moment. Often I'll bring in a foil to debate them with, as Bill O'Reilly frequently does on The O'Reilly Factor, after his opening Talking Points salvo. But there won't be confrontation for the sake of confrontation, and I'll be hoping above all to reinforce what Gerard has already done with The Beat Goes On: restore the lost art of conversation to television. 
Not long before I walked out of TVNZ in 1993, calling its news and current affairs “braindead,” a senior executive there announced that “talking heads” were dead heads; the day of the studio interview was over. Since my specialty was the studio interview, you could say that the writing was on the wall for me, and there was a certain inevitability to the events that unfolded. I didn't agree with that philosophy then, and I don't agree with it now. You need only look at the highly successful wall-to-wall talking heads shows on cable television to see that philosophy is dead wrong. Television executives at that time, however, both state and private, pushed grimly ahead in their determination to remove any opportunity for anything sensible to intrude on public discourse. Current affairs became: which celebrity airhead is currently having an affair with which other celebrity airhead? Studio interviews were allowed, but they became very brief affairs indeed, consisting mainly of the interviewer talking over the interviewee, than whom the interviewer was deemed more important.
The television executives, of course, were vying for ratings, and they had correctly divined that attention spans out there were getting shorter. This as our state schools abandoned grammar and punctuation, and with them the cultivation of logical, focussed sustained thinking. The late Professor Richard Mitchell, publisher of the subversive newsletter The Underground Grammarian, said: 
“Clear language engenders clear thought, and clear thought is the most important benefit of education.”
Our schools set out quite deliberately to muddy and diminish language and thus eradicate clear thought. They succeeded brilliantly. Television pandered to their products, and thus reinforced the process. Professor Mitchell's words describe what happened perfectly:
"Words never fail. We hear them, we read them; they enter into the mind and become part of us for as long as we shall live. Who speaks reason to his fellow men bestows it upon them. Who mouths inanity disorders thought for all who listen. There must be some minimum allowable dose of inanity beyond which the mind cannot remain reasonable. Irrationality, like buried chemical waste, sooner or later must seep into all the tissues of thought."
And:
“From the center of our civilization—our system of education, the largest single enterprise we have—the fog of thoughtlessness and imprecision spreads in all directions. People who cannot get their thoughts straight through the control of language live baffled and frustrated lives.”
17 years after I called its content “braindead,” Television News and Current Affairs is now braindead in its delivery also. It used to be a prerequisite to be on television that you be well-spoken. Now that disqualifies you. The more badly-spoken you are, the greater the certainty of your being hired. At a TVNZ function to which I, inexplicably, was invited last year, Head of News and Current Affairs Anthony Flannery said it was a matter of pride for him that the voiceover leading into the six o'clock news now calls it the “sucks o'clock news.” Well, I happen to think that sucks. 
As does the fact that if you raise the matter, you get shut down. One Monday afternoon I filled in for Willie Jackson and John Tamihere on Radio Live talkback. I expressed my outrage at the cacophony of quacking and droning that assails the ears during network news bulletins and played some examples, which happened to be of TV3 reporters. I had been told that on Monday afternoon it was difficult to generate calls. Well, the boards lit up with callers supporting my comments, listeners delighted that someone at last was taking up cudgels against the quacking. The call-board was full for the entire three hours of the show. The next day I was presented with an e-mail from TV3's Head of News and Current Affairs demanding I be taken off air. I wasn't taken off air, but I was ordered not to do any more of this “old fart” stuff—that is, raise the matter of speech standards. Needless to say I took myself off air. 
You would wonder, wouldn't you, if at a fine establishment like this your waiters chewed gum and texted while taking your order, your food was rancid and your wine tasted like dishwater … you would wonder, I say, what sort of world you were in. In terms of what's served up to us in the media, this is precisely the kind of world we are in. 
So I see the Perigo show as a beacon in the midst of the banality. An interview and opinion programme to which the bright and curious of all ages, those who hunger for something sensible at minimum and inspiring at best, can repair. No taboos in terms of topics, guests and formats. Funny, angry, contentious, calm … all of these as and where appropriate, with a regular component of glorious music added in for good measure. (In that regard let me say that Freddy Kempf, one of the hottest young classical pianists alive, has agreed to be a guest on the programme next time he's touring NZ.) Always informative and entertaining—and disproof that it has to be one or the other. A programme embodying “the total passion for the total height,” where achievement will be celebrated and “capitalism” won't be a dirty word. A beacon to which, I hope, you will be proud to lend your name.
If I may conclude with words from a poem we learned in school before the barbarian curtain descended:
Come, my friends,
Tis not too late to seek a newer world.
Push off, and sitting well in order smite
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths
Of all the western stars, until I die.
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,
And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.
Tho' much is taken, much abides; and though
We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.
A Note re Faecesbook
[SOLO, 28 October 2010]
That's it! My misanthropy—which was always, of course, wholly rational—has just attained new heights of intensity ... and vindication.
Someone for whom I previously had respect—someone right here on SOLO—has just asked me to be his friend on Faecesbook.
Faecesbook. The ultimate homage to the Age of the Airhead.
Faecesbook. The pathetic in pursuit of the prosaic. 
Faecesbook. The half-witted in pursuit of the humdrum. 
Faecesbook. The unspeakable in pursuit of the unimportant.
Does it occur to the retarded wretches who post on Faecesbook that they are a travesty of the technology that makes it possible for them to indulge their execrable exhibitionism? Do they seriously imagine that anyone with a brain and a life is remotely interested in the tiresome minutiae of their and their babies' ablutions? Do they not realize they are the cyber-equivalent of Country-and-Western yowlers who nasalize that their wives have left them for their horses (a very good trade-up in all likelihood)? Is their fathomless philistinism truly matched only by their infinite infantilism?
Yes, so-and-so can be my friend on Faecesbook. I usually say yes to such requests in deference to anyone who imagines he could put up with me, anywhere. And of course I'm barking beyond my bite. But honestly, seriously, is anyone here able to visit that place without bracing himself for, and shuddering in anticipation of, an avalanche of inanity?
The Tyranny of Umbrage
[SOLO, 11 October 2010]
"What is freedom of expression? Without freedom to offend, it ceases to exist," wrote Salman Rushdie.
Rushdie once offended Muslims, the most prominent of whom at the time issued a fatwa against him. 
Muslims like to use the freedom afforded them in western societies to hold demonstrations where they brandish placards saying, "To hell with freedom of speech!", "Death to those who insult Islam!" and the like.
When I concluded that Islam is a "stinking, stupid, savage superstition" in my then-Salient column a couple of years ago, a Muslim student responded: “Have you not learnt that Muslims do not take very kindly to deliberately injurious and unfair representations of their religion? How do you think they would react to Islam being reduced to a stinking, stupid superstition?" 
He made no attempt to address my arguments against Islam. He knew that in the current climate of knee-jerk offence-taking, where any random airhead can attain his or her fifteen minutes of celebrity simply by being offended about something (anything), it would be sufficient to proclaim his umbrage. He further knew that he could get away with threatening violent retaliation on the basis of it. 
The abiding disgrace of Paul Henry's forced resignation is not that an unworthy standard-bearer of Political Incorrectness has lost his job; it's that TVNZ, in shutting Henry down, has capitulated to a lynch-mob professing hurt feelings—and that hurt feelings are regarded as sufficient justification for a lynching.
In more robust times, stupidly implying that the current Governor-General doesn't look or sound like a New Zealander would have been subject to just derision, and that would have been that. And we could have enjoyed the hilarity of the name of the Indian cabinet minister called upon to sort out the dysfunctional sewage system at the Commonwealth Games being "Dikshit" without an international furore, an orgy of apologising, Security Council resolutions ... and local losers quacking that, like, they, like, felt they had been, like, stripped of their, like, identity, and were, like, so totally offended.
No longer. Now, we all must tread on eggshells lest we cause offence to someone (anyone). Free speech, including the irreverent humour which it subsumes, is out the window. TVNZ's behaviour has just helped clinch its demise. 
Overseas on this day, Universal Pictures has pulled a promotional trailer for a new movie, The Dilemma, after complaints about a character calling electric cars 'gay.' "The use of the word 'gay' in this trailer as a slur is unnecessary and does nothing more than send a message of intolerance about our community to viewers," said Jarrett Barrios, president of the Gay and Lesbian Alliance Against Defamation. Left-wing CNN news anchor Anderson Cooper told Ellen Degeneres that he'd seen the trailer in a theatre and was 'shocked' to hear 'that is so gay' in a way that was meant to make people laugh. Oh please! The writer of this op-ed is gay and is not remotely offended by the trailer. He is offended by two-bit totalitarians just itching for a Holocaust to be victims of. 
The Tyranny of Umbrage is everywhere.
It is underpinned and fomented by laws such as this one in New Zealand under which Paul Henry could be jailed:
Inciting racial disharmony
(1) Every person commits an offence and is liable on summary conviction to imprisonment for a term not exceeding 3 months or to a fine not exceeding $7,000 who, with intent to excite hostility or ill-will against, or bring into contempt or ridicule, any group of persons in New Zealand on the ground of the colour, race, or ethnic or national origins of that group of persons,—
(a) Publishes or distributes written matter which is threatening, abusive, or insulting, or broadcasts by means of radio or television words which are threatening, abusive, or insulting; or
(b) Uses in any public place (as defined in section 2(1) of the Summary Offences Act 1981), or within the hearing of persons in any such public place, or at any meeting to which the public are invited or have access, words which are threatening, abusive, or insulting,— being matter or words likely to excite hostility or ill-will against, or bring into contempt or ridicule, any such group of persons in New Zealand on the ground of the colour, race, or ethnic or national origins of that group of persons.
There are pockets of enlightenment in western countries still who recognise that freedom of speech necessarily entails the right to cause offence. Not so long ago Rowan Atkinson led a campaign in Britain upholding the "right to offend," against government plans to outlaw the expression of "religious hatred." Atkinson correctly opined that such a law would "force creative thinkers to bite their tongue, and so produce a veneer of tolerance concealing a snakepit of unaired and unchallenged views."
As John Stuart Mill put it 160 years ago: "The peculiar evil of silencing the expression of an opinion is, that it is robbing the human race; posterity as well as the existing generation; those who dissent from the opinion, still more than those who hold it. If the opinion is right, they are deprived of the opportunity of exchanging error for truth: if wrong, they lose, what is almost as great a benefit, the clearer perception and livelier impression of truth, produced by its collision with error."
More recently, Ayn Rand said: "The principle of free speech is not concerned with the content of a man's speech and does not protect only the expression of good ideas, but all ideas. If it were otherwise, who would determine which ideas are good and which forbidden? The government?" 
Even one of her antipodes, Noam Chomsky, has averred, "If we don't believe in freedom of expression for people we despise, we don't believe in it at all."
And of course there's the famous, immortal formulation attributed to Voltaire: "I disapprove of what you say, but I will defend to the death your right to say it."
This, in the wake of the Paul Henry debacle, is the mindset to which we must repair if we are to reclaim the right to free speech laid out in our Bill of Rights: "Everyone has the right to freedom of expression, including the freedom to seek, receive, and impart information and opinions of any kind in any form." At issue is not TVNZ's right to fire Henry; at issue is whether it was right to do so—and the chilling effect on freedom of expression of our foolish, fashionable acquiescence to the proposition that umbrage is a substitute for argument and a justification for censorship.  
As Rand further argued:
"Once a country accepts censorship of the press and of speech, then nothing can be won without violence. Therefore, so long as you have free speech, protect it. This is the life-and-death issue in this country: do not give up the freedom of the press—of newspapers, books, magazines, radios, movies, and other forms of presenting ideas. So long as that's free, a peaceful intellectual turn is possible."
Free Paul Henry! (Or TVNZ Anyway!)
[SOLO, 9 October 2010]
The Paul Henry brouhaha is a salutary reminder that the state has no place in broadcasting and TVNZ should be sold—to the taxpayers who ostensibly own it already, for them to on-sell as they choose, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
"All things being equal, a furore such as this should be settled simply by repairing to the prerogatives of the parties concerned. In an ideally free world, what action if any was taken by Mr. Henry's employers in response to the clamour to have him sacked would be over to them, within whatever parameters they and Mr. Henry had already freely contracted.
"But the current controversy is muddied by the fact that TVNZ is state-owned. Sundry dregs, such as Cabinet Ministers, Members of Parliament and the two female Fijian-Indian-Kiwi airheads now asininely whining that they have been 'stripped of their identity' by Henry's remarks, are emboldened to imagine their calls for his head should carry statutory weight, given their supposed shareholder status within TVNZ. These creatures, who should get lives, have no respect for, and probably no knowledge of, the statute that says, 'Everyone has the right to freedom of expression, including the freedom to seek, receive, and impart information and opinions of any kind in any form.' (Article 14, NZ Bill of Rights.) They want the state broadcaster to be a vehicle for their own totalitarian agenda. Observe that it was communist John Minto who led the recent demonstration against Henry. A regime following Minto's strictures would ban free speech outright under the fashionable guise of protecting minorities from having their feelings hurt. If TVNZ were to sack Paul Henry, their action would be a giant leap down that slippery slope—which, as it happens, we're already on. 
"On the other hand, no state entity should promote or practise racial discrimination or prejudice. State entities must be colour-blind, discriminating only on the basis of merit. In that context, Mr. Henry's implying that the colour of the Governor-General's skin precludes him from being a New Zealander (and Governor-General) is seriously impermissible. Such an obnoxious sentiment should not be heard over state airwaves.
"But therein lies the nub of the pesky complication I've already noted. There shouldn't be 'state airwaves.' The role of the state is to protect rights (laws, courts, police, defence), not to run TV networks (or the Internet or newspapers). 
"Freedom-lovers must hope that in the short term, TVNZ holds firm in not firing Henry. Freedom of speech, as Article 14 implicitly recognises, subsumes the right to say things that are obnoxious—there is no such thing as a right never to be offended. Longterm (but as soon as possible) the government should make all of us shareholders in reality as well as in name, with the right to sell our shares to whomever. After that, let the chips fall where they may. The private entity TVNZ thus becomes will be able with impunity to be as controversial (or tame)—and to deal with a Paul Henry situation—as it damn well pleases," Perigo concludes.
Take the Pledge!
[SOLO, 23 September 2010]
Nearly thirty years ago, as a budding Objectivist libertarian who had thrown off the shackles of both Marxism and the knee-jerk nihilism that set in after it, I thrilled to Ronald Reagan's bold inaugural proclamation that "the economic ills we suffer have come upon us over several decades. They will not go away in days, weeks, or months, but they will go away. They will go away because we, as Americans, have the capacity now, as we have had in the past, to do whatever needs to be done to preserve this last and greatest bastion of freedom. In this present crisis, government is not the solution to our problems; government is the problem. From time to time, we have been tempted to believe that society has become too complex to be managed by self-rule, that government by an elite group is superior to government for, by, and of the people. But if no one among us is capable of governing himself, then who among us has the capacity to govern someone else?" 
As he proceeded with a programme of tax cuts and deregulation, however imperfect and incomplete and however unmatched by spending cuts in the face of a hostile Congress, Reagan unleashed the most sustained period of economic growth in recent history. That, I fancifully supposed when his two terms came to an end, is surely that. Lesson learned. No more disastrous wage-price-freeze Nixons or legislate-for-every-contingency-including-the-White-House-tennis-roster Carters; Reagan had surely returned America to its roots once and for all.
Alas, I hadn't allowed for Ronnie's Biggest Mistake: George Herbert Walker Bush. This ghastly Establishment Republican just couldn't wait either to renege on his promise, "Read my lips - no new taxes," or to betray the entire Reagan Revolution. Voters gave this weasel the heave-ho at the earliest opportunity, 1992 - but they elected in his stead an even bigger sleazeball: Bill Clinton. This lecherous leftie set his odious Alinskyan wife the task of nationalizing medicine. The American electorate was still healthy enough to be repulsed, and embraced the Republicans' reborn Reaganite Contract with America in 1994. The wily Clinton declared the era of Big Government to be over, streamlined the welfare system and comfortably won over the Bush-like Bob Dole in 1996.
Then came Dubya. A professed Reaganite, claiming to admire Reagan more than his own father, but touting a "compassionate conservatism" that was entirely comfortable with unseemly increases in government expenditure and ultimately, the first big bailout.
By this time America had almost lost its identity to throngs of inexpressibly stupid youngsters as precisely dumb as the vicious Dewey/Gramsci/Alinskyan Progressive education system intended them to be - the creatures to whom I collectively refer as Airhead America, ready for any demagogue to have them, as Ayn Rand would have put it. Not just any demagogue did, but the most glib and arguably the most evil one on the planet: Barack Hussein Obama. This community organiser immediately set about nationalizing not just medicine but the auto and banking industries and running up a trillion dollar deficit in pursuit of his proposition that government is not the problem, but the solution.
Not Reagan or the Founding Fathers who inspired him, I was ready to conclude, but Airhead America had finally prevailed once and for all.
Remarkably, inexplicably and imperceptibly at first, it seems millions of Americans have retained or somehow acquired in the face of all odds an awareness of and commitment to the founding ideals of their nation. After years of weasel-worded me-tooing by their party, Republicans are just about to come out with this:
America is an idea—an idea that free people can govern themselves, that government’s powers are derived from the consent of the governed, that each of us is endowed by their Creator with the unalienable rights to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. America is the belief that any man or woman can—given economic, political, and religious liberty—advance themselves, their families, and the common good.
America is an inspiration to those who yearn to be free and have the ability and the dignity to determine their own destiny.
Whenever the agenda of government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the right of the people to institute a new governing agenda and set a different course.
These first principles were proclaimed in the Declaration of Independence, enshrined in the Constitution, and have endured through hard sacrifice and commitment by generations of Americans.
In a self-governing society, the only bulwark against the power of the state is the consent of the governed, and regarding the policies of the current government, the governed do not consent.
An unchecked executive, a compliant legislature, and an overreaching judiciary have combined to thwart the will of the people and overturn their votes and their values, striking down long-standing laws and institutions and scorning the deepest beliefs of the American people. An arrogant and out-of-touch government of self-appointed elites makes decisions, issues mandates, and enacts laws without accepting or requesting the input of the many.
Rising joblessness, crushing debt, and a polarizing political environment are fraying the bonds among our people and blurring our sense of national purpose.
Like free peoples of the past, our citizens refuse to accommodate a government that believes it can replace the will of the people with its own. The American people are speaking out, demanding that we realign our country’s compass with its founding principles and apply those principles to solve our common problems for the common good. The need for urgent action to repair our economy and reclaim our government for the people cannot be overstated.
With this document, we pledge to dedicate ourselves to the task of reconnecting our highest aspirations to the permanent truths of our founding by keeping faith with the values our nation was founded on, the principles we stand for, and the priorities of our people. This is our Pledge to America.
Now, it's discomfiting to be sure that this Pledge invokes the collectivist and indefinable concept of the "common good" that is nowhere mentioned in the original Declaration of Independence, and that the "general welfare" provision of the very Constitution with which Republicans seek to make all future legislation reconcilable might still accommodate within its rubric all manner of socialist foulness; I'll still settle for this Pledge and root for its advocates. They have eschewed Christian bigotry and confined themselves to economic and defense measures which, on preliminary perusal at least, are unexceptionable and eminently desirable from a freedom-lover's vantage point.
Examples:
- Permanently stop all job-killing tax hikes.
- Award small businesses a tax reduction of 20 percent of business income.
- Reining-in of government red tape.
- Repeal of "job-killing business mandates." This specifically refers to a provision in the health care law that requires businesses to report to the IRS any transaction over $600. Small businesses argue the requirement is cumbersome.
- An immediate reduction in all federal spending and a cancellation of all unspent stimulus money.
- A cut in government spending to pre-stimulus and bailout levels.
- The imposition of a "hard cap" on discretionary spending, meaning the government can't go above a certain level.
- Repeal and replace the health care reform law and instead approve medical liability reform legislation.
- A requirement that all bills lay over for 72 hours in the House before being voted on.
- The mandate that all lawmakers writing legislation must include a clause in the measure demonstrating that the bill would be "Constitutional" if enacted.
- The demand that terrorism suspects be kept off U.S. Soil.
 
Etc.
Yes, it's entirely possible they don't mean any of it and are saying it only because Americans have signified through their tea parties that they're mad as hell and are not going to take it any more. But this now-seasoned Objectivist is optimistic, even as official, authorized Objectivism militantly remains conscientiously dismissive and irrelevant. There is the fact of the tea parties themselves, an "irate and tireless minority" that has grown beyond all expectation since the first tentative sending of tea-bags to the White House. And there are the "young guns" whom one sees regularly on Fox News, like Marco Rubio and Paul Ryan: articulate and attractive young men with fire in their bellies for the founding principles of their great nation, one of the likes of whom will undoubtedly be president as soon as the current Jimmy Carter clone is removed.
As a mainstream radio and TV anchorman and budding (non-mainstream) Objectivist libertarian back then, it was wonderful for me to find myself regularly uttering the words, "President Reagan" over the airwaves. I didn't imagine I would find the reasons for that joy being reversed so soon. But I am confident that the reversal is about to be reversed. Yes, much will remain for us Objectivists to do, and at a fundamental level, where we trump superstition with reason and sacrificialism with rational egoism. But in the interim the Pledge to America bespeaks more than a breathing space for liberty; it is veritable oxygen.
 
Yes, Mr. President, We Know Who You Are
[SOLO, 13 October 2010]
When Barack Obama's presidential seal prophetically fell off his lectern mid-speech a few days ago, the president retrieved the situation with characteristic aplomb. "All of you know who I am," he quipped.
What the presidential panache could not smooth over was the fact that the incident was prophetic precisely because people do indeed now know who Obama is—and are about to deal him a mortal rebuff on account of it. Even those who know it and like it, such as the slimy socialist George Soros, are predicting the burial of Democrats in an "avalanche" in the upcoming midterm elections. 
So who is Obama again? 
Obama is Obamugabe, the man who thinks the solution to disasters caused by too much government is even more government. The Marxist Mugabe nationalized farms and sent the printing presses into overdrive; hyper-inflation and starvation have been the result. The neo-Marxist Obamugabe semi-nationalized the banking, health and auto industries and sent the printing presses into overdrive (as well as placing America in hock to Communist China); a return to Jimmy Carter's stagflation will be the result.
Obamugabe is the man who extolled "spreading the wealth around" in a country that supposedly headed off Communism in the Cold War.
Obamugabe is the man who uses the terms "millionaire" and "billionaire" pejoratively in a country where they used to be compliments, connoting a love of achievement and virtue.
Obamugabe is the man who, in his zeal to tax millionaires and billionaires more, is about to tax everybody more. 
Obamugabe is the man who, as a community organiser, steeped himself in the communism-by-stealth teachings and tactics of Saul Alinsky and lapped up anti-American, anti-white sermons by black racist, Rev. Jeremiah ("God Burn America!") Wright.
Obamugabe is the man who launched his senate campaign with the support and in the presence of terrorist murderer William Ayers.
Obamugabe is the man whose Administration looks the other way when thugs intimidate voters ... if the thugs are black.
Obamugabe is the man who sent back to Britain a bust gifted to the White House of Winston Churchill because Churchill once put down a rebellion of Mau Mau savages in Kenya, land of Obamugabe's anti-West father.
Obamugabe is also Osama Obama, Mirandizing terrorists, bringing them to America for trial, insisting that the War on Terror be recast as an Overseas Contingency Operation, betraying Iranian dissidents, doing nothing as that country's Islamofascist regime acquires a nuclear capacity, considerately serving notice to the Islamostoners in Afghanistan that American troops will be out of there in a year.
Obamugabe is also ObaMcCarthy, in these past few days accusing the Chamber of Commerce of donating money illegally obtained from offshore to Republicans, without offering a shred of evidence. His minion Axelrod, asked if he had evidence that the Chamber was illicitly raising money from foreign sources, asked in return if his questioner had evidence that it wasn't!
Yes, Mr. President. We know who you are.
You're a liar, an appeaser, a traitor, a racist and a communist.
You're The Anti-American President.
And you're history.
Obama the Smarmer
[SOLO, 30 January 2012]
The brazen deceitfulness that pervaded President Obama's State of the Union address last week has been duly noted in the days since. Many commentators have wondered publicly what I asked incredulously of the innocent TV set privately: “How can you say that with a straight face?!” 
The President's claim, for instance, to embrace an “all-of-the-above” approach to energy, having just kyboshed the Keystone XL oil pipeline and advocated hard for the fashionable anti-carbon superstition—jaw-droppingly mendacious!
His boast that “America is back” and “anyone who tells you that America is in decline or that our influence has waned, doesn’t know what they’re [sic] talking about”—his America that recently received an unprecedented credit downgrade and is running debt at over 100% (and rising) of GDP. 
His (premature) celebrating of the outcomes of wars which he opposed and from which he is prematurely retreating.
His pledge to “advocate for those values that have served our own country so well.  We will stand against violence and intimidation.  We will stand for the rights and dignity of all human beings—men and women; Christians, Muslims and Jews.  We will support policies that lead to strong and stable democracies and open markets, because tyranny is no match for liberty," when he, the master-appeaser, conspicuously, gutlessly and disastrously refused to support the Tehran uprising of early 2009.
Or how's this for breathtaking effrontery?: 
In 2008, the house of cards collapsed.  We learned that mortgages had been sold to people who couldn’t afford or understand them.  Banks had made huge bets and bonuses with other people’s money.  Regulators had looked the other way, or didn’t have the authority to stop the bad behavior.It was wrong.  It was irresponsible.  And it plunged our economy into a crisis that put millions out of work, saddled us with more debt, and left innocent, hardworking Americans holding the bag.
 
Excuse me? Would that be the house of cards created by the Community Reinvestment Act of Obama's pin-up, Jimmy Carter, whereby for politically correct reasons of ethnic equity banks and other lenders were cajoled into making loans to those who could not afford them? The same Community Reinvestment Act put on steroids by President Clinton?
The fork in the presidential tongue must have nearly severed that slime-coated organ altogether when he got to: “We don’t begrudge financial success in this country. We admire it.” This from the President who has made “millionaires” and “billionaires” pejorative terms, who went on to insist that people earning a million dollars or more should have at least 30% of it confiscated in taxes in order to be paying their “fair share.” Never mind that the unjustly reviled 1 per centers already account for 36% of federal tax revenues. “Fairness” when seeping from Obama's orifice is fair in an Orwellian sense, as in the Newspeak of 1984, whereby freedom is slavery. In Obamaspeak, fairness is unfair, unfairness is fair. 
But none of this is what really bugged me the other night. We already know the anti-American President is a socialist, a liar and a hypocrite. That's not what disturbed me about the State of the Union address—it was just vintage Obamarx. What really got under my skin was his shameless smugness, the contemptuous confidence he oozed that he's getting away with it all and is openly laughing at the voters for being cretinous enough to be taken in by it. Look at his concluding paragraph:
Each time I look at that flag, I’m reminded that our destiny is stitched together like those 50 stars and those 13 stripes.  No one built this country on their own.  This nation is great because we built it together.  This nation is great because we worked as a team.  This nation is great because we get each other’s backs.  And if we hold fast to that truth, in this moment of trial, there is no challenge too great; no mission too hard.  As long as we are joined in common purpose, as long as we maintain our common resolve, our journey moves forward, and our future is hopeful, and the state of our Union will always be strong.
The problem is not that it's a bunch of risible platitudes, though it certainly is that; nor that to the extent that it means anything, when emanating from Obama's mouth it means “one neck, ready for one leash,” in Ayn Rand's words. No, the thing that consternates me more than anything is that Osmarmer knew he could emit such unmitigated dribble and have it work for him out there in Airhead America. The Gramscified generations are now so much in the ascendancy that a president spouting such malignant mush will be cheered to the echo—and re-elected. We saw it in 2008 with “change you can believe in.” The “change” in question of course was from semi-socialism to full-blown socialism; Generation Airhead thinks "socialism" is what it engages in on Faecesbook. 
Yes, the President knows he has hordes of dumbed-down voters in his palm and is relishing playing to their dumbness. Never mind that he has wrought economic ruin and consummated the abandonment of Americanism begun and expedited by certain of his predecessors. He is swaggering inexorably and with insufferable smugness towards victory. And that bugs me like hell.
Bush's Bailout Bolshevism
[SOLO, 3 August 2008]
"The business of America," said President Calvin Coolidge, "is business."
He might have added that the business of American government, consistent with securing the rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, is to let business get on with its business. But President Coolidge was renowned for not uttering more than one sentence, if that, at a time. It was of him that Dorothy Parker famously asked, when told of his death, "How can they tell?" 
By the time he made the foregoing statement, government was most emphatically not minding its own business, and meddling shamelessly in everyone else's. It even prohibited its citizens from drinking alcoholic beverages. It meddled in business via the Federal Reserve, set up in 1913 in a de facto nationalisation of the banking system. Ostensibly independent, the Fed's informal mandate was well enough understood—to keep politicians popular by facilitating an endless boom through artificially easy credit. The normal market correctives that would have disciplined wayward investors were not allowed to apply—A could be non-A if the Fed decreed. "Irrational exuberance" ruled. 
After the Great Crash of 1929, the administration of Republican president Herbert Hoover and Congress responded by meddling even more in business and exacerbating everyone's pain in the process. They enacted the biggest tax hike in American history to that time, with top earners pinged more than 70%; they raised taxes on corporations; they raised tariffs; they booted out Mexicans; they set up the Reconstructive Finance Corporation (RFC) to provide government-guaranteed loans (sound familiar?) to banks, railroads and farmers. Any notion that business was no business of government went well and truly out the window.
Democratic presidential nominee Franklin D. Roosevelt lambasted Hoover for thinking that “we ought to center control of everything in Washington as rapidly as possible," and for leading "the greatest spending administration in peacetime in all of history." Roosevelt's running-mate, John Nance Garner, accused the Republicans of "leading the country down the path of socialism."
On assuming power, of course, the Roosevelt Administration carried on down the exact same path and pushed the accelerator into the floor, expanding the role of the RFC and implementing a number of statist measures that collectively made up the "New Deal."
Fast-forward to 2008. Republican President Bush announces the government will be bailing out failed financial institutions with 700 billion dollars it doesn't have. (In fact, it already doesn't have a lot more than 700 billion dollars. A can be non-A by government fiat, apparently, and in the infamous words of New Zealand statist Sir Robert Muldoon, "Most people wouldn't recognise a deficit if they fell over one.") In America's free enterprise system, the President declares, government intervenes only when "necessary," and in this instance intervention is "essential."
Mr. Bush doesn't tell us what constitutes "necessary," but true free enterprisers would remind him that intervention when there is force or fraud is both necessary and essential. Then—and only then! Neither obtains in this instance! No one held a gun to the heads of stupid lenders and stupid borrowers and made them proceed with stupid loans. The nearest thing to that, actually, was government itself, from the bully pulpit, prattling about "affordable housing" and encouraging untenable mortgages. 
Free market writers have already traced the proximate origin of the recent disconnect between the markets and reality to Democratic President Jimmy Carter's Community Redevelopment Act, subsequently placed "on steroids," as one writer puts it, by the Democratic Clinton Administration. In truth, however, the fault doesn't lie just with one act by any particular administration, Republican or Democrat. For nearly a century now, politicians have encouraged the view among voters that they, the politicians, are best qualified to make them, the voters, happy and prosperous. They have turned the inalienable individual right to the pursuit of happiness into government-guaranteed affluence. They have turned elections, in H. L. Mencken's words, into "an advance auction of stolen goods." Voters, susceptible to bribes, have encouraged them in this delinquency. No politician can now afford to prick the bubble of good-times-without-the-goods.
President Bush says he wants to "address the root cause behind much of the instability in our markets." First, he must learn that markets are by their nature always more or less "unstable"—that's part of the fun and glory of freedom. But if by "instability" he alludes to the kind of tectonic cataclysm that currently threatens, he must acknowledge that government is the proximate cause and philosophical/ethical corruption is the root cause. Voters must learn anew what "inalienable rights ... to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness" really means. They must stop expecting government to nanny them, and government must stop trying to oblige them. Politicians and voters must let the corpse of socialism lie down. 
In the short term, a painful reminder, of the kind that the President is trying to spare us, that A is A after all, might be precisely the spur to enlightenment that is needed. And deserved. Postponing the inevitable will only make it worse.
The Rice for the Putts
[SOLO, 27 July 2010]
I wonder how many television viewers there are like me for whom watching the six o’clock news on TVNZ or TV3 was until recently a staple of their daily routine but who now repair to online sources for their news because the network bulletins have become unwatchable—or more precisely, unlistenable?  
An army of airheads has been let loose on the airwaves who have no business being anywhere near a microphone sounding the way they do. They don’t speak, they quack. Many newsreaders and most reporters on flagship news bulletins now sound like panicked ducks at the start of the shooting season. Their employers, far from being alarmed by the situation and sending their uneducated charges off for remedial speech training, embrace the barbarian triumph as a victory for the authentic Kiwi accent. It is nothing of the sort. The quacking epidemic spawned by TVNZ and TV3 is now a national plague and an international joke, an unseemly blight on a nation claiming to be civilised. In recent weeks, high-profile commentators Karl du Fresne, Deborah Coddington and Janet Wilson (herself a former television reporter) have rung alarm bells about it.
As I put it myself in my online Kiwis Don’t Quack campaign (lindsayperigo.com): 
The barbarians have not stormed our ramparts; they have been bred within them—by our schools, universities and media. They are on radio and television, and on our sports fields; they are in our classrooms, theatres, medical schools and law faculties. Their quacking, droning, grunting and mumbling are our worst form of noise pollution. Their "yeah-no," "you-know," "like, like," "awesome," "cool," "wodevva," and so on are the bane of coherent conversation. Their mangled vowels and muddied consonants make swine sound educated. They are clueless about the distinction between “children” and “choowdren,” “Wellington” and “Wawwington,” “vulnerable” and “vunrable,” “the six o’clock news” and“the sucks o’clock news,” "showers" and "showwwwwwaz," “known” and “knowen,” “well” and “wow,” “health” and “howth,” “New Zealand” and “New Zilland,” etc. (And that's just the Prime Minister!) The locus of their emissions is not the mouth but the nose. Their assault on the English language is a [N]ational scandal. Theirs is not an accent; it is a disease.
It may be too late to stem the barbarian tide. Many people, including a revered former newsreader schooled, like me, at the long-defunct NZBC Announcer Training Centre, have ventured to me in private that the disease is entrenched and irreversible. Try to draw attention to it and you’ll be closed down. On Radio Live a few weeks back I played a couple of clips of leading news reporters in full quack. I neither named them nor specified for which network they were quacking—I had recorded 20 such clips from both TVNZ and TV3 bulletins. As it happened, the two clips I played were of TV3 reporters. TV3’s Head of News and Current Affairs, Mark Jennings, immediately fired off an e-mail to Radio Live Manager Mitch Harris calling me a “prick” and in effect demanding I be taken off air. When the Business Herald’s John Drinnan got wind of the story, Jennings acknowledged there was indeed a problem with his reporters’ speech, but Perigo couldn’t be the one to fix it since he had hurt their feelings! Mitch Harris, for his part, ordered me not to raise “old fart” concerns like speech standards again (I walked out). 
People like Jennings, whom we expect to act as gatekeepers for the language, if not in fact militantly committed to its destruction, certainly behave as though they are. At TVNZ’s birthday bash celebrating 40 years of network news last year, Jennings’ TVNZ counterpart, Anthony Flannery, said it was a matter of pride for him that a voice-over leading into the six o’clock news now called it the “sucks o’clock news.” 
Flannery declined an invitation to discuss the matter with me over a drink, fobbing me off with, “I’m sure you’ll continue to keep us on our toes.” These linguistic thugs are part of a Media Mediocrity Mafia that, while not illegal, is certainly criminal. Ostensibly the two channels are in competition with each other; the only discernible contest between them as best I can tell is a race for the pits. Or “rice for the putts” as their reporters would have it.
It’s no longer just that the content of the bulletins is braindead—someone pointed that out 17 years ago; it’s that the delivery is now braindead too—a clear case of arrested development. In their childlike glottal stops (“thuh office”), their selective emphasis that is 100% wrong (hitting conjunctions and prepositions—”Woow arroyv UN Wawwington ET sucks o’clock?”), their spluttering nasality, their unprecedented capacity to combine dim-witted droning and silly sing-song, their inability to scan ahead and phrase intelligently, our reporters are stuck at the level of an infant. It may be that they are not truly the “airheads” that I just called them, but they certainly seem like airheads with such retarded speech patterns. No, one is not demanding they speak like the Queen, but is it too much to ask that they sound like educated adults? All that attention to how they look, and none whatsoever to how they sound! (Except when articulating Maori words. If it's good enough for Maori, why not English?) 
One of my pupils, a budding TV actor barely in his 20s, confessed that he was in deathly fear of being made to sound “posh.” Sounding “posh,” he believed, would activate Tall Poppy Syndrome, be “uncool” and jeopardise his career. By “posh” he evidently meant “plummy, like Sam Neill,” whose career doesn’t seem to have suffered for it. I pointed to the impeccably Kiwi rugby commentary trio of Grant Nisbett, Tony Johnson and Murray Mexted, all of whom speak clearly and well without sounding remotely “plummy.” And what about the beautifully-spoken Paul Holmes?
What does it matter, the barbarians’ cheerleaders will ask, as long as we get the gist of what they’re saying?! Dominion Post columnist Karl du Fresne answered this recently: 
“I have heard it argued that none of this matters as long as we can understand what people are saying, to which my response is twofold. First, it's physically painful to listen to some of these awful voices torturing the language; and second, it's getting to the point where we can't understand them. It's only a matter of time before we'll need subtitles on the TV news bulletins to explain what some female journalists and newsreaders are saying.”
And there’s more, a compelling reason why resistance to the barbarian onslaught is not just a quaint preoccupation of “old farts.” George Orwell said it best:
Most people who bother with the matter at all would admit that the English language is in a bad way, but it is generally assumed that we cannot by conscious action do anything about it. Our civilization is decadent and our language—so the argument runs—must inevitably share in the general collapse. It follows that any struggle against the abuse of language is a sentimental archaism, like preferring candles to electric light or hansom cabs to aeroplanes. Underneath this lies the half-conscious belief that language is a natural growth and not an instrument which we shape for our own purposes.
Now, it is clear that the decline of a language must ultimately have political and economic causes: it is not due simply to the bad influence of this or that individual writer. But an effect can become a cause, reinforcing the original cause and producing the same effect in an intensified form, and so on indefinitely. A man may take to drink because he feels himself to be a failure, and then fail all the more completely because he drinks. It is rather the same thing that is happening to the English language. It becomes ugly and inaccurate because our thoughts are foolish, but the slovenliness of our language makes it easier for us to have foolish thoughts. The point is that the process is reversible. Modern English, especially written English, is full of bad habits which spread by imitation and which can be avoided if one is willing to take the necessary trouble. If one gets rid of these habits one can think more clearly, and to think clearly is a necessary first step toward political regeneration: so that the fight against bad English is not frivolous and is not the exclusive concern of professional writers.
A New Zealand in which quacking is as universal as it’s threatening to become will be intellectually bankrupt. Its democracy will be a travesty of freedom as vapid voters who routinely quack inanities such as “Yeah, no, I’m like, oh my god, that’s so totally awesome” will thus mindlessly endorse the most unconscionable bribes offered by the most unscrupulous politicians.
Not only being able to watch the news again, but also freedom and civilisation themselves, are at stake.
The Parochialism of Evil
[SOLO, 3 June 2010]
You know the world's gone mad when you risk being beheaded for offending the unspeakably offensive, such as barbarian Islamo-Fascists with entitlement mentalities.
You know it's gone mad when the "sin" of offending anyone is considered the gravest sin of all. 
You know it's gone mad when the "offended" are trundled off for counselling by tut-tutting social workers.
It's the sort of topsy-turvy world in which Israel is condemned for protecting herself against primitive savages intent on destroying her.
It's the sort of world in which every time a gunman goes on a spree there are calls for yet tougher gun laws so that the innocent will find it even harder to defend themselves.
It's a world in which anything mediocre and/or evil becomes an icon, while the excellent and the good are savaged.
But even in such a world, would you have expected this?: 
In yet another nod to the protection of fledgling self-esteem, an Ottawa children’s soccer league has introduced a rule that says any team that wins a game by more than five points will lose by default.
The Gloucester Dragons Recreational Soccer league’s newly implemented edict is intended to dissuade a runaway game in favour of sportsmanship. The rule replaces its five-point mercy regulation, whereby any points scored beyond a five-point differential would not be registered.
Kevin Cappon said he first heard about the rule on May 20 — right after he had scored his team’s last allowable goal. His team then tossed the ball around for fear of losing the game.
He said if anything, the league’s new rule will coddle sore losers.
“They should be saying anything is possible. If we can get five goals really fast, well, so can the other team,” said Kevin, 17, who has played in the league for five years. “People grow in adversity, they don’t really get worse…. I think you’ll see more leadership skills being used if a losing team tries to recuperate than if they never got into that situation at all.”
Kevin’s father, Bruce Cappon, called the rule ludicrous.
“I couldn’t find anywhere in the world, even in a communist country, where that rule is enforced,” he said.
Mr. Cappon said the organization is trying to “reinvent the wheel” by fostering a non-competitive environment. The league has 3,000 children enrolled ranging in age from four to 18 years old.
“Everybody wants a close game, nobody wants blowouts, but we don’t want to go by those farcical rules that they come up with,” he said. “Heaven forbid when these kids get into the real world. They won’t be prepared to deal with the competition out there.” …
[Club director] Mr. Cale said the league’s 12-person board of directors is not trying to take the fun out of the game, they are simply trying to make it fair. The new rule, suggested by “involved parents,” is a temporary measure that will be replaced by a pre-season skill assessment to make fair teams.
Sometimes the clue to global outrages is provided by parochial ones. In the form of this Mr. Cale and his "involved parents," their Orwellianly perverted concept of "fairness," the equating of self-esteem with infantile narcissism and the diabolical determination to ensure all humans become infantile narcissists with entitlement mentalities, we see a significant reason for today's headlines. 
Ayn Rand's Steven Mallory, one of the good guys in her novel, The Fountainhead, spoke of a "drooling beast" ruling the world: 
Listen, what's the most horrible experience you can imagine? To me—it's being left, unarmed, in a sealed cell with a drooling beast of prey or a maniac who's had some disease that's eaten his brain out. You'd have nothing then but your voice—your voice and your thought. You'd scream to that creature why it should not touch you, you'd have the most eloquent words, the unanswerable words, you'd become the vessel of the absolute truth. And you'd see living eyes watching you and you'd know that the thing can't hear you, that it can't be reached, not reached, not in any way, yet it's breathing and moving there before you with a purpose of its own. That's horror. Well, that's what's hanging over the world, prowling somewhere through mankind, that same thing, something closed, mindless, utterly wanton, but something with an aim and a cunning of its own.
The disease that's eaten his brain out has momentous names, such as "Immanuel Kant" and "John Rawls" and "Richard Rorty." But the beast himself has extremely prosaic names and guises, such as "Mr. Cale," "involved parents" and "the five-point rule."
Be alert to the parochialism of evil.
Let's Have a Human Life Day!
[SOLO, 22 April 2010]
With the hysteria of another Earth Day upon us, it's timely to remind ourselves that on June 24, 1974, Time magazine, with the solemn imprimatur of eminent scientists and the gleeful approval of eco-fascists, warned that another Ice Age was imminent and we were all about to starve and freeze to death, notes SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo: 
http://www.time.com/time/magaz... 
 
Excerpts:
 
In Africa, drought continues for the sixth consecutive year, adding terribly to the toll of famine victims. During 1972 record rains in parts of the U.S., Pakistan and Japan caused some of the worst flooding in centuries. In Canada's wheat belt, a particularly chilly and rainy spring has delayed planting and may well bring a disappointingly small harvest. Rainy Britain, on the other hand, has suffered from uncharacteristic dry spells the past few springs. A series of unusually cold winters has gripped the American Far West, while New England and northern Europe have recently experienced the mildest winters within anyone's recollection.
As they review the bizarre and unpredictable weather pattern of the past several years, a growing number of scientists are beginning to suspect that many seemingly contradictory meteorological fluctuations are actually part of a global climatic upheaval. However widely the weather varies from place to place and time to time, when meteorologists take an average of temperatures around the globe they find that the atmosphere has been growing gradually cooler for the past three decades. The trend shows no indication of reversing. Climatological Cassandras are becoming increasingly apprehensive, for the weather aberrations they are studying may be the harbinger of another ice age. …
Scientists have found other indications of global cooling. For one thing there has been a noticeable expansion of the great belt of dry, high-altitude polar winds —the so-called circumpolar vortex—that sweep from west to east around the top and bottom of the world. Indeed it is the widening of this cap of cold air that is the immediate cause of Africa's drought. By blocking moisture-bearing equatorial winds and preventing them from bringing rainfall to the parched sub-Sahara region, as well as other drought-ridden areas stretching all the way from Central America to the Middle East and India, the polar winds have in effect caused the Sahara and other deserts to reach farther to the south. Paradoxically, the same vortex has created quite different weather quirks in the U.S. and other temperate zones. As the winds swirl around the globe, their southerly portions undulate like the bottom of a skirt. Cold air is pulled down across the Western U.S. and warm air is swept up to the Northeast. The collision of air masses of widely differing temperatures and humidity can create violent storms—the Midwest's recent rash of disastrous tornadoes, for example. ...
Whatever the cause of the cooling trend, its effects could be extremely serious, if not catastrophic. Scientists figure that only a 1% decrease in the amount of sunlight hitting the earth's surface could tip the climatic balance, and cool the planet enough to send it sliding down the road to another ice age within only a few hundred years.
"With the credibility of the current Anthropogenic Global Warming hysterics in the same tatters as Time's earlier panic over Global Freezing, would it be too much to ask that future Earth Days be cancelled and replaced by a Human Life Day?" Perigo asks. 
"That would be a day when we celebrated man's conquest of nature, savoured our labour-saving devices and high-tech creature comforts, marvelled at the distance we have come from the caves to which the eco-fascists wish to return us, relished the glories of the human mind ... and trumpeted the freedom and capitalism that have allowed it to flourish.
"The agenda of those marking Earth Day is not the flourishing of the planet but the impoverishment of man. Some even go so far as to wish him extinct. I would encourage them to follow their own nostrums personally and expeditiously, thus leaving the rest of us in peace to revel in our dominion over nature and drink several hearty toasts, accompanied by lashings of barbecued animal flesh, to its proud continuance," Perigo concludes.
 
BSA Gets One Right
[SOLO, 23 February 2010]
The Broadcasting Standards Authority, which should be abolished, has nonetheless made the right decision in refusing to censure TVNZ's Paul Henry for saying homosexuality is unnatural, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo, himself a former TVNZ presenter ... and shameless homosexual.
Henry, co-host of TV One's Breakfast show, made the comments during a discussion about a proposed law change to allow homosexual couples to adopt children. He said he was "iffy" about the law change and that homosexuality was "unnatural."
"Paul is quite wrong, of course," says Perigo. "Homosexuality is rife throughout nature, as he himself acknowledged in subsequent comments saying in effect that birds do it, bees do it, even educated fleas do it ... (a song by Cole Porter, yet another homosexual). Paul, as a father, ought to be 'iffy' about his own giggly girliness if he's going to be 'iffy' about such things at all.
"But if we ever get to the stage where Paul, or anyone else, is banned from saying homosexuality, or anything else, is unnatural, then we are just another Soviet Union, Nazi Germany or Iran in reverse. The ghastly tyranny of Political Correctness reigns, just when we thought, with Helen Clark's demise, that it didn't.
"The state broadcaster TVNZ, which itself ought to be abolished, is nonetheless to be congratulated on standing by Henry in the face of the firestorm of abuse that has engulfed him, especially after his entirely justified comments about the very ordinary Susan Boyle. Paul Holmes was very nearly crucified for his remarks about the 'cheeky darkie.' Let not Paul Henry be destroyed by a pink swastika where a black one failed," Perigo concludes.
When Tigers Become Pussies
[SOLO, 20 February 2010]
Tiger Woods's ritual self-abasement before the world today on the matter of his marital infidelities was pitiful, unnecessary and improper, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
"Unfortunately such obscene ejaculations by stars in public have become commonplace in a world which has forgotten, as have the stars themselves, that what consenting or solitary adults do in private is no one else's business.
"If his sponsors believe his private behaviour somehow represents a breach of contract, they are of course entitled to pull the plug," Perigo adds. "And Mrs. Woods is certainly entitled to divorce him. But Tiger doesn't owe the world-at-large anything—neither apologies nor explanations nor any other assorted blubberings—least of all on account of the pleasure and inspiration he and his superlative talent have brought that world. 
"Equally risibly fashionable is the notion that Tiger has a 'sex addiction' for which he requires 'therapy.' This grotesquery reflects America's being in the throes of a neo-Puritanical, neo-Prohibitionist hysteria where the sinfulness of any kind of pleasure is proclaimed at every turn, where the President is trying to tax tobacco companies retrospectively and force everyone into health care programmes, where the President's wife is on a mission to outlaw obesity, and where it will soon be wholly illegal to grow old disgracefully. The great Tiger Woods's abject capitulation to this hysteria is a far greater betrayal than his affairs. It's a betrayal of himself and of the freedom that made America unique. 
"The best thing Tiger could do is not to repair to the Buddhism of his youth, as he claims to intend. To re-embrace one type of superstition while capitulating to another is merely to compound his betrayal. It's to give the media-vermin a two-fingered salute and repair to his beloved golf course as though nothing had happened—because in terms of what is relevant to his golfing exploits, and in terms of what the world-at-large has any business knowing, nothing has happened. May Tiger quickly realize this, quit being a sniveling pussy, pull himself out of his ridiculous castration-therapy ... and reclaim his tigerness," Perigo concludes. 
21 Ways to Know You're an Airhead
[SOLO, 5 September 2009]
I often refer to Airhead America as being the harbinger of America's downfall. Here I propose to define "airhead" in order that airheads may recognise themselves and get themselves to nunneries, where at minimum they will do no harm, except (one hopes) to themselves.
You're an airhead if you:
1) Take umbrage at the characterization and treat your umbrage as a more important issue than your airheadery;
2) Chew gum;
3) Wear your shades on top of your empty head;
4) Answer your cellphone while driving;
5) Text while driving;
6) Chew gum while you're texting while you're driving;
7) Jerk off to headbanging caterwauling;
8) Jerk off to headbanging caterwauling while chewing gum while texting while driving;
9) Think Beethoven is a thrash/trash metal band;
10) Hear the real Beethoven and can't tell the difference;
11) Think Sinatra can sing;
12) Believe as an absolute that there are no absolutes;
13) Think sentiment and thought are mutually exclusive;
14) Value respectability for its own sake;
15) Equate value-solidarity with self-abasement and collectivism, and desert your friends, when they're fighting evil, on that basis;
16) Remain silent in the face of evil on any basis; 
17) Think one should try to charm scum rather than eviscerate it;
18) Think impoliteness to Hitler is worse than Hitler's crimes (see Babs Branden and the Brandroids);
19) Think "cool" is hot;
20) Intone "cool" and "awesome" over and over while jerking off to headbanging caterwauling while chewing gum while texting while driving with one's shades on top of one's empty head.
21)Think "wodevva" and "like" and a moronic shrug are, like, so totally a substitute for a coherent account of yourself.
O'Ranting O'Reilly and Michael-Mania
[SOLO, 20 July 2009]
I've earlier observed that Michael Jackson's brand of pop, though I'm not a particular fan of it, is more benign than the various types of "metal" to which I generically refer as "headbanging caterwauling" and which are actually not benign at all. I allowed that Mr. Jackson had great charisma, talent and energy, and that much of the animus towards him is born of envy.
But Mr. Jackson's cause is not well served by the ludicrous hyperbole some of his fans have uttered about him since his untimely death. One of the speakers at today's memorial service called him the greatest entertainer ever. However one defines 'entertainer,' and whatever one's criteria for greatness, such a judgment is bizarre on its face, and Mr. Jackson's fans would better serve their idol's memory by not destroying their credibility repeating it.
Worse than the hyperbole has been the hijacking of the mourning and celebrations by black racists claiming Michael as one of their own, notwithstanding his strenuous and grotesque efforts to make himself white and his undeniable appeal to folk across all racial divides. The prominence at today's service of such grandstanding charlatans as Jesse Jackson and Al Sharpton trying to portray Mr. Jackson as a Martin Luther King was risible. Their wholly insincere platitudes, uttered on the same platform from which Michael's daughter spoke so genuinely and heartbreakingly, were a jarring note, a dissonant chord, a gargoylery.
Still, the award for the most vile utterance of the day belongs not to the hyperbolists or the racists among Mr. Jackson's fans and friends, but an avowed enemy, Fox's Bill O'Reilly. In his Talking Points Memo today, Mr. O'Reilly condemned Jackson for his "incredible selfishness," citing the fact that Michael "spent hundreds of millions of dollars on himself." Excuse me, Mr. O'Reilly? Why shouldn't he have? Whose money was it? What business was it of yours on whom he spent it? Why is it virtuous to spend money one has earned oneself on others and a vice to spend it on oneself? As it happens, Mr. Jackson did spend hundreds of millions on charity; does he become virtuous in your eyes only when he gives it all away? Where do you suppose, Mr. O'Reilly, your morality differs from that of Hitler, Stalin, Osama, Obama or any of the America-haters whom you affect to despise? 
Rather than mindlessly espousing the world-view of the sadistic, repressed nuns of your childhood, Mr. O'Reilly, why not ponder the following, by Ayn Rand …
The Objectivist ethics proudly advocates and upholds rational selfishness—which means: the values required for man’s survival qua man—which means: the values required for human survival—not the values produced by the desires, the emotions, the “aspirations,” the feelings, the whims or the needs of irrational brutes, who have never outgrown the primordial practice of human sacrifices, have never discovered an industrial society and can conceive of no self-interest but that of grabbing the loot of the moment. The Objectivist ethics holds that human good does not require human sacrifices and cannot be achieved by the sacrifice of anyone to anyone.
 
... and then proceed to emancipate yourself from the sick immorality of self-sacrifice?
In the meantime, Mr. O'Reilly, for your comments about what Michael Jackson did with his own money, you are a pinhead.
Cultural Barometer: Home and Away
[SOLO, 3 July 2009]
As I type I'm awaiting the 6pm news on TV3. As usual at this time, the Australian soap, Home and Away is on. I've caught enough of it over time to be up to date with it. Apparently it's a runaway ratings success in Oz. I don't suppose it screens outside Oz and NZ, but if it did, I'd set it as homework for SOLOists to help them understand the state of the culture. 
Home and Away has the worst acting and lamest scripts ever. I doubt that there's any exception to this. It's just one long, inadvertently hilarious cliche. That's disappointing, given that the story lines can be quite inventive. Most disappointing, however, is the way the stories invariably resolve. Self-blame, self-pity and nauseating, weepy apologies are the order of every day. Everyone unashamedly minds everyone else's business. Altruism at its most mawkish is rife. Characters who display intimations of spunk invariably end up as abject weaklings, sniveling away about their shortcomings.  
Currently there's a character named Jeff who was introduced to viewers as an aspiring priest. Objectivist objections notwithstanding, this at least set him apart from the mindless uniformity and promiscuity of his peers (most characters in the soap are in their teens). Now he's become just another airhead who gets his girlfriend pregnant, another petulant prat who throws tantrums when things don't go his way. Most scenes in Home and Away end with someone flouncing off in a huff. 
Where it is most frighteningly reflective of the state of the culture is in its portrayal of contemporary youngsters as whining, attention-deficient, whim-driven, humorless conformists who quack through their noses. There once was a majestic middle-aged character named Morag Bellingham, a no-nonsense lawyer who expressed her contempt for airheadery in beautiful English but for whom the script-writers couldn't write lines equal to her presence. She seems to have been written out. The airheads rule. "Art" reflects life.
Home and Away really should screen in America. Airhead America deserves it! In fact, Airhead America is it! 
 
Free Speech—Use It or Lose It!
[SOLO, 10 June 2009]
Supporters of free speech should rally to their cause before it is lost altogether, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo, in the wake of an increasing tendency among politicians in traditionally free-speech nations to proscribe it.
In Australia, visiting celebrity chef Gordon Ramsay has just apologised for calling TV current affairs anchor Tracy Grimshaw a pig (while denying he had called her a lesbian). Ms. Grimshaw responded by calling Mr. Ramsay an arrogant narcissist. Airhead "celebrity-watcher" Perez Hilton weighed in from California accusing Mr. Ramsay of "sexist, homophobic remarks."
"So far, so funny," says Perigo. "All part of life's rough-and-tumble, signifying, in this instance, very little.
"What's ominous is that Prime Minister Kevin Rudd saw fit to put his oar in, calling Ramsay a new form of low-life, and the Deputy-Prime Minister also, saying Ramsay should return to his kitchen.
"What does it have to do with them? Were they expressing their views as private citizens (in which case who cares?) or as finger-wagging politicians with an itch to censor?
"Mr. Rudd was fresh from telling everyone associated with the satirical programme, The Chaser's War on Everything, that they should 'hang their heads in shame' over a skit sending up the Make-A-Wish Foundation's work for terminally-ill children. The premise of the skit was that if terminally-ill children have only a short time to live, it is not worth spending money on lavish gifts for them; one girl who wanted a trip to Disneyland was given a pencil case instead, another was given a stick instead of a meeting with Zac Efron. The programme has now been suspended for two weeks by the government-owned ABC. 
"As one blogger observed, 'People are so precious and keen to be offended that all sense of humour is lost. You couldn't get a dingo joke going nowadays! Bad taste it may be, but it's hardly a national disgrace.'
"In Britain, now-disgraced former Home Secretary Jacqui Smith has made a habit of banning 'hate-speakers' from entering that country. These have included Dutch MP Geerts Wilder, American talk-show host Michael Savage and anti-gay cleric Fred Phelps. This is the same Jacqui Smith who pushed Britain's infamous 42-day detention law through the House of Commons.
"Smith says she wants to keep out those who 'spread extremism, hatred and violent messages,' heedless of any distinction between speech and action and contemptuous of Britain's venerable tradition of unbridled free speech.
"President Obama, who has renamed the War on Terror an 'Overseas Contingency Operation'; President Obama, whose Congressional supporters want a reimposition of the Fairness Doctrine; President Obama, whose policies have just been described as leading to 'America's descent into Marxism' by Russia's Pravda newspaper; President Obama, friend of William Ayers and Jeremiah Wright; this same President Obama saw fit to say this in his recent speech grovelling to Islam in Cairo: 'The Internet and television can bring knowledge and information, but also offensive sexuality and mindless violence.' 
"What business of the President, sworn to uphold the Constitution and its First Amendment, is the content of the Internet, other than when it threatens the security of America and the individual liberty of Americans? Why does he mention it in a seminal international speech? Does Chavez-Obama have it in mind to follow China's example and require Internet Service Providers to block access to sites of which its rulers disapprove?
"The price of liberty is eternal vigilance. Worldwide the trend is away from free speech, usually in the name of not causing offence. It behoves those who still enjoy and value freedom of speech to use it lest they lose it," Perigo concludes.
Apologitis: Galt Aren'tcha Sick of It All?
[SOLO, 14 July 2009]
There's just been another of them on TV. An apology. Sickening and drawn-out as always. 
Former Australian footie star Matthew Johns, wife at his side, tearfully apologised for his role in group sex with a then-19-year-old seven years ago in a Christchurch motel. Johns manfully refuses to name the team-mates who also took part, and insists the "victim" was an enthusiastic and proactive participant. Apparently the police who investigated at the time agreed, since they didn't lay charges and reiterated today that they have no reason to do so. The mustachioed "female" reporter who interrogated him was fair seething with man-hatred, and badgered him to acknowledge the "power imbalance" in the motel room. 
Galt, aren'tcha sick of opportunistic slappers who, years after willingly going to a motel room and throwing their legs in the air, suddenly decide they were traumatised for life (which trauma, no doubt, can be alleviated somewhat by a gargantuan wad of money. Mr. Johns has been fired from his current admin position in the meantime)?! Galt, aren'tcha sick of rampaging feminazis straight out of Gender Studies, prattling about "power imbalance," posing as objective interviewers, pursuing their vendetta against half of humanity on the public airwaves?!
Just before that there was the Melissa Lee apology. Ms Lee is the sassy National Party candidate in the by-election in Mt. Albert, the seat thankfully vacated by former dictator Helen Clark (though not as sassy as the Libertarianz candidate, SOLO's founding co-webmaster Julian Pistorius). At a rowdy public meeting last night, Ms Lee observed that if the proposed Waterview Motorway went ahead, it might stop people from South Auckland coming to Mt. Albert to commit crime. Now, leaving aside the immorality of the motorway (see Glenn Jameson's press release) and leaving aside that scum could still exit off such a motorway at Mt. Albert and commit crime, Ms. Lee identified a fact: South Auckland is crawling with verminous crims. Oh, the outrage! An army of offended social workers and other residents of Mangere, the beneficiary capital of Aotearoa, were wheeled out to call for Ms. Lee's burning at the stake. Unfortunately, she bowed to pressure—some of it, no doubt, from her boss, Prime Minister John Key, all gooey from his telephone conversation with Barack Chavez-Obama. The media announced that Ms. Lee had "buried" her chances with her "gaffe." Frankly, I think she improved them significantly. But Galt, aren'tcha sick of sanctimonious taxpayer-funded social workers and the politicians who kow-tow to them?! Aren'tcha sick of apologies that should never be made, by decent people telling the truth? 
Of course, there's Barack Chavez-Obama himself, who dedicated an entire trip to Europe to apologising for the country he "leads." The "leader" of the greatest country on earth apologising to parasites who've ridden on its coat-tails for generations?!
This is the contemporary corollary of Rand's "hatred of the good for being the good." Apologitis. Apologies by the good to the haters of the good.
Galt, aren'tcha sick of it all??!!
The Inalienable Right to Get High
[SOLO, 11 May 2009]
Governor Arnold Schwarzenegger's call for a "great debate" about legalizing cannabis should be the catalyst for a great debate about ending the disastrous War on Drugs altogether, says SOLO Principal Lindsay Perigo.
"The infamous President Nixon instigated this unwinnable war in 1971," Perigo recalls. "As with the equally misbegotten alcohol prohibition of 1919-1933, the only actual winner has been organized crime. The big loser has been the founding tenet of America: freedom. The right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness implies ownership of one's own body, which subsumes the right to ingest any substance of one's choosing, regardless of the moral status of such an action. 
"Currently in the United States, 775,000 people have been deprived of their liberty and languish in jail for a cannabis offence. That's more than the total in jail for all types of violent crime—real crime—combined," Perigo notes. 
"On and below America's southern border a hideous battle is being played out among drug cartels, each other and American authorities trying in vain to curb the flow of drugs to the cartels' biggest market. Thousands have died and thousands more will die yet, unless this authoritarian catastrophe is halted. More people are now being murdered in Tijuana by the cartels than by Islamofascist filth in Baghdad. And the police cannot be relied upon to provide protection in a culture whose leitmotif is, 'Take a bribe, or take a bullet.' 
"In an echo of this madness in the Antipodes, a New Zealand policeman has recently been shot dead in what was described as a 'low-risk cannabis operation.'
"It's no surprise that even a statist like the onetime pro-freedom Traitornator is coming to his senses at a time when government revenues—California’s most notably—are shrinking with the economy. A 2008 study by Harvard economist Jeffrey A. Miron estimated that legalizing drugs would inject $76.8 billion a year into the U.S. economy—$44.1 billion from law enforcement savings, and at least $32.7 billion in tax revenue ($6.7 billion from marijuana, $22.5 billion from cocaine and heroin, the remainder from other drugs).
"The behaviour of government SWAT teams in waging the War on Drugs has often been indistinguishable from that of organised crime itself, except that the latter has been more efficient in confining itself to the elimination of fellow-scumbags, while SWAT teams have on several occasions burst into the wrong homes and summarily executed entirely innocent people.
"Congress itself, abounding as it does in crooked Democrats and sanctimonious Christian Republicans, all high on a tax-funded power-trip, has been persecuting athletes for taking steroids, when this matter is the business of the relevant private sports disciplines and their voluntary contractees alone.
"The War on Drugs is a disgrace, and subverts the credibility of America's claim to be the land of the free as seriously as any of President Chavez-Obama's economic policies," Perigo concludes.
Child-Molesters of the Mind
[Peritorial, Stratos TV, 27 March 2011]
Good evening and welcome to Perigo! I'm Lindsay Perigo and I'm dangerous. Perigo is Portuguese for danger and I want to be that to the enemies of reason, freedom and excellence. Tonight, the child-molesters of the mind who infest the state education system.
A few weeks back my attention was caught by this headline on Stuff: “Three Rs Too Much for Some Teachers.” 
The story said in part:
Some teachers are so lacking in literacy and numeracy skills that they cannot write adequate reports or do primary-school-level maths, secondary principals say. …
Anecdotal evidence from principals included teachers being unable to write reports, having poor reading comprehension, making basic punctuation, grammar and spelling errors, and being unable to help pupils' reading. Some teachers had difficulty completing basic multiplication, division, algebra and problem-solving, including "inability to do basic calculations without the assistance of a calculator, and the inability to solve basic mathematical problems which we would expect pupils in primary school to be able to solve."
Now, no one should be surprised at this given the NZQA criteria for NCEA unit standards specify that:
Any spelling, punctuation, and/or grammar errors that do not appreciably affect the intended message  
don't matter!
The education system all over the West has for decades been in the hands of state-worshippers intent on making everyone equally dumb and equally willing to do as the state demands.
A fact recognised and brilliantly dramatised by the late Kurt Vonnegut in his short story Harrison Bergeron, where those displaying intelligence are zapped by special headphones at the behest of the Handicapper-General, in accordance with special Amendments to the Constitution aimed at ensuring no one ever feels inferior to anyone else. 
In New Zealand our Handicappers-General are the Ministry of Education, the NZQA, the NRO and the teacher unions. The unions as we know have been resisting tooth and nail the introduction of national standards of literacy and numeracy. Why allow pupils to attain standards they themselves don't meet?
The tools of the Handicappers-General are things like the NCEA with its gibberish criteria that tell potential employers nothing. Weasel-words and sticky platitudes like “innovative” “creative” “across a range of” are the Handicappers-Generals' stock-in-trade. Listen to this, from the ERO, praising a particular high school:
Students benefit from a wide range of effective, stimulating and creative learning experiences. Information and communication technologies are an integral part of learning in a variety of innovative ways across the curriculum. Cooperative, interactive class activities, such as well structured and scaffolded group activities, reinforce independent thinking.
 
Well-structured and scaffolded group activities? What the hell does that mean?! And does it include the group activity I drew attention to some years back requiring students to achieve a consensus as to the location of the spleen in a cow's body? Consensus? It is where it is, and one can find out where that is by looking it up.
It's all bollocks, of course, this mushy gibberish, and its objective is the exact opposite of independent thinking. Its objective is mindless conformity, and it has been achieved in Generation Airhead: mumbling, gormless, gum-chewing, unable to focus or concentrate, addicted to instant gratification, obsessed with being seen as cool by fellow-airheads, abject fodder for demagogue politicians, conformists in extremis, proudly the property of the state. In a supremely Orwellian twist, this is what they call individuality! 
The Handicappers-General have done their job.
One of their principal tools for decades has been the Look-Say method of teaching reading. My guest tonight has fought a heart-warming battle against that crippling abomination. I hope his story will inspire you. Right now I want to put on the record again my view that the state should not be involved in education at all. Our friend Plato here believed that the state should separate children from parents at birth and regulate every aspect of a child's upbringing. Two and a half thousand years later, as the government extends its totalitarian tentacles more and more into early childhood education, if Generation Airhead doesn't persuade you Plato was wrong I don't know what will.
That's the Peritorial. Graham Crawshaw is next.
Down with Democracy
[Peritorial, Stratos TV, 27 March 2011]
Good evening and welcome to Perigo. I'm Lindsay Perigo and I'm dangerous. Perigo is Portuguese for danger, and I seek to be a danger to the enemies of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.
Tonight I want to endanger democracy.
Democracy, you say? But isn't that the same as liberty?
No it is not. Democracy places liberty at the mercy of morons and cannibals.
Winston Churchill once said that the best argument against democracy was a five-minute conversation with the average voter. These days, the average voter couldn't even sustain a five-minute conversation. Government education and the culture it has engendered have combined to make the mob unprecedentedly dumb, not to mention sullenly dependent. But still they have the vote. That's why we can't make any headway against the problems that assail us. 
Democracy, said my late friend William Weddell, is counting heads regardless of their content: and politicians have done their evil best to make sure that content is zero.
How democracy works can be summed up in 7 p-words: Power-lusting Politicians Promise to Plunder the Productive to Pay Parasites.
Politicians are parasites themselves. They produce nothing, unless you consider hot air and lies to be among the fruits of productivity, and live off some of that loot they steal from the productive, whose enterprises they somewhat perversely constantly thwart.
Politicians are interested in one thing only: power.
To get power in a democracy, they must garner votes.
To get votes in a democracy like ours, steeped in envy of and hatred for the productive, they must make promises to the unproductive.
They strive to outbid each other with money stolen from the productive. Elections become, as H.L. Mencken said, “advance auctions of stolen goods.” Politicians, said Nikita Khruschev, who knew, are the same the world over: they promises bridges everywhere, even where there's no river.
They may or may not intend to keep their promises; they don't actually care, as long as they win power.
Not for nothing are politicians regarded as among the lowest of life forms. They are. There are exceptions of course, and there is a role for politicians—honest ones—in a free and civilised society. Legalised thievery and thuggery is not part of it. What is? That'll be one of the questions I'll pursue with my guest tonight.
For now I want you to hold this thought, one of Thomas Jefferson's: “Whenever a man has cast a longing eye on offices, a rottenness begins in his conduct.” 
The same Thomas Jefferson observed, "A democracy is nothing more than mob rule, where fifty-one percent of the people may take away the rights of the other forty-nine." 
If he was right both times, as I believe he was, then the only person as rotten as the congenital power-seeker is the voter who gives it to him.
What is right is no more a matter of numbers than what is true. It's not democracy we should seek; it's liberty, with democracy entirely subordinate to it. Exactly what America's Founding Fathers intended.
And that's the Peritorial. Next, someone who thinks the answer to democracy is: more democracy. Muriel Newman, former deputy-leader of ACT, now Principal of the New Zealand Centre for Political Research, will be my guest when Perigo! returns.
Atlas Shrugged Movie
[Peritorial, Stratos TV]
Good evening and welcome to Perigo! I'm Lindsay Perigo and I'm dangerous. Perigo is Portuguese for danger and I seek to be that to the enemies of reason, freedom and excellence who rule the world in some shape or form.
There's a movie causing a bit of a stir in America right now. It's about what happens when the personifications of reason, freedom and excellence go on strike. Fed up with being persecuted and despised while carrying the world on their shoulders, they disappear to a secret safe haven where those who spit upon them while living off the wealth they create cannot touch them.
The movie, of course, is Atlas Shrugged, the first of a three-part adaptation of Ayn Rand's novel of that name.
 
[TRAILER]
 
When the novel came out, 54 years ago, it was vehemently attacked by all and sundry. Conservatives attacked it because it attacked religion; liberals attacked it because it attacked socialism. Intellectuals attacked it because it exposed them as charlatans and shysters, no better than witch doctors and with even less excuse. Moralists of all stripes hated it because it taught that man is not a sacrificial animal and “the purpose of morality is to teach you not to suffer and die but to enjoy yourself and live.” Ayn Rand herself acknowledged, nay boasted, that she was challenging the cultural tradition of 2500 years. The extraordinary thing was, for all the unremitting hatred poured upon it by all branches of the Establishment,  the novel became a run-away best-seller, cited in one famous survey as being the second-most influential book after the Bible.
Mark this, ladies and gentlemen: when it becomes the most influential book, and garbage like the Bible and the truly despicable Koran, not forgetting Mein Kampf and the Communist Manifesto, is widely derided as the life-hating, freedom-denying, mindless, superstitious, deranged excrement that it is, then the world will be able to become free, peaceful and prosperous, enduringly.
Now, with what used to be able to call itself the free world disintegrating exactly as Rand portrayed, with an openly socialist slimeball in the White House whose economic czars and their relentless regulations are straight out of the novel, the movie version is evoking a similar response. The critics are falling over themselves to deliver the smart-assiest one-line put-down.
“Atlas Shrugged: Part 1 is nearly as stilted, didactic and simplistic as Rand's free-market fable,” says the Washington Post.
“This comically tasteless and flavorless adaptation of Ayn Rand's bombastic magnum opus delivers her simplistic nostrums with smug self-satisfaction,” says the New Yorker.
“Ayn Rand's monumental 1,168-page, 1957 novel gets the low-budget, no-talent treatment and sits there flapping on screen like a bludgeoned seal,” says Rolling Stone.
One thing I learned a long time ago: when critics unanimously hate a movie, it's almost certain to be very, very good. 
The New York Post allows:
“Though a bit stiff in the joints and acted by an undistinguished cast amid TV-movie trappings, this low-budget adaptation of Ayn Rand's novel nevertheless contains a fire and a fury that makes it more compelling than the average mass-produced studio item.”
On my own website, SOLOPassion.com, philosophy professor Fred Seddon reports:
“Just saw the movie for the 3rd time. When I asked the ticket taker What was the most popular movie this weekend, he told me, ATLAS SHRUGGED. His theatre sold out at least one of the Saturday evening showings. The theatre I went to on Friday sold out 2 shows on Friday night. There was a round of applause at the end of the movie today. Go ATLAS.”
Atlas is going. The novel is back in Amazon's overall Top 20: it's enjoyed an astonishing comeback since the disastrous election of the disgraceful Obamugabe in fact—and the film is striking a timely blow against all the evil bastards like him who want Big Government in your face, your pocket, your bedroom, your boardroom. It may be too late, but if there is to be any hope, this is it.
That's the Peritorial. Next,  a clip from the movie, and you'll get to meet Ayn Rand herself.
Infantilism
[SOLO, 28 May 2011]
I have come to the conclusion that the generic obstacle in our path is: infantilism. I have reached this conclusion through pursuing my latter-day campaign against the abominable decline in speech standards whereby two thirds of the population now speak in the manner of retarded children, including in those vocations such as television reporter and flight attendant for which it used to be a prerequisite to be well-spoken.
Then I realised that, of course, speech standards are simply the latest link in the chain. The entitlement mentality which has been around for decades is infantile. The insistence that wishful thinking is as valid as objectivity, which has been around for millennia, is infantile, as of course is the wishful thinking itself and its accompanying mantra that objectivity is impossible anyway. Hatred of the good for being the good, the crab-bucket mentality, schadenfreude ... all of these are infantile. The mindless scream-fests, the amplified tantrums, the headbanging caterwaulings that pass for music currently, are infantile. Narcissism—the belief that everything is about oneself—chronic inability to listen, the morbid talking-over of others in what is supposed to be conversation ... all of this is infantile (and endemic within Objectivism, where many, I fear and suspect, believe it is what Objectivism mandates).
My take on the end of the world is that it will surely happen, though probably not at 6 o'clock tonight and not via tectonic upheavals instigated by irrationally incensed goblins. The core reason it will happen, in whatever shape or form it does so, is the preponderance of infantiles in the world. A world polluted by Slayer, Samantha Hayes and Patrick Gower and those who cannot tell how disgusting they sound (or who can but revel in it) is a world that will self-destruct ... and deserves to. The best that can be hoped for is that only the infantiles will be destroyed, giving the adults a chance to start over.
Of course, all of this is just another way of saying that where unreason rules, destruction will surely follow.
Man Qua Woman
[SOLO, 6 January 2012]
In a recent podcast, Objectivist legend Leonard Peikoff was asked:
"I am a member of my school’s student government at a Christian university. One student appealed for our support of a lesbian, gay and transgendered group. Currently, I am thinking of voting no, because transsexualism is immoral. What would be the moral vote?"
Dr Peikoff's answer was that "no" would indeed be the moral vote, since transgenderism is a "metaphysical assault on reality" and a "thorough corruption" with whose practitioners he would never voluntarily associate.
Objectivists have had to be dragged (pun intended) kicking and screaming into allowing that homosexuality is not, as Ayn Rand notoriously and ludicrously alleged, the result of "pychological flaws, corruptions, errors, or unfortunate premises ... immoral ... disgusting"; now it seems the process has to be repeated on the matter of transsexuality. 
Transsexuality arises from a conflict between one's anatomical and psychological genders. A transsexual may be a man who would rather be a woman or a woman who would rather be a man. (Personally I regard the former as deplorable and the latter as commendable, of course, since women are highly peculiar creatures and one should never aspire to be one or acquiesce without a struggle to already being one. But I digress.) The lengths to which people go to change their gender vary from cross-dressing to hormone treatment to what is called Gender Reassignment Surgery, reverently known as “cut-and-tuck” in the case of the male-to-female procedure. The causes of this conflict are unknown, but as best science and psychology can ascertain currently, if they are not innate or prenatal they might just as well be. Transsexuality is not a matter of choice, in other words—and since morality pertains only to that which is a matter of choice, to pronounce moral judgment on it is pointless and fatuous. One might as well denounce redheads for their unusual hair colour. (Howard Roark—metaphysical affront!) 
I am not sure if New Zealand's most famous drag queen, Carmen, had the cut-and-tuck—I did not know her that intimately—but it's certain that she transformed attitudes for the better and made the country freer. When she died recently at the age of 75, her obituary noted that of her many businesses,
the most famous was Carmen's International Coffee Lounge, a "flamboyant space" festooned with avant-garde European art, mirrors, and tropical fish, according to Te Ara, the Encyclopaedia of New Zealand. Although homosexuality was illegal, various types of sexual liaison were available. Patrons arranged their coffee cups in particular ways to indicate whether they were after a heterosexual, gay, transsexual, or drag queen encounter.
Should a police raid occur, an elaborate system of doors and stairways provided discreet escape routes.
"We had a secret door so you'd never know who was going up there," she said in a 2001 interview.
"We had plenty of famous people but I'm terrible with names - although I always remember sizes."
When she ran for mayor in 1977, Carmen campaigned for hotel bars to be open till midnight or even 2am; the drinking age to be lowered to 18; prostitution to be made legal; abortion to be decriminalised; homosexual acts to be decriminalised; sex education in schools for 14-year-olds; and nudity on some beaches -  all of which are now legal.
Now, it's clear that Leonard Peikoff would never be seen dead with such a metaphysical assault and thorough corruption as Carmen, but I'm proud to say I frequented her "flamboyant space" in those audacious days (I decline to disclose how I arranged my coffee cup) when one never knew when the next boorish police intrusion on consenting adults gathered in private might be. New Zealand was never officially a theocracy but there were certainly respects in which it resembled one, thanks to the institutionalisation of Goblian attitudes indistinguishable from Peikoff's.
Neither, presumably, would Peikoff ever shake the hand, even if he could reach it, of basketball star Lindsey Walker, previously known as Greg, who's been living as a woman for two years. According to the Daily Mail: 
A 7ft tall butch basketball star is undergoing a sex change - and will become the world's tallest transsexual.
Lofty American Greg Walker, now 25, grew up sports-mad with beautiful cheerleaders on his arm, but said he 'always felt different.'
Strapping teenager Greg - who has size 16 feet and weighs around 20 stone - regularly lifted weights and would ride motorbikes to mask his true feelings.
He had dozens of girls chasing him but shunned their advances, preferring to become friends instead and discuss fashion and 'girly' things.  In his early 20s, Greg - now Lindsey - was unable to continue the 'charade' and began wearing women's clothes.  
He then sought medical advice and began taking oestrogen to become more feminine and now boasts a curvy woman's body - and a 38B bra size. 
Now legally recognised as female after living as a woman for two years, Lindsey said: 'I was one of the popular kids in high school. 'I was smart and always had girlfriends and loads of girls chasing me. But it somehow didn't feel right, almost like it was a charade. 'I started to feel really isolated as thought here was something wrong with me and at 18 I started doing research secretly into why I was feeling so different from everyone else.
'Although I hid my feelings well I lived my life always knowing there was something different. By 21 I had hit my rock bottom and I started having emotional problems and turned to drink.
'Then one day it just clicked and I knew what I had to do. I started wearing women's clothes and later turned to female hormones to suppress the testosterone in my body.'
Lindsey, of Ohio, grew up as Greg and experienced a 'normal boyish' childhood as a keen sportsman and gifted basketball player.
He was offered a basketball scholarship to study economics and marketing at Central Michigan College, but dropped out aged 21.
He became increasingly isolated and changed his name from Greg to Lindsey. Lindsey then poured her heart out in a letter to her supportive parents explaining she had always felt and wanted to be a woman.  
The acceptance gave Lindsey the confidence to start wearing women's clothes and undergo a course of female hormones to become more 'womanly.'
She now proudly boasts a B-cup bra size and buys her fashionable clothes and high-heeled shoes to fit her size 16 feet from specialist websites online.
Lindsey is legally classified as a woman and is now saving up for full gender reassignment surgery, which she hopes to have by the end of the year or early 2013. Her supportive parents have accepted her decision although Lindsey is estranged from her younger brother. She has also contacted the Guinness Book of Records in the hope she will be officially recognised as the world's tallest transsexual.
Do we now await Peikoff's denunciation of Walker's freakish feet as a metaphysical assault, a thorough corruption, the immoral and disgusting result of flawed premises? If not, why not? Lindsey is as responsible for her foot-size as her sexuality, after all.
An Objectivist should repair to reality first and foremost in all things. His first question should always be, “What is the reality here?” not “What does Objectivism say?” If being an Objectivist requires one to spout such prudish nonsense as Peikoff's on transsexuality then an Objectivist I ain't. I appreciate that Peikoff would have the grace to acknowledge that his views on this subject are not part of Objectivism, and that even if they were they shouldn't be enforceable by law. But what harm is done to Objectivism when its leading exponent—of whom I use the term “legend” advisedly and with the sincerest respect—offers such ignorant and bigoted advice to inquiring and impressionable youngsters I shudder to contemplate.
As Carmen and Lindsey demonstrate, the lives of men qua women can be heroic too. 
RIP America—and It Serves You Right!
[SOLO, 29 June 2012]
America, qua Land of the Free and Home of the Brave, just died. Qua travesty thereof, good riddance. Cowards and cretins—now a majority of Americans—don't deserve the liberty that has just been definitively removed from them. They don't deserve the freedom they won't miss.
Even without the Supreme Court's thoroughly anti-American decision on Obamacare today, the Founding Fathers would scarcely recognize the semi-police state that their republic has become.
With this decision, the rebels against King George would need dental forensics to identify the charred remains of the greatest body politic in history—born of the rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, eventually to be torched by King Obama, with gas poured on by treasonists like Chief Justice Roberts.
The National Federation of Independent of Independent Business joined 26 states in the lawsuit against the Affordable Care Act (Obamacare). The Director the Federation's Legal Center, Karen Hamed, has just written:
We joined the lawsuit challenging the constitutionality of the health care law because, for months, we had heard from small business owners who were greatly concerned over the costs, the burdens and the impositions that the PPACA would bring. They believed it threatened their businesses, employees, families, and livelihoods. 
So we fought to the bitter end to keep their fears from playing out. 
Yet this case was about something bigger than health care policy, it was about preserving American liberty from the increasingly powerful hand of the federal government. 
Today marks a sad day in the history of America. With this decision, Americans have lost the right to be left alone, which Justice William O. Douglas once called “the beginning of all freedom.” 
It is painful to recognize that the liberties which our forefathers fought a revolution to secure have been lost. But it is clear that our original constitutional system has been thrown out, and we are left with only the democratic process to preserve our rights. That should be a sobering thought for anyone who values liberty.
Obamarx has won the right to force American citizens to buy health insurance because SCOTUS has deemed the penalty for not doing so a tax, notwithstanding Obamarx's vigorous claims to the contrary. As a tax, says SCOTUS, it is constitutionally permissible (in which case the Constitution clearly needs amending). To enforce the mandate under the Commerce Clause, rules SCOTUS, would be impermissible: the Commerce Clause allows the Federal Government to regulate commerce, but not to impose it. 
Understand the implications of this. The Federal Government may now, on the grounds that the penalty for non-compliance is a tax, force all adults to purchase anything it deems worthy—e.g., to invoke Justice Roberts's own example from the hearings, broccoli or cellphones.
Small wonder that the four dissenting judges wrote that in their view the law is "invalid in its entirety."
"We are left with only the democratic process to preserve our rights," says Ms Hamed. "That should be a sobering thought for anyone who values liberty." 
It is sobering because it means the preservation of rights is now dependent on a majority of American voters wanting to preserve them and voting accordingly. No such majority exists. By a process of Gramscian attrition, which I have traced in many articles, America has become Airhead America, where the very term "rights" is met with blank stares and glazed eyes. In that sense, the thought that the preservation of rights depends on these hordes of zombies is not sobering at all; it's enough to drive the most abstemious freedom-lover to drink.
Liberty-lovers, indeed, should rediscover their intoxication with freedom. They must KASS up. Foppish fumblings on Faecesbook will no longer cut the mustard. Freedom-lovers must reacquaint themselves with the Declaration of Independence:
We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness. — That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted among Men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed, — That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their Safety and Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly all experience hath shewn, that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future security. 
Freedom-lovers must at the very least, like the Sons of Liberty of old, hang effigies on their front lawns of freedom's enemies. They must remind themselves at every opportunity of Jefferson's words, "What country before ever existed a century and half without a rebellion? And what country can preserve its liberties if their rulers are not warned from time to time that their people preserve the spirit of resistance? ... The tree of liberty must be refreshed from time to time with the blood of patriots and tyrants. It is its natural manure." 
Freedom-lovers must convey that they preserve the spirit of resistance. 
As the airheaded vernacular would have it, "Ain't gonna happen." Instead, Obamarx will now cruise to re-election, and faint-hearted milksops among liberty's purported proponents will continue to remonstrate with me for calling him "Obamarx."
Under a re-elected Obamarx, Invoker-in-Chief of Arbitrary Executive Privilege, government will call the shots to an unprecedented and decisive extent. America's unique status in history as a place where the individual has the right to be left alone will be gone for ever. Obamarx will have achieved the fundamental transformation he promised, the fundamental change in the relationship between government and the individual cited by Justice Kennedy during the SCOTUS hearings in March.
We don't need to hear any more shots called by the government. We need to hear echoes of the shots heard around the world from Lexington in 1775.
The Dunce-ification of Everythink
[SOLO, 25 June 2012]
A shock-horror headline emblazoned on the front page of The Dominion Post's June 23-24 weekend edition asked, “Are we raising a nation of dunces?”
“Some kids are starting school unable to name a colour or even string a sentence together,” the article began, as though this were news. It isn't.
It's also not news that some kids still can't string a sentence together when they leave school.
An article in the Sunday Star-Times of June 25 then reported, “Hopes of an economic boom driven by a highly-skilled Kiwi workforce could be dashed by the number of illiterate and innumerate adults. One in five students is leaving school without qualifications. Some struggle so badly they cannot fill out the unemployment benefit form.”
Plus ça change. 
In 1996, the Adult Literacy in New Zealand survey of adults aged 16-65 found 66% of Maori and 41% of non-Maori were below the minimum level of literacy required to “meet the complex demands of everyday life and work.” 
A 2006 survey's results were no better: it found 43 per cent of adults with some sort of literacy issue, and half the population with numeracy difficulties.
Here's the Dominion Post of February 15, 2011:
“Some teachers are so lacking in literacy and numeracy skills that they cannot write adequate reports or do primary-level maths, secondary principals say. … Anecdotal evidence from principals included teachers being unable to write reports, having poor reading comprehension, making basic punctuation, spelling and grammar errors, and being unable to help pupils’ reading.”
The country is now caught up in a vicious circle arising from decades of state-mandated dumbing down in the education system. This process has been faithfully replicated on state (and now private) television—as I've written in my article, The Rice for the Putts, linguistic cretins are being hired for on-air jobs not just in spite of being unable to speak but because they're unable to speak.
Masterton Primary School principal Sue Walters says, "We get a lot of kids who come to school who just can't form proper sentences. They have very limited vocabulary and some are operating at a 3-year-old's level. You can't teach kids to read and write if they can't speak." Well, TV reporters in their 20s are speaking like 5-year-olds—with the active connivance of their bosses!
Massey University senior lecturer in speech and language therapy Elizabeth Doell says at the age of 5, a child should be able to construct a reasonably complex sentence, and have a certain level of vocabulary. But this is often not the case, she observes, and an urgent inquiry is needed to get to the bottom of the problem. "I don't think we truly know the extent of it."
Here's the bottom of the problem: the deliberate inculcation of mediocrity by the state over generations, manifest in the Look-Say method of the teaching of reading and an egalitarian hostility to speech standards rooted in the belief that polished, clear speech is unacceptably “posh.” The resultant oral and written ineptitude have fed upon and reinforced each other.
Given this part of a letter I received last year from then-Education Minister Anne Tolley, I'm not hopeful of an imminent reversal of the current collapse into cretinism:
Although there may be variation from school to school in the approaches they take to the teaching of reading, the majority of New Zealand schools follow the Ministry of Education guidance outlined in the key reference texts Effective Literacy Practice in Years 1 to 4 and Effective Literacy Practice in Years 5 to 8. In these publications teachers are urged to use a range of instructional strategies as they help students engage with meaningful texts. Such a balanced programme would include some phonics work, some use of known words and many other ways for readers to unlock and make sense of texts. [Translation: Look-Say and politically correct BS rule.]
I am interested in your observations about the speech of some of our young people. As you will know, language use, including oral language is not static. Our parents may well have mourned the decline they perceived in our speech patterns and pronunciation. In this age of technology, young people now hear a wide range of spoken language. Sometimes they may even deliberately use patterns different from those of their parents as a mark of their identity and individuality. Such is the nature of fluid and flexible language use as we all strive to make ourselves understood in the global world of today. [Translation: kids indeed speak as though they were morons. That's the way we want it: everyone sounding equally uneducated. For good Orwellian measure we'll call it “identity” and “individuality” precisely because it's the opposite of those things.]
Normally I'd advocate simply retrieving the thing from the clutches of the state and letting market forces generate a drive for remedial excellence. But all of society is now so steeped in barbarism that the private sector too is zombified. The state must act urgently to stop and reverse the rot it started and sponsored to such devastating effect. Hand in hand with the overdue revival of grammar, spelling and punctuation that is already supposed to be happening, the state must restore to phonics its former hegemony, and it must introduce speech-training into the curriculum, both for pupils and teachers.
What stake do I as a libertarian have in this matter? To quote Ms Walters again, “You can't teach kids to read and write if they can't speak.” And in a nation of inarticulate illiterates, liberty doesn't stand a chance. In the domain of dunces, demagogues dictate.
Of Bossyboots, Busybodies and Bloombergs
[SOLO, 3 June 2012]
In the Declaration of Independence, ratified in 1776, America's Founding Fathers affirmed that the role of government was to secure the inalienable rights of all citizens to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.
In 2012, the Mayor of New York affirms that the role of government is to forbid the sale of super-sized sodas.
Michael Bloomberg has announced a ban, not yet ratified, on the sale of sugary drinks in containers holding more than 16 ounces.
It is an illuminating snapshot of how far the United States has been dragged from its founding principles by obnoxious wowsers like Bloomberg that he can indulge his odious urges with such impunity.
"Big Brother Bloomberg," as Fox News's The Five have dubbed him, has already succeeded in banning the smoking of tobacco in public and the use of trans-fats in restaurants.
Bloomberg is now a one-man obesity nazi, on a mission to force fatties to shrink. He has bought into the latest dietary theology that sugar is the main cause of flab, and thinks it's government's job forcibly to limit how much of it citizens may ingest. 
The last time a politician took such an invasive interest in his subjects' health his name was Adolf Hitler. He too campaigned against tobacco, along with white bread and meat-eating.
If New York's citizens had any understanding of what the original Tea Party was all about, they'd eject Mayor Bloomberg from his office forthwith, before he bans smoking in their homes, criminalizes caffeine and reintroduces alcohol prohibition.
Instead, many are treating his proposed ban respectfully, as though he indeed has a right to institute such a thing. And disastrously, opponents are not staking out a position based on principle—that government under the American system has no business dictating how much sugar people may consume—but on quibbles as to whether sugar actually is the culprit (tacitly conceding that if it were, the move to restrict it would be valid). They also point out that the ban could be easily circumvented by the sale of two 16-oz sodas instead of one 32-oz one. These "arguments" remind me of the hypothetical group of folk, conjured up by Leonard Peikoff in his lecture on why people don't think in principles, who idly muse on whether it might be a good idea to rob a bank. "Which bank?" one of them asks.
Many of Bloomberg's opponents are of the "which bank?" ilk, toying with the proposition that robbing a bank might be OK but fretting over which one has the laxest security, the easiest escape route, etc. They forget what they were raised, rightly, to believe—that it's flat-out wrong to rob banks, period. Bossyboots Busybody Bloomberg is radically, fundamentally, treasonously out of line with the Declaration of Independence in his relentless Nanny Statism ... and this is what his critics should be hanging him in effigy for.
Here in New Zealand, the National Socialist Government has announced that the excise tax on tobacco will be raised 10% a year over the next four years, meaning a pack of 20 cigarettes will end up costing over $20. It has also set aside $20 million of taxpayer money to facilitate the path to a "smoke-free New Zealand" (no smoking in private homes?) by 2025. A freedom-conscious citizenry, smokers and non-smokers alike, would storm Parliament over intolerable outrages such as this. Alas, we do not have a freedom-conscious citizenry, just a flock of sheeple.
America once had, but no longer has, a freedom-conscious citizenry. "Don't tread on me" has become "please tread on me."
"The natural order of things," lamented Thomas Jefferson, "is for liberty to yield and government to gain ground."
In which case, paraphrasing Diderot, liberty will be safe only when the last pathological power-luster has been strangled with the guts of the last congenital control-freak.
And when its champions are able to defend it on principle.
Memo to Mitt: KASS Up!
[SOLO, 3 June 2012]
Mitt Romney's disavowal today of a proposed "attack ad" against President Obama based on the latest revelations about Obamarx's relationship with Rev Jeremiah Wright, was nauseating.
A new book by Ed Klein, backed up by hours-long audio of Klein's interview with Rev Wright, leaves no doubt that the President's ideological love-affair with the "God Burn America" cleric was much more intense than candidate Obama allowed in 2008, and that he was lying in denying it. It reinforces my own oft-repeated characterization of Obama as "The Anti-American President."
Two things enabled Obamarx to get away with his lies in 2008: the acquiescence of sycophantic media—and the refusal of John McCain to make an issue of his opponent's unsavoury connections, such as Wright and terrorist Bill Ayers. McCain, after an excruciatingly insipid campaign, lost the election, and delivered America unto Obamarx's agenda of socialism and appeasement. Now, he and his goofball Vice President routinely speak of millionaires and billionaires pejoratively, with impunity. The young, already steeped in airheadery, have had their entitlement mentalities endorsed and blessed as "The American Dream." Occupy Wall St has the unofficial imprimatur of the White House all over it. The country teeters on the brink of economic catastrophe, and foreign dictators treat it with open contempt. Obamarx may have divorced Wright when their marriage was exposed, but he has pursued his ex's agenda to devastating effect. While falsely accusing his critics of waging wars on women, the poor et al he has unleashed a real war on freedom.
Amazingly, Mitt Romney is now duplicating McCain's cowardice. He says the Wright affair should not be a campaign issue. He says making it so would be tantamount to "character assassination." This is extraordinary. Romney displayed no such squeamishness when "assassinating" the characters of Gingrich and Santorum during the primaries; why is he pulling back now, when KASSness is needed more than ever? Pointing out Obamarx's true nature and record is not character assassination—it's character identification. It's telling the truth. It's saving the greatest nation in history from four more years of disaster and evil which would spell its historic demise. This is not a time for pulling punches, much less going into limp-wrist mode. (And quite apart from anything else, do the Romney team seriously imagine Obamarx and his tawdry minions like Axelrod are going to return the favor?)
Romney repeatedly claims that Obama is "a nice guy." He must stop saying that. Obamarx is not a nice guy. He's a glib, seductive but fundamentally vicious demagogue who, when he pledged to "transform" America, meant to desecrate its founding principles and turn it into Greece on anti-stilts.
If Romney is intent on emulating Bob Dole and John McCain—twee, innocuous and hollow—he will assuredly suffer the same fate, just as Don Brash did here in New Zealand when he capitulated to the blandifiers. To avoid that fate he must aggressively attack Obamarx's anti-American agenda and character, and lay out a bold, pro-capitalist program of his own (much bolder than his present one). He must be prepared not only to ruffle feathers but pluck them. 
Memo to Mitt: in our current crisis, the land of the twee will become the home of the slave.
 
12 Heroes
AR—Ayn Rand: Audacious Revolutionary!
[SOLO, 31 December 2003 and The Free Radical, Issue 65, February/March 2005]
Last week I retraced the steps of SOLO in its three brief years of existence. Since I'm still in seasonally nostalgic mode, let me reminisce about the day Ayn Rand died, twenty-one years ago. I was presenting Morning Report on New Zealand's National Radio that day, and it fell to me to read the announcement of her death. As a recent, awe-struck young convert to her ideas, I found it difficult to report to the nation that her valiant heart had stopped beating.
Much water has flowed under the bridge since then, and I find myself asking, just what do I make of this unique woman now? Back then, I routinely carried a flaming sword on her behalf. I had all the unbridled zeal of a new convert, unable to understand why the rest of the world didn't "get it" straight away, all too ready to damn it as evil and stupid. Now, I get that way every third Tuesday only, or when reading something by Hayek. But Ayn Rand still means the world to me.
She was everything I ever wanted—and want—to encounter in another human being. Bored by trivia, exasperated by prattle, laser-fast in penetrating the core of things, sizzlingly passionate about her values, exultantly enamoured of greatness, devastatingly dismissive of mediocrity, shudderingly contemptuous of the air-headed Lillian Rearden-type preoccupation with "respectability," fearlessly defiant in her pursuit of the truth ... she was to me what Roark was to the boy on the bicycle. She rumbled the stars, and gave me the courage to face a lifetime on an earth crawling with maggots in human guise.
I had nearly got to meet her a year earlier. I was in America in my capacity as a New Zealand broadcaster, under the auspices of the United States Information Service. I could nominate whom I wished to meet and interview, and they would try to make it happen. I nominated Ayn Rand. The good folk at the USIS did their best, but we were told that, though not averse to the proposal, she was too ill to do interviews. In hindsight, I think I'm glad of that. I would assuredly have made a fool of myself. I was not yet persuaded of the entirety of her case, and would doubtless have said very silly things. Likely I would have provoked one of her legendary explosions. Yet, to have had the privilege of gazing directly into her big black eyes, of being dazzled first hand by that luminous intelligence ...
I am content to have been alive when she was, to have been a part of a generation influenced by her epoch-changing ideas, to be part of a generation imparting her total passion for the total height. We haven't heard the last of Ayn Rand by a long shot. Her shot will be like another in the history of the country she loved ... heard around the world. When this unspeakable Age of Nihilism finally collapses, its destruction will be in large measure her achievement.
May SOLO help speed the day.
Happy Birthday Atlas
[The Free Radical, Issue 27, October/November 1997, Issue 54, November 2002—February 2003 and Issue 65, February/March 2005; SOLO, 10 October 2002]
On October 10, 1957, Atlas Shrugged was published by Random House. Thirteen years in the writing, including two years on the novel's key philosophical exposition, Galt's Speech, Atlas instantly alienated all elements of the establishment. It still does. Yet according to an oft-quoted 1994 US Library of Congress poll, more respondents were influenced by it than by any other book apart from the Bible. And with sales of hard and soft cover editions still booming, forty-five years after publication, Atlas has clearly established itself as a twentieth century classic. The book that was reviewed, variously, as "execrable claptrap," "not in any literary sense a serious novel," "written out of hate," "grotesque eccentricity," "crack-brained ratiocination," "a pitiful exercise in something akin to paranoia," "longer than life and twice as preposterous," etc., has outlived the reviewers who denounced it so apoplectically.
An analysis of the reasons it was so hated yields also the reasons it is still so loved. Atlas, far more explicitly than Ayn Rand's previous best-seller, The Fountainhead, challenges, in Rand's own words, "the cultural tradition of two thousand five hundred years." It demolishes the sacrificial ethic that permeates most of the belief systems of that entire period. It repudiates the proposition that man's highest purpose and duty is to sacrifice himself—be it to God, the state, society or his neighbour. It roundly condemns the equation of ethics with suffering. "The purpose of morality," says one of its heroes in a startlingly direct and outrageous formulation, "is to teach you not to suffer and die, but to enjoy yourself and live." What?!
Thus did Ayn Rand enrage religious conservatives and secular "liberals" alike. In the latter category, Gore Vidal could write that Atlas was "perfect in its immorality;" in the former, Whittaker Chambers could lambaste it for its "materialism (this, of a book glorifying the human spirit)" and insist that from every page one could hear the command, "To a gas chamber—go!" (This, of a book whose climactic speech contains the following: "So long as men desire to live together, no man may initiate—do you hear me? No man may start—the use of physical force against others ... Do not open your mouth to tell me that your mind has convinced you of your right to force my mind. Force and mind are opposites; morality ends where a gun begins.") She demonstrated to all comers on the political spectrum that their fondly-held and fiercely-fought disagreements with each other were, at root, illusory. A home truth that those who heard it would rather not have. That is why the book was and is so hated.
Against their stale self-abasement and conformism, she urged man to rise, to achieve his proper estate: "an upright posture, an intransigent mind and a step that travels unlimited roads." That is why the book is so loved—by any human being who has not let his "fire go out, spark by irreplaceable spark, in the hopeless swamps of the approximate, the not-quite, the not-yet, the not-at-all."
The title Atlas Shrugged is, of course, an allusion to the mythical hero who carried the world on his shoulders. It portrays real-life Atlases—inventors, thinkers, scientists, entrepreneurs, artists, labourers—shrugging off their burdens and going on strike. Their burdens—the "looters" and "moochers" who expect their "needs" to be met through the efforts of the Atlases—are left to their own devices (prayers, snarls and demands for the unearned) as one by one the strikers repair to a safe haven, a hidden libertarian society where they deal with each other rationally and voluntarily, awaiting the inevitable collapse of the collectivist cannibalism they have left behind.
The reviews quoted above, and many more like them, nearly did Atlas in. On the strength of initial sales, Random House became convinced that they had a commercial failure on their hands. But some critics got it right. John Chamberlain divined that Atlas was "directed towards the creation of an entirely new mental and moral force in the world." Ruth Alexander, in the New York Mirror, proclaimed that "Ayn Rand is destined to rank in history as the outstanding novelist and most profound philosopher of the twentieth century." And then the sense of life of millions of Americans took over. As Barbara Branden writes in The Passion of Ayn Rand: "As always in Ayn's professional career, it was predominantly word of mouth that caused the sagging sales of her novel to pick up—then to soar—then to skyrocket through printing after printing and edition after edition and year after year."
Forty-five years on, in real life, Atlas has yet to shrug anywhere in the world. During the question period at the end of my University of Virginia lecture, Antipodean Altruism, I was asked: "Is Atlas shrugging in New Zealand?" My response was: "In New Zealand, Atlas doesn't even know he's Atlas." The business community in New Zealand, I explained, is cowardly, conformist, submissive, apologetic, anti-philosophical. It gives money even-handedly to every political party—except the one that stands up for it. It puts up with GST, OSH, the Employment Court, the RMA, the brutal tax penalty regime and all manner of such abominations meekly, while its leaders cravenly try to persuade the likes of Jim Anderton that they are more altruistic than he. And even then they speak in muffled voices. For who among them would dare to point out the obvious truth that if "benefit to others" is the criterion of virtue, Bill Gates, acting in his self-interest, is infinitely more virtuous than the selfless Mother Teresa?
As has been demonstrated comprehensively by free market economists, the "collective" benefits of self-interested action are real—but they are secondary (a point lost on the said economists). Self-interested action is good because it is the consequence of rational judgement. Rational judgement is good because it is by this means that human beings live (even those who don't exercise it are dependent on those who do). And life is morality's only defensible standard of value, the only possible criterion by which we can meaningfully designate anything as "good." In that discovery and all that flows therefrom lies the moral revolution of Atlas Shrugged. To paraphrase Gore Vidal, the book is perfect in its morality.
To this extraordinary work—happy birthday! To its author, a posthumous salute.
A Thanksgiving For The Best Of All Mankind
[SOLO, 25 November 2004]
I want to join our American friends this day in giving thanks to their Pilgrim Fathers, and more importantly, their Founding Fathers (I hope our American friends are doing that!), for creating the greatest country on earth, Western civilisation's highest achievement: the United States of America. 
Knowing that much more than a tea tax was at stake, the latter group and all their fellow-patriots risked life and limb in the name of values their oppressors claimed as their own, but were honouring, routinely at this time, in the breach rather than the observance. The gallant band of brothers who rebelled changed the face of history. They made it glow and smile and radiate eternal youth and hope.
It's fitting on such an occasion to extend a broader salute to the best of humanity across the globe who epitomise the explosive flowering of reason and freedom nurtured by that magnificent document, The Declaration of Independence. For me personally this means a hymn of unstinting praise to the following, among others:

 
	The scientists and physicians who have so enhanced the quality and longevity of human life. They have unlocked nature's secrets and unashamedly exploited them for human edification. They have understood that "nature, to be commanded must be obeyed"; they have understood equally that nature, to be obeyed, must be commanded. In our day they include the computer "geeks" who have enabled us to transmit words and images across the globe in a second. The enrichment they have brought to human life is incalculable. I think of them and paraphrase the words of the literal hymn .... Oh splendid men, when I in awesome wonder, consider all the works thine hands have made … 

	In that most spiritual of aspects—music—of that most spiritual of realms—Art—the composers and performers who have brought unclouded exaltation to human beings worthy of it. In my case I single out Rachmaninov and Puccini and other Romantic composers whose soaring symphonies and concerti and operas sweep all before them. I single out Mario Lanza, of whom it has been said if there were a God, this would be his voice; I single out his recordings of Strange Harmony of Contrasts and The Stars Were Brightly Shining from Tosca, where he rumbles those very stars himself. I single out Fritz Wunderlich and Anna Moffo and Maria Callas and so many others ... To those who are oblivious to such wonders, the saying is truly applicable that no explanation is possible while to those who are not, none is necessary!

	The philosophers who have asked the most fundamental questions known to man. They have wrestled with these questions, and with each other, sometimes so hard they have lost their bearings and fallen out of the ring. Gratitude of unbounded enormity is owed to Ayn Rand who showed them all where they had made wrong moves. Gratitude is also owed to her unsung American predecessor, Robert Green Ingersoll, who, while not a professional philosopher, held the torch of reason aloft while professional philosophers were fumbling with it and dropping it. 

	NEM everywhere, of whom I have written elsewhere ... New Enlightenment Men (including women!); those for whom their very lives are a work of art, who combine innocence with playfulness, intellect with passion, spirituality with physicality; the Objectivists who do not forget that reason and morality are not their highest purpose but tools for the achievement of their highest purpose, their own personal happiness; SOLOists who take a stand against the travesty of our philosophy that says we live in order to think and be moral rather than the other way round.


Such people throughout history have transformed religion's self-fulfilling prophecy of life as a vale of tears into rational, radiant thinking's projection of life as a mountain of laughter and joy. The Founding Fathers were among their greatest exemplars. Let us be thankful for them, and all like them, on this day.
Titanic Trio
[SOLO, 13 May 2003]
One memorable night, not so long ago, I imbibed some high-octane emotional fuel, sitting down with like-minded people to watch television documentaries on three giants, each a genius in his own field—author/philosopher Ayn Rand, singer Mario Lanza and architect Frank Lloyd Wright.
The three had a great deal in common.
Each had an acute, socially incorrect awareness of his own stature. Ayn Rand proclaimed that she was "fighting the cultural tradition of two thousand five hundred years." Mario Lanza said, "I am not the second Caruso—I am the first Lanza." Frank Lloyd Wright affirmed, "I am the greatest architect that ever lived."
Each was an individualist—Rand described individualism as her religion, her mania, her fanaticism; Lanza said, "I am an individualist. Regimentation is a word I hate. I hate the very sound of it, just as I hate everything the word means."
Each was panned by the critics for being unconventional. Each went over the heads of the critics and achieved extraordinary popular success.
Each was the object of envy—architect Philip Johnson said of Wright, "He was a genius. I hated him of course. I hated him for his magnificent ability."
Each had flaws on which the envious seized in an effort to bring them down, but which, though mighty, were of small moment next to his strengths.
Each brought passionate intensity to his work. Rand scolded herself for idling, admonishing herself, "From now on, no thought whatever about yourself, only about your work. You don't exist. You are only a writing engine. Don't stop until you really and honestly know that you cannot go on"; Lanza said, "I sing each word as though it were my last on earth."
Of the three, only Rand had a developed philosophical understanding of individualism, which the other two sorely needed—they were individualists by deed and by implication, but inconsistently. Rand and Wright met, but did not hit it off. Of him, she wrote:
Apparently he was hurt and frightened early in life by the hostility and stupidity of people toward his work. Then here was where the principle of collectivism entered: if people stood in the way of his work, it was people that he had to conquer to break his way through. Therefore, people became a crucial objective—and an enemy. On the one hand, he became extremely concerned to win them, to impress them, to get their recognition. On the other, since they were the enemy, he became convinced that he must deal with them on their own terms—through deceit, lying, flattery and rudeness, high-pressure, etc. He concluded that the terms applying to his work—honesty, beauty, intelligence, purposeful clarity, courage, directness—all of that could not apply to his dealings with people since they were enemies of his work whom he had to defeat. This is granting a crucial or decisive power to others ... You've accepted the supremacy of the collective and defeated yourself when you accept their terms.
Honesty, beauty, intelligence, purposeful clarity, courage, directness—whatever their flaws, all three brought these qualities to their work, fulfilling Rand's vision of man as a heroic being. In my imagination I like to conjure up the three of them as regular dinner companions, the walls fair shaking from their explosive vitality, talent and eloquence.
In real life, seeing the three of them consecutively on video was an invigorating antidote to a world preoccupied with small-minded muck-raking and tedious trivia.
The Importance of Being Oscar
[Politically Incorrect Show, 6 November 2000 and The Free Radical, Issue 45, February/March 2001]
I don't know about you, but I can't stand mornings. I am not fit company for man or beast in the mornings. I wake up thinking, "Oh God, am I still here?" and it takes several hours and hundreds of cups of tea to restore me to my usual charming, irresistible self. I spent years of my broadcasting career doing breakfast sessions, and never adapted to the brutality of having to be out of bed at four in the morning. My co-host on Morning Report, Geoff Robinson, was the opposite. He would arrive at work bristling with good cheer, and I would want to shoot him. Oscar Wilde said, "In England, people actually try to be brilliant at breakfast. That is dreadful of them. Only dull people are brilliant at breakfast." I have that last sentence engraved on my tea-cup!
I thought of Oscar as I drank my tea last Friday morning. The night before I had been to the Auckland Theatre Company's production of The Judas Kiss, a play about Oscar and the great love of his life, Lord Alfred Douglas, or "Bosie" as he was known—a much younger man, talented and beautiful, but fickle and flighty. He deserted Oscar in the end. His mother had offered to restore the family allowance which his homophobic father had cut off—on condition that he leave Oscar. Bosie did. Oscar bestowed his scornful consent upon these "thirty pieces of silver."
David Hare's challenging script was brilliantly delivered. The air in the theatre fair crackled with one-liners—a succession of sacred cows shot down in parenthesis. It was also thick with tragedy. At the end, one was left wondering—just what WAS the answer to Oscar's question to Bosie at the moment of betrayal: "Are you my excuse for this, or the cause of it?" ("This" being a bundle of blank pages that Oscar brandished as testimony to the paralysis of his formerly mighty pen.)
It would be easy to say that Oscar himself was really the author of his downfall—after all, he didn't have to follow Bosie by the nose, he didn't have to press charges against Bosie's father, he didn't even have to go to jail—the authorities deliberately delayed his arrest so as to give him time to flee England. But who among us is in a position to condemn another for the stupid things he does in the name of love? Certainly, I'm not.
In truth, Oscar's real crime was much more cosmic than sex with men. He was a non-conformist—a gadfly who mocked and dazzled, who tossed fireworks into a dark grey sky. "The only way to get rid of a temptation," he said, "is to yield to it." To the pinched, prosaic puritans of his time, he was someone who deserved to be brought down—and bring him down they did, in a case which, in the words of historian A. L Rowse, "led to an accumulation of barbarous inhumanity and suffering that was incalculable."
Oscar died in 1900, saying to one of his death-bed visitors, "Look at that wallpaper, Frank—one of us has to go," and observing that "the English are determined not to enter another century with me in it." A further century on, he has the last laugh. His plays, and plays about him, are performed all over the world. "Work is the curse of the drinking classes" raises a laugh everywhere. 
To Raymond Hawthorne and the Auckland Theatre Company for The Judas Kiss, the Free Radical Award.
[Free Radical Award]
Go Well, Chris Lewis!
[SOLO, 24 July 2005 and The Free Radical, Issue 68, September/November 2005]
Elsewhere on SOLOHQ is recorded the departure of New Zealand tennis ace Chris Lewis for the United States. Actually, this is not yet the final move—he and his American wife are currently deciding where in the States they and their three children will settle pending a final farewell to Kiwi shores. As a close friend, I'm saddened to think one of my real-life heroes will now be thousands rather than hundreds of miles away; as a soulmate, I couldn't be more pleased for Chris. This move is as overdue as it will be efficacious. Can-do America, much more than mediocrity-worshipping New Zealand, is Tall Poppy Chris' spiritual home. 
Chris' heyday in international tennis took place a little before mine in national television. Little did I know that one day the 1983 Wimbledon finalist would be playing me videos of myself on television recorded by him after he'd called an end to his playing career. I didn't hear from Chris, in fact, till 1993, by which time I'd made my famous "TVNZ is braindead" exit from television and was presenting a free-market radio breakfast session under the auspices of the left-leaning BBC World Service! (How that hilarious and incongruous subterfuge was achieved is a story in itself, that can be read about in Deborah Coddington's biography of me, Perigo! Politically Incorrect! available for sale on the SOLO website.) Chris had just returned from some years living in Australia, and wanted to make contact with Kiwi Objectivists ... because, lo and behold, he was one himself!
I hadn't known this, but it didn't surprise me to learn it. Whenever he'd been interviewed as a sports star, Chris had been a cut above your stereotypical athlete or any other kind of celebrity. He reeked of individualism. He was serious-minded, high-minded and single-minded to a fault. He was articulate and fierce and proud. He didn't utter the usual sickening bromides about how he owed it all to everyone else. He had, in fact, literally slept on railway benches during his quest for tennis ascendancy. He had, as it turned out, read The Fountainhead as a youngster and been inspired by it for life. With that pedigree, along with his movie-star looks, athletic prowess and razor-sharp mind, he cut a glorious figure. 
We got together and just couldn't get enough of each other. Chris, Cindy and I became inseparable as we talked and talked and talked and talked ... Objectivism, Objectivism, Objectivism! None of the children had yet arrived, though Nathan was very much on the way. We've often joked in the years since about the occasion we all went to my favourite restaurant and Nathan, days away from emerging, kept moving the table!
Under the umbrella of Auckland Tennis, Chris set out to groom the Lewises of the future—there had been a decided dearth of them since his Wimbledon clash with McEnroe. Almost from Day One, however, his commitment to the cultivation of individual excellence put him at odds with the adminstrators. For them, the touchy-feely bromides about how everyone's equal and it's the taking part, not the winning, that counts. For Chris, picking the nuggets from the dross and bringing them to their shiningest (there's now such a word, and I dedicate it to Chris) brilliance. The ongoing rear-guard guerilla warfare waged by those who resisted his philosophy and methods drove him crazy ... as it was designed to do. Oftentimes he would unburden himself to me. It seemed to me then, as it does now, that New Zealand Tennis was best left to lie in the politically correct bed it kept insisting on making for itself. That is what will now happen.
In the first heady days of our friendship, I persuaded Chris to record Objectivist/libertarian commentaries for the "Soapbox" segment of my BBC World Service breakfast show. He, the tennis champ, called me "Coach" because of the guidance I gave him in presenting himself on radio. For all his self-assurance, he had a deathly fear of public speaking. Thus I knew what an honour it was when he agreed to be the main speaker at the festivities celebrating thirty issues of The Free Radical. Recording scripted commentaries from the safety of a studio is one thing; delivering a heartfelt tribute to a friend and his unique publication in front of a live audience is quite another. Hyperventilating from nervousness, Chris nonetheless conquered the challenge in a way that moved his audience to tears. For me personally, the most poignant moment came when he said that the adversaries he had taken on in his career—McEnroe, Borg et al—were child's play compared to the adversary I had taken on in launching The Free Radical—the rampant Kiwi culture of mediocrity, conformity and welfarism.  
In truth, of course, we had both simply followed our dreams. 
In that spirit, I want to say to Chris, from one dream-follower to another: All the best, buddy. I'll see you again soon enough. Total passion for the total height! 
Reason's Evangelist
[The Politically Incorrect Show, 22 July 1999; The Free Radical, Issue 38, October/November 1999 and SOLO, 3 July 2006]
I am obliged to the listener who called yesterday pointing out that it was the one hundredth anniversary of the death of Robert Green Ingersoll, one of nineteenth century America's most outstanding, if least-remembered, figures. A crusader for freedom of thought and expression against the widespread Christian bigotry of his time, it was said of him that were it not for his anti-religious beliefs, he would assuredly have become President. Lawyer, soldier, bon-vivant, poet, orator, "His heart was open as the gates of day," as he said in a eulogy to another; "if all his deeds were flowers, the air would be faint with perfume."
In 1885, he defended one Charles B. Reynolds who was indicted for blasphemy in Morristown, New Jersey, after being set upon by a mob of fanatics. Reminding the jury that liberty of speech "shall not be abridged," Ingersoll went on to say what real blasphemy consisted of: "To enslave your fellow-man, to put chains upon his body, to strike the weak and unprotected in order that you may gain the applause of the ignorant and superstitious mob, to enslave the minds of men, to put manacles upon the brain, padlocks upon the lips, to persecute the intelligent few at the command of the ignorant many, to pollute the souls of children with the dogma of eternal pain, to violate your conscience ..."—these things, said Ingersoll, were what constituted real blasphemy.
He lost the case—and paid Mr Reynolds' fine himself!
His earliest biographer said Ingersoll "had that indefinable something called presence. Tall, commanding, erect—simple in speech, graceful in compliment, titanic in denunciation, rich in illustration, prodigal of comparison and metaphor—and his sentences, measured and rhythmical, fell like music on the enraptured throng."
A fervent individualist, Ingersoll observed that, "On every hand are the enemies of individuality and mental freedom. Custom meets us at the cradle and leaves us only at the tomb. Our first questions are answered by ignorance, and our last by superstition. We are pushed and dragged by countless hands along the beaten track, and our entire training can be summed up in the word—suppression." He avowed that "liberty is the seed and soil, the air and light, the dew and rain of progress, love and joy." "I see a world," he wrote, "where thrones have crumbled and where kings are dust. The aristocracy of idleness has perished from the earth. I see a world without a slave; man at last is free. Nature's forces have by science been enslaved. I see a world at peace, adorned with every form of art, with music's myriad voices thrilled; while lips are rich with words of love and truth; a world in which no exile sighs, no prisoner mourns..." "Oh Liberty," he wrote, "thou art the god of my idolatry ... at thy sacred shrine hypocrisy does not bow, virtue does not tremble, superstition's feeble tapers do not burn, but Reason holds aloft her inextinguishable torch whose holy light will one day flood the world."
He died quietly in his chair, after dinner, on the night of July 20, 1899, in the company of the wife and daughters upon whom he doted, untroubled by threats of fire and brimstone in the hereafter that his opponents, those apostles of a god of forgiveness, had heaped upon him throughout his career. "If death does end all," he had written, "next to eternal joy, next to being forever with those we love, is to be wrapped in the dreamless drapery of eternal peace."
Ingersoll loved music above all the arts; he adored the music of Wagner, and pronounced Wagner's opera Lohengrin "the sublimest musical composition of the world." So, one hundred years after his death, I'd like to salute the magnificent spirit of that free radical, Robert Green Ingersoll, with a small portion of his favourite music.
[Prelude, Lohengrin, Act 3.]
Ciao Luciano!
[Politically Incorrect Show, 16 November 1999 and The Free Radical, Issue 39, December 1999—February 2000]
The country is a much richer place today. Pavarotti is here.
Eight years ago I interviewed him in Australia for Television New Zealand and made him promise, on camera, that he would visit here before he retired. I'm sure he's long since forgotten that, and it's not the reason he's here, but it's great to see the promise fulfilled anyway. I found him not at all the picky prima donna portrayed on the recent Holmes interview. He even took time out to record a promo for my interview which he wrote out himself in phonetic Italian/English! You can see it reproduced in Deborah's book, Perigo! Politically Incorrect! 
It's funny how we can't just let greatness be greatness. My interview with him was criticised by some within TVNZ at the time as being "fawning," simply because I didn't attack him about anything. Why on earth would I want to do that? For all that he's not my personal favourite tenor, I regard him as an Olympian god, especially in a world that worships the tawdry and the mediocre. He is a hero in a world of anti-heroes. Attack him? Naff off!
But of course, the Daily Marxist couldn't resist.  In its "TimeOut" preview of the visit this past weekend, it itemised every thing it could think of to cut the man down to its own pygmy level: he can't sing "Nessun Dorma" any more, he dyes his hair, his knees are arthritic, he never learned to read music, he's lazy, he doesn't sound the same as he did in 1966, etc. Honestly! All these nit-picking morsels of malice about one of the top twenty voices and longest operatic careers of the century!
Nothing's changed much. In one of the video documentaries available about the late Maria Callas, there is a long, sickening scene where Maria steps off a plane and is instantly besieged by reporters, all thrusting microphones in her face and screaming questions at her all at once. She maintains an incredible dignity as she walks the gauntlet, her face conveying a sad but serene resignation to the aggressive shallowness of the journalistic termites assailing her. What is the reason for the commotion? What great or tragic musical development has taken place? Has she lost her voice? Is she about to sign a ten-year contract at the Met? Why this Tower of Babel in the presence of the world's greatest soprano? Why? Wait for it ... "Is it true, Madame Callas, that you are going to marry Aristotle Onassis?" Woman's Weekly tittle-tattle!
I should imagine that that gaggle of guttersnipes all thought that a High C is something you sail a boat on.
Some day, in a better future, historians will ponder—and shudder—over why we sought so assiduously to destroy the best among us. Not by killing them outright, but by trivialising them, pulling them down and soaking them thoroughly in our own sewer of banality. They could do worse than to read Ayn Rand's essay, The Age of Envy, or her soaring tribute to another hounded star, Marilyn Monroe:
"Marilyn Monroe's probable suicide—or worse: a death that might have been an accident, suggesting that to her, the difference did not matter—was a declaration that we live in a world which made it impossible for her kind of spirit, and for the things she represented, to survive …
"She preserved her vision of life through a nightmare struggle, fighting her way to the top. What broke her was the discovery, at the top, of as sordid an evil as the one she left behind ... worse, perhaps, because incomprehensible. She had expected to reach the sunlight; she found instead a limitless swamp of malice."
Again I say, nothing's changed much, has it? Well today, let us scorn the malicious and the mediocre, damn them to hell, and celebrate and savour a great and joyous presence among us!
Ciao, Luciano!! 
Remembering a Buddy
[SOLO, 21 August 2008] 
I answered the phone in my hotel room to find myself talking to Damon Lanza. He was about to come collect me and take me back to Chez Lanza/Dolfi where I was to spend the remainder of my time in America. But I already knew that. He was phoning to let me know that if I had any laundry, not to do it at the hotel—they could take care of it at the house. I marveled at how blessed I was to have the son of my singing idol phoning me up about my smalls! 
That first pick-up was probably the only successful one out of many attempts in the years that followed. It went without a hitch. On my subsequent trips to America when Damon was scheduled to gather me up from the airport we somehow never coincided at the right spot at the right time (though there was a successful outcome by accident on one occasion when I spotted him in the airport bookstore). We blamed Bob, of course. 
We built up traditions during these visits. A half-hour-each-way walk to the store when we could have driven, for instance. On one of these walks we were jabbering away so intently that a motorist, thinking we were about to step out unawares in front of him, jammed on his brakes and caused a pile-up. No one was hurt, fortunately ... but what stunned me on our return to the house was that when Damon recounted the incident to Bob, he remembered details that I hadn’t even begun to take in, as though there’d been a camera in his brain taking photographs. We christened the spot where the accident occurred “Linz-Lanz Crash Alley.” 
Another tradition was the playing of Bob’s favourite Mario recording, This Land, as I departed. The first time we did this, with the door open and Mario’s voice soaring out to the ocean, I emerged to find the shuttle driver leaning against his van waiting for me. “Who was that awesome singer?” he asked as I drew near. I turned, pointed to Damon, and said, “That boy’s father.” The driver was rapt. 
One time Damon took it into his head that he and I were to watch all of his father’s movies while I was there, one a night, in the order in which they were made. That was to be our project—and it was duly executed and completed with love. I’m not sure if Serenade was Damon’s favourite, but he certainly had a soft spot for it. 
He took me to his dad’s grave. Colleen is there too, indoors with Mario, while Marc is out on the lawn. The personnel at Holy Cross Cemetery were delighted to meet the son of one of their celebrity residents, whose piped singing, they assured us, frequently graced the hallowed environs. To those environs Damon now returns, for ever. 
Superficially we didn’t have a lot in common—me the head-in-the-clouds music nerd, Damon the down-to-earth regular fellow whose father’s music gene had bypassed him. By his own admission he was the world’s worst singer, and he confirmed this assessment with an excruciating rendering of Danny Boy at the dining table. But it was precisely during such hilarities round the table that we clicked. No subject was taboo, and he, Bob and I argued, caroused, and teased and kidded each other like schoolboys. I think with Damon I found the schoolboy playmate I never had at school. We were just short of one year apart in age—he born on December 12, 1952, me on December 14, 1951. The banter factor served us well whenever he came on air with me, to the delight of elderly Mario fans who never expected to have direct access to his son on New Zealand talkback radio!  
He was a great patriot. Not for him the sniveling treachery of those who bagged America, and America’s troops, and the freedom they defended. He even wrote about it in Lanza Legend, and I ran the article in my pro-freedom magazine, The Free Radical. He was contemptuous of Hollywood celebrities who dissed his country, saying if they didn’t like it they should buy a one-way ticket out. 
Above all he was fiercely proud of and loyal to his father, whom he and Bob were promoting, typically, in Rhode Island during his last weekend on earth. It was this self-same devotion that led to arguments between us over the content of Armando Cesari’s biography, and even a period when we didn’t speak to each other. I didn’t ever come round to his point of view—at least not fully—but I did come to appreciate and respect the love that informed it. I’m glad we reconciled, and were able to discuss the whole episode candidly during my last stay in 2006. He was not an early riser, but he’d gotten up early that morning to have that conversation with me. 
I can’t begin to imagine the gap that will be there now in Bob’s life. Contrary to the assumption of some, he and Damon were not lovers, nor even remotely gay, but they certainly had a singular love for each other, and were inseparable. Bob’s pain will be unbearably acute. Mario’s My Buddy will never be so apposite. In fact, I’d suggest all we Mario fans repair to that song for catharsis at this time, a means of liberating the tears that well inside us over the shocking passing of this gentle giant whose heart and smile were wider than the gates of day. “My buddy,” the song concludes, “your buddy misses you.” Damon, my buddy, your buddy Linz misses you. Your special buddy Bob misses you. All your buddies all over the world miss you. To paraphrase another of your dad's heartfelt recordings: you left us alone—but still you’re our own ... in our beautiful memories. 
A Salute to Ronald Reagan
[SOLO, 6 June 2004 and The Free Radical, Issue 63, August/September 2004]
Those who say that we live in a time when there are no heroes ... they just don't know where to look.
– Ronald Reagan
Three years ago, Larry King interviewed Nancy Reagan, on her husband's 90th birthday. She was not an easy interview, seldom venturing beyond a single sentence and often confining herself to "Oh, yes" or "Oh, no" in her answers. I can tell you from experience that interviewers dread situations like that, where they end up having to do more talking than their subject. Yet—at least for someone like me who has always had a soft spot for "Ronnie"—it was riveting. Larry coaxed Nancy into talking a little about the time her husband wrote that letter, the one in which he announced his Alzheimer's disease. There had been little forewarning, notwithstanding the jibes of those who now gleefully insinuated that Reagan had been senile for the entirety of his presidency. The disease in fact was still in its early stages, and Ronnie was certainly still compos mentis enough to tell his countrymen with eloquent clarity what was going on, as the handwritten note in which he did so, showed.
Why would I, as a libertarian, have a soft spot for a conservative like Reagan? For one thing, I relished the fact that crimped so-called liberals among my contemporaries—sneering, snide state-worshippers of one kind or another—hated the thought that he was in the White House. He had buried their own man, Jimmy Carter, in a landslide, and they loathed him for it. That made me feel terrific. The words "President Reagan" were music to my ears.
I loved much of Reagan's rhetoric. Run a mile, he advised, from anyone who says, "Hi, I'm from the government and I'm here to help you." Though his concept of freedom was flawed, he spoke often and soaringly of his "shining city on the hill." His description of freedom's #1 enemy at the time, the Soviet Union, as an "evil empire" provoked a firestorm of indignation among the empire's fellow-travellers—a storm that Reagan weathered with his characteristic, twinkling equanimity. He stood in a divided Berlin and threw down a historic challenge—"Mr Gorbachev, tear down this wall." Eventually, Mr Gorbachev did—aided by thousands of ordinary Berliners attacking the despised edifice with anything they could find.
What was best about Reagan was his spirit. The man could lift one to the stars. "The future belongs to the brave," he said as he reassured Americans that space exploration would continue even after the Challenger disaster. The dead astronauts, he said, had "slipped the surly bonds of earth to touch the face of God." He saw the big picture, and was content to let others dot the 'i's and cross the 't's. When these others were gathered with him around the cabinet table, he would, so it is claimed, fall asleep—displaying, to my mind, an unimpeachable sense of priorities. In the above-mentioned interview, Larry King read a love letter Reagan had written to Nancy from the Oval Office. It wouldn't melt the hearts of the crimped "liberals" I referred to earlier, since they have no hearts to melt—but to any normal human being it would bespeak a man of singular sincerity and decency.
An irresistible aspect of his spirit, of course, was his ever-present humour. "Honey, I forgot to duck"—to Nancy, after being shot. "I hope you're all Republicans"—to his surgeons. Self-deprecatingly ridiculing Bill Clinton's pretensions to be a new Thomas Jefferson during the 1992 election campaign: "I knew Thomas Jefferson. He was a friend of mine. Governor, you're no Thomas Jefferson." Or—"They say that preparing me for a press conference is like reinventing the wheel. Not true. I was around when the wheel was invented—and that was much easier." "I would love to meet a Russian President," he said as his Soviet counterparts departed this earth with macabre regularity, "but they keep dying on me."
Above all he was the supreme articulator of the original American Dream. This, to an audience of students in the heart of the "evil empire" at Moscow State University, in 1988:
"The explorers of the modern era are the entrepreneurs, men with vision, with the courage to take risks and faith enough to brave the unknown. These entrepreneurs and their small enterprises are responsible for almost all of the economic growth in the United States. They are the prime movers of the technological revolution. In fact, one of the largest personal computer firms in the United States was started by two college students, no older than you, in the garage behind their home …
"We Americans make no secret of our belief in freedom. In fact, it's something of a national pastime. Freedom is the right to question and change the established way of doing things. It is the continuing revolution of the marketplace. It is the understanding that allows us to recognise shortcomings and seek solutions. It is the right to put forth an idea, scoffed at by the experts, and watch it catch fire among the people. It is the right to dream—to follow your dream and stick to your conscience, even if you're the only one in a sea of doubters."
Farewell, Mr. President—hero, legend. And thank you. You ushered in a new morning for America. You destroyed the "evil empire." You showed us the best of times, bewitching us with your fabulous sense of life. You gave us grace and style, courage and dignity, wit and wisdom. You restored the shine to that city on the hill. 
As you remarked yourself on leaving office, "Not bad. Not bad at all."
Salute to Roger Kerr
[Peritorial, Stratos TV, 4 June 2011]
Good evening and welcome to this special edition of Perigo! I'm Lindsay Perigo and I'm dangerous. Perigo is Portuguese for danger and I seek to be that to the enemies of reason, freedom and excellence who rule the world in some shape or form. 
First, a word about why I left you so abruptly and why I'm back so fleetingly. I got another job, one where I think I can better serve reason, freedom and excellence … at least, till the election. Press secretary to the Parliamentary Leader of the ACT Party. I had to start immediately … which is why I was gone without so much as a by-your-leave. No time to say goodbye. My apologies.
So why am I here now? Well, among the people we had in mind to interview sometime soon was Roger Kerr, Chief Executive of the Business Roundtable. Roger, as you probably know, has terminal cancer, but he's not going down without a fight, and his quest for the most advanced treatment on the planet made it difficult to pin him down to an interview date. By the time he let us know when he could be available I'd already gone. But once we had a date I suggested to Jim Blackman, the Head of Stratos, Don Brash and John Boscawen, my Act Party bosses, and to Gerard Smith, the Executive Producer here, that I should take time out to do this interview and Stratos should adapt its schedule to accommodate it. Roger Kerr is a national treasure and this would be one of the few remaining opportunities to mark that fact in his presence. Everyone was in agreement … so here we are.
When Roger's illness was made public, there was an outpouring of that unique kind of hatred only the Left are capable of. One poster on one political blog said:
“He is getting what he deserves. Millions of ordinary Kiwis have suffered because of his greed and desire to turn us all into a nation of slaves. Let's see you try to take all your money with you now, you traitor. That is why God exists, for there must be hell for evil of the likes of Roger Kerr, Ruth Richardson, Jenny Shipley, Rodger [sic] Douglas, etc etc. Actually there's a place beyond hate (which is how ordinary Germans felt about Jews), caused by years of hardship and suffering, and that is where my reaction to Roger Kerr et al is, and I would quite happily send the Business Round Table to the gas chambers. And their families too. Why? Because you must get the evil out of the gene pool.”
That, ladies and gentlemen, is what we're up against. Generations of New Zealanders conditioned to believe they shouldn't have to pay for anything; the world via the government owes them a living and any expectation they should make any effort themselves is a cosmic impertinence. Government should be all-providing … and all-powerful. Not merely mediocrity but sub-mediocrity is the goal … and those who would beckon us to a higher path should be gassed and damned to hell for it. This envy-and-hate-ridden, mindless, soulless and soul-destroying mentality brought us to the brink of catastrophe in 1984 and is threatening to do so again. Roger Kerr has fought the good fight against it for decades.
Whatever they may have said about him, most of his detractors, who are legion, have grudgingly, respected him. In their hearts they know he's right. The prosperity of all us depends on wealth creation, and wealth creation flourishes under conditions of small government, minimal regulation and low taxes, underpinned by personal freedom and responsibility. Hanker though they might for the former Soviet Union or East Germany, the present-day North Korea or Zimbabwe, the socialists know that if prosperity rather than equality of destitution is our aim, then the Roger Kerrs of this world are … on the money.
That's the Peritorial. Roger Kerr is next.
Epicurus
[Peritorial, Stratos TV, 8 April 2011]
Good evening and welcome to Perigo! I'm Lindsay Perigo and I'm dangerous. Perigo is Portuguese for danger and I seek to endanger the enemies of reason, freedom and excellence; of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. Such people force us to be interested in politics, because they make politics so interested in us. As such, they're a damned nuisance.
Tonight I want to salute one of their antipodes from Ancient Greece, one of the luminaries here behind me, Epicurus. Unfortunately he has his back to us, so we've found you some frontal shots as well.
Those made neurotic by the frantic, silly, noisy emptiness of our time—that's most people—would do well to acquaint themselves with Epicurus. He placed a premium on reason in pursuit of tranquil pleasure. The inscription at the entrance to his famous Garden where he held court says:
Stranger, here you will do well to tarry; here our highest good is pleasure.
He didn't mean mindless self-destructive pleasures of the moment, but cultivated, refined pleasures befitting civilised beings: food, friendship, wine, conviviality, intellectual discourse, away from the madding crowd. He meant what I would call selfful rather than what convention calls selfish.
By pleasure he also meant the absence of pain, unlike his Christian—Goblian—successors who taught the more suffering the better and did their damnedest to bring it about.
He believed in gods—goblins—but thought they had better things to do than interfere in the affairs of men, punishing them for their wickedness and rewarding them for their goodness. He was the first to pose the famous trilemma about God—Gobby:
“Is God willing to prevent evil, but not able? Then he is not omnipotent. Is he able, but not willing? Then he is malevolent. Is he both able and willing? Then whence cometh evil? Is he neither able nor willing? Then why call him God?”
He taught that death was the end, and therefore one should be, not fearful of it, but indifferent. On this matter I am in profound disagreement, since it's clear that death gets in the way of one's drinking and is thus a bloody nuisance. But he was right to point out, "Where we are, death is not; where death is, we are not." Centuries of misery induced by a superstitious belief otherwise could have been averted had more folk embraced this truth.
On the day of his own death he wrote to a friend, proclaiming the joys of his reminiscences of their friendship trumped the physical pain he was currently experiencing. His last act was to quaff some wine and say, "Farewell my friends, the truths I taught hold fast."
A truly Epicurean way to go out.
Yes my friends, I'd recommend a visit to the Epicurean garden, specially to the pathological purveyors of hideous cacophony such as Harvey Norman commercials. There they might ponder the question, just what are you afraid will happen if you stop this disgusting screaming and shrieking, clattering and banging?!
That's the Peritorial. In a moment, one of my own longtime friends, Deborah Coddington.
13 Selected Politically Incorrect Show Editorials
He's Still Here!! AAAAAAAAAAAAARGH!!!!!!!!!!!!
[Politically Incorrect Show and The Free Radical, Issue 28, December 1997—January 1998]
And will be back in his old time slot, 10am-midday, from January 11 next year. AAAAAAAAARGH!!!!!! As the Politically Incorrect Show approached its first anniversary, politicians were asked to pay tribute to its host. Headmistress Shipley said she would see him in her office. Neville Bolger was undergoing counselling and unable to comment. Tau Henare said, "It's time to smash his f***ing teeth in." Simone d'Uptart said, "The programme (sob) doesn't have (sob) a Resource (sob) Consent." Whinebox Winston, Jim Neanderton and Runnan Hide met up after a Dwarfs Anonymous meeting and said in unison, "What does he mean, politicians all have short-arse complexes? Let's hit him with our elevated shoes!" Mike Moore spoke for half an hour, but said nothing. John Banks spoke for half an hour, and said the same thing 7,341 times. No one is sure what it was, but the Speaker finally got him to leave. Helen Clark growled, and immediately entered the Guiness Book of Records for the deepest sound ever to emanate from a human throat (Ivan Rebroff is appealing on the grounds that Ms Clark's throat is not human). Meanwhile, the host himself was saying:  
“So the Alliance retard troglodytes whom you and I pay to run Green Bay Primary School have deigned to let their pupils return next week, having closed the school down because of alleged radiation dangers from a proposed Telecom cellphone tower. Jim Neanderton, naturally, has supported his retards at their luddite rallies. Nary a shred of evidence has been produced to show any danger at all from radiation; mountains of evidence have been produced to show that there is no danger, yet still these skunks release their propagandist toxins. You see, the issue isn't cellphone radiation. It's the communist Alliance's opposition to anything that suggests technology, prosperity, progress and—worst of all—profit. It's the communist Alliance's opposition to Telecom that is the issue here. The Alliance wants New Zealand to become like North Korea, where the state is all-powerful and cannibalism, moral and physical, is the norm. It wants to renationalise Telecom. Its supporters have vandalised and threatened to firebomb the site of the proposed tower. And these skunks are showering their toxins over impressionable youngsters! One more excellent reason to get the state out of education. To the Alliance scum of Green Bay, and everywhere else, the appropriate award from your favourite environmentalist.”
[Sieg Heil Award]
Thank goodness for some light relief in the form of the Beehive Bimbettes. Seems our parliamentary femi-nazis have taken exception to a television ad featuring a lotto ball lounging by a swimming pool being massaged by a scantily-clad woman. The ball describes itself as a "self-made ball" and makes appreciative comments like, "That's good babe, yeah." Labour's Judith 'Tis 'Ard pronounced herself "affronted" by the ad. National's Candyhead Katherine O'Regan, the former Minister of Vitamins, proclaimed it "unacceptable." Annabel Old said it was "tacky." Ruth Dyson said, "Kick 'im in the goolies." (I made that one up.) Thank the God of Laughter that a Mr Bale from Lotto had the balls (ooops) to say the ads were a "bit of fun," and the Beehive Bimbettes should "get a sense of humour." Amen to that. They should start by having a good laugh at themselves.
[Mad Laughter Award]
And what about our old friends NaZis on Air, then? The thieving, state tit-sucking NaZis On Air. The self-appointed guardians of our "national identity" (now there's a good Nazi concept for you!). The thieving scum want more! The amount of your money the politician-scum allow them to steal hasn't been raised in umpteen years, and now they want more. Memo to the Scum: ya ain't gonna get it. What you should get is jail. What you're gonna get right now from the Politically Incorrect Show is a salutation from your guru.
[Sieg Heil Award]
The week has been depressingly short of candidates for the Free Radical Award, but I want to finish on a positive note, so I am going to bestow it on my own political party, the only one for whom compulsion is a dirty word, the only one that would abolish NaZis On Air, give you your money back to spend as you wish, banish the child-molesters of the mind, let you paint your house whatever colour you like, stop the Maori gravy-train, and make the cops concentrate on crimes with victims. What a sensational line-up of policies! To the Libertarianz, New Zealand's fastest-growing political party, the Free Radical Award.
[Free Radical Award]
That's me underway—over to you now. Help me beat the bastards back for the next hour and three quarters. This being the Politically Incorrect Show with Lindsay Perigo on Radio Pacific, where it's Judith 'Tis 'Ard Show Us Your Knockers time ...
Feminist Economics
[Politically Incorrect Show, 19 January 2000 and The Free Radical, Issue 40, March/April 2000]
One thing you may be sure of … the liberty of the human individual won't be on the agenda of the IAFFE Conference in Istanbul this coming August. What's IAFFE? Why, the International Association for Feminist Economics, of course! What's Feminist Economics? The phallic implications of the Laffer Curve? The patriarchal sexual connotations of "supply and demand"? Looking at the themes on which papers are invited, it's highly likely that the man-haters will be screeching precisely such nonsense.
 
	"Feminist perspectives on the state and economic policy." Translation: diatribes about too few wimmin stomping around the corridors of power and the need for stronger Affirmative Action policies.

	"Intersections in economics: class, gender, race, ethnicity and sexualities." Translation: every variety of Politically Correct lunacy going, broadly coverable by the term "Neo-Marxism."

	"The work of men, women and children in the new millennium." Translation: the exploitation of women and children by men in the new millennium. (By the way, if I hear someone ascribing some ineffable significance to this "new millennium" thing one more time I shall be sick.)

	"Feminist perspectives on globalisation." Translation: ugly wimmin denouncing free trade.

	"Women's economic issues in Turkey and the region." Translation: how does one brand of authoritarian collectivism (feminism) cope with another (Islam)?

	"Engendering economic institutions." Translation: creating new bureaucracies run by ugly wimmin.

	"The young and the old: feminist economic approaches." Untranslatable at best, unthinkable at worst.

	"Economic restructuring and gender roles."  Translation: castrating capitalism.

	"Women home-based workers: A comparative perspective." Translation: comparing notes on getting it off with the postman. (Ooops. Sorry. Don't know what came over me.)

	"Gender issues in European Union." Translation: how to stop those randy Italian men pinching wimmin's bottoms. Want to know more? "A brochure may be obtained at the address mentioned below." What's the address mentioned below? Why, it's none other than "Prudence Hyman, Women's Studies, Victoria University of Wellington, PO Box 600, Wellington, New Zealand." So just when you might have been thinking that all of this nonsense is irrelevant to you, reflect on the probability that you're footing the bill for part of it.


Most economics is crap. "Feminist economics," as my economist friend Larry Sechrest from Sul Ross University in Texas observes, is "total, post-modernist crap." Our universities are full of it. You're paying for it. If you object, let the ugly wimmin know at the address I just gave you: Prudence Hyman, Women's Studies, Victoria University, PO Box 600, Wellington. You may well be branded a white male rapist and tied to a tree; at least this would be one occasion when "tree-hugging" served a worthy cause.
Roasted Kiwi
[SOLO, 17 June 2002 and The Free Radical, Issue 53, September/October 2002]
Overseas subscribers will be distressed to learn that New Zealand's national icon, the kiwi—it's a bird, only it can't fly—is in danger of becoming extinct. I wish it would hurry up. All my life the bloody thing's been on the verge of extinction, but it won't bloody go away, thanks to the efforts of sundry state-tit-sucking, sandal-wearing conservationists (they're human, but they can't think). If these nature-freaks had truly let nature take its course, then the kiwi would have perished aeons ago, and we would have been spared the embarrassment of having it appear as an "emblem of freedom" in that gormless Objectivist publication, Navigator. And we would be spared the embarrassment of sporting what has to be the world's oddest-looking national icon. I mean, look at it! A "bird" with no wings, no tail, a beak like a lanky anorexic's erection and legs like a feminist sumo-wrestler's!
Tonight our other very odd-looking national icon, Paul Holmes, breathlessly informed us that 95% of kiwi chicks are being devoured in the wild by stoats. Many of the surviving 5% are then gobbled up by ferrets, dogs and cats. If the bloody things are that careless, I say, so be it. Let 'em perish! Conservation Minister Sandra Lee—who's almost as breathless as Mr Holmes, and mercifully retired today—has taken the opposite tack, trying to ban stoats and ferrets and cats and dogs. (Again for the benefit of overseas subscribers, this is only part-exaggeration.) Socialists are never happier than when banning things, of course, so no surprise here. Yet it's only a few months ago that Gerry Eckhoff, MP, in the pages of The Free Radical and elsewhere, posited a means of averting the kiwi's demise that should satisfy socialists and free marketeers alike: eat the bloody things! Roast kiwi as a Sunday staple! To eat them, of course, means you have to cultivate them in a protected environment. Farm them, in other words. This, after all, is how the sandal-wearers have staved off the kiwi's extinction thus far—only then they insist on sending the bloody things into their "natural habitat": deep bush, where no one, sandal-wearers included, can see them—so what's the bloody point anyway?—and where they're destined to be dog tucker, literally.
If the kiwi's survival depends on the outcome of stoats vs sandal-wearers, then it's a goner, for sure. The stoats are smarter. The kiwi's best hope is to be human tucker. Let's hope the bloody things taste better than they look.
Your Call, Your Right
[Politically Incorrect Show, 12 August 1999]
A pall has hung over Radio Pacific this past week. Our Programme Director for the last six months, David Shirley, better known to Radio Sport fans as "Davo" or "Shirlo," took his own life in a meticulously-planned suicide. None of us has the faintest idea why he did so. All of us are quite simply heartbroken.
He made it a pleasure to come to work. He filled our hours here with good-natured banter and laughter. He had a way of "giving us the message," when he wasn't happy about something we did, that we couldn't possibly take offence at. He filled me personally with hope that the future of Radio Pacific would be flooded with brightness, infused with an on-air ethos where society's tall poppies were more often applauded than cut down, where celebration was more common than snivelling. He generated an air of expectancy, of great things ahead, of smiting our rivals who are where they are because Nanny State throws taxpayer money at them or has given them a huge head start before exposing them to the marketplace.
Then, inexplicably, this tall poppy cut himself down.
Whatever his reasons, they were his affair. However great our sense of loss, his action was his prerogative. It was his life—his to end if, when and as he chose. It hurts like hell not to have him around any more, but our hurt is not a claim on his life. If he didn't want to live it any more—and this was clearly not a thoughtless, impulsive suicide—then it was his prerogative to act accordingly. We all have our demons, our way of dealing with them, our way of concealing them—especially, perhaps, from ourselves—and our way of escaping them. I know of no exception to this (to my fellow-Objectivists I say: Ayn Rand, and you, included). Mankind in general has yet to come of age, to discover and live up to the power of his reason and apply it so that generation after generation does not continue to be crippled by the sort of wanton anti-reason so hideously evident through most of his history and in our time in particular. 
I have no way of knowing what exactly weighed on Dave's mind as he savoured his last meal, his favourite music, and slowly, deliberately transported himself into permanent oblivion. I know he cannot hear my words now, but I'll say them anyway: Dave—we wish with all our hearts you hadn't done this. But if it were your only way of finding peace, so be it. Your call, your right. Just know that we loved you in life, and we won't forget you in death.
The Penis Tax
[Politically Incorrect Show, 23 September 1999]
Ladies and gentlemen—well, gentlemen at least—the Alliance has released its latest tax proposal. Hard, so to speak, on the heels of its "abolish student fees and tax small business premises instead" scheme, and its Progressive Symmetricality income tax plan, the Alliance is now promising to supply free food, clothing and shelter to all citizens with an IQ under 50—that is, its own supporters—by means of a penis tax. "We already intend to tax everything in sight," says Alliance leader Jim Neanderton; "now it's time to start taxing things out of sight. Hitherto the penis has been exempt from tax, partly because it spends much of its time unemployed and/or hard up. Also, it has two dependents, both of whom are nuts. These are things to which we must be sensitive. Nonetheless, many people with penises have had the balls to be successful, and a tax on their penises would be a potent way of stiffening our commitment to drowning such anti-social tendencies. Accordingly, starting January 1 next year, the penis will be taxed. According to its size, naturally—another way of compensating for nakedly unfair inequalities. 10-12 inches will attract a Luxury Tax of $5000 each financial year; 8-10 inches, a Pole Tax of $3000; 6-8 inches, an Entertainment Tax of $2000; 4-6 inches, a Fringe Benefit Tax of $1000. Anything under 4 inches will earn a rebate."
This last category is understood to be that to which most Alliance members belong.
Asked if this proposal might serve as an incentive to big penis-owners to take anti-aphrodisiacs, Mr Neanderton became quite aroused. "That's what's so impressive about the penis ... er, penis tax. It will create a number of flow-on effects upstream—in this case, we shall enlarge the tax on aphrodisiacs five-fold. How fruitful is that?!"
Asked whether the tax wasn't discriminatory against men, Mr Neanderton replied, "Well you must understand that the tax was conceived with our support ... our supporters ... in mind. Looking at our women supporters, it was clear to us that a depreciation allowance would be more appropriate, even though, for understandable reasons, there was no wear-and-tear at all."
Asked whether the tax wasn't simply a means of penalising men for the sin of having greater-than-average endowments, Mr Neanderton screamed, "Yes, yes, oh, oh, oh God, oh my God, yes, yes!"
In spite of being mopped up and hosed down, he died.
His last words were, "Retards rule, OK?"
The Politically Incorrect Show, exposing those who get off on tax for the dysfunctional psychopaths they are. 
Breeders' Day Out?
[Politically Incorrect Show, 29 November 2000]
During our discussion of Waitangi Day on Monday, I asked those of you who thought it should be re-named New Zealand Day just what you envisaged it was that a New Zealand Day might celebrate. Since then I've come up with some answers of my own. Giving effect to these would involve giving the day a different name every year for the next eight years, after which the whole array of appellations could be recycled:
 
	Handout Day. In honour of the great New Zealand tradition—bludging. On this day, everyone on a benefit to be given a lifetime's supply of TAB tickets and Coca Cola vouchers.

	Nanny State Day. Celebrating the great New Zealand allergy to private enterprise, to thinking for oneself and acting independently. On this day, Telecom, Air New Zealand and TransRail to be confiscated by the government without compensation, all food chains, supermarkets and corner dairies to be nationalised; everybody to be tucked into bed at night by officers from WINZ and CYFS.

	Holocaust Day. Atoning for the genocide that Europeans—with their written language, clothing, housing, wheels, one law for all, etc.—perpetrated against Maori. On this day the Waitangi Tribunal to declare Maori sovereignty over the Tasman Sea and the South Pole.

	Short Poppy Day. Savouring New Zealand's international reputation for cutting down the tall ones. On this day, all statues of Great Men to be beheaded, all living Great Athletes to be leg-amputated, all Great Singers to have their throats slit and anyone earning over $60,000 a year in whatever field to be lobotomised.

	Talkback Retard Day. A competition for the most nasal whine, the biggest whinge, the most asinine drivel from a talkback caller (I already have several nominations). The winner to be treated to personalised readings by Jim Neanderton from his books Fascism for Fools, Communism for Cretins, Socialism for Sapheads and Marxism for Morons.

	Political Correctness Day. A Great Hui at the Auckland University marae for disabled Maori lesbian Wimmin's Studies lecturers. White heterosexual males to be ceremonially castrated and clubbed to death by Margaret Wilson, roasted over a hangi spit and eaten; their testicles to be displayed at Te Papa.

	Anti-Profit Day. Ceremonial pledge-signing by all remaining private businesses that they will run at a loss henceforth in order to remove all vestiges of that filthy habit, money-making.

	Breeders' Day Out. Doing what Aotearoa does best—subsidising the dumbest among us to go forth and multiply madly. On this day, all males with imbecile IQs to be given free Viagra, all condom-vending machines to be shut down just in case, all females with imbecile IQs to be given clucky hens.


Well, I think that about covers it. Kia Ora!
Dear Sheeple
[Politically Incorrect Show, 26 November 1999]
So, sheeple, you're about to elect an even bossier shepherd, with even more ferocious dogs. Well, sheeple, you are pathetic, dumb, gormless non-entities, mindlessly baaaaaa-ing and braying and begging for the shepherd's commands and the dogs' snarling and biting, surrendering any last vestige of individuality you might still have been capable of, extinguishing the last sparks of any fire you may once have harboured within. How reminiscent you are of the outbreaks of mass hysteria that used to occur in medieval villages. How very appropriate that a "medieval village" is what you would turn this country into. The Greens will try to block science and technology; the Alliance and Labour Parties will tax the productive among us even more than now. Political Correctness will be more pervasive than ever, with the pseudo-mordi gravy-train in particular accelerating to an irresistible momentum. Nanny State will govern absolutely every aspect of your stunted, blighted lives, because you, you pitiful, simpering blobs of blandness, want her to. Never will the need for a radio programme like the Politically Incorrect Show be greater; never, for that very reason, will it be under greater threat, especially from power-tripping politicians intent on stamping out any criticism and dissent.
The most important—and chilling—words uttered in this campaign came from the lips of Helen Clark in the Holmes debate with Jenny Shipley. "The state," she said, "is sovereign." That means sovereign over you; it doesn't exist to serve you ... you exist to serve it. This has been the moral premise of dictators since time immemorial. That the state is sovereign was Hitler's view, and it was Stalin's view. It was the view of one of fascism's leading theoreticians, Alfred Rocco, who declared:
"Fascism stresses the necessity, for which the older doctrines make little allowance, of sacrifice, even up to the total immolation of individuals on behalf of society. For fascism, society is the end, individuals the means, and fascism's whole life consists in using individuals as instruments for its social ends." The state is sovereign.
Or in Hitler's words, "The higher interests of society must set the limits on and duties of the individual." The state is sovereign.
Of course, this pernicious premise has underpinned the actions of this present regime in New Zealand, and it most certainly deserves to be cast off in the name of the sacred liberties on which it has so viciously trampled. But to replace it with Labour, the Alliance and the Greens? They who will trample on our sacred liberties even more viciously, in the name of the sovereign state?
You who knowingly support this are beyond redemption. To those of you who do not, I say this: we should treat this looming disaster as a catalyst to renew our fight for freedom. Our adversaries will not be able to effect their goal—a full-blown totalitarian state—immediately. There is still time, even as the descent into the abyss proceeds apace. Do not lie down and allow the state's juggernaut to crush you. Look within and find the unique self that is you. Study the philosophers who proudly upheld the sovereignty of that. Join the growing army of freedom-fighters that is here now. Speak out at every opportunity. Scream it from the rooftops, laud it over the mountains and valleys, that the state is not sovereign, that you own your life. Let's take this forthcoming setback on the chin, then regroup, and strike back so hard the bastards won't know what's hit them.
Otherwise, the Dark Ages await.
The Politically Incorrect Show, the voice of individual liberty.
Fungus on the Slime on the Underbelly of Maggots
[Politically Incorrect Show, 8 October 1999]
Recently I alerted you to the Alliance's proposed new penis tax. I run a risk with such spoofs, which is that when I pass on a real horror story, you'll think I'm making that up too. What I'm about to tell you is the full truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. It demonstrates to me once and for all that there is no hope.
Yesterday, Alliance Retard Sandra Lee, deputy to that well-known bully, Neanderton, was speaking at Auckland University to a quivering mass of addled brains conditioned to believe that the world owes them what passes for an education these days. Her fellow Alliance Retards were passing around a flyer to underscore the message. It said, "Why give the Alliance your party vote?" (I should mention that the word "party" was underscored, because at the last election the Retards were too stupid to understand the importance of the party vote under MMP.) "Because we're the only party totally opposed to user pays in education. See for yourself. Universal student allowances [tick]. Abolish student fees [tick]. No interest on all student loans [tick]. Restore the emergency unemployment benefit for all students [tick]. How?" Now get this: "Fat pigs can pay more. The Alliance tax policy brings home the bacon!" Whereupon there was a photograph of a fat pig with the Alliance's proposed tax increases listed beside it! The sick, evil bastards! Just so you know, all of you who have the temerity to succeed to the rather modest point of earning $60,000 a year, you are "fat pigs."
To call the Alliance "pigs" in response would be insulting to pigs. The Alliance is fungus on the slime on the underbelly of maggots. But as I've said many times, they are honest filth. At the same time as the Retards were calling the successful "fat pigs," the National Socialist Party's Kommisar of Kulture, Fraulein Hasler, who pretends to be a different breed of maggot from the Alliance, was lecturing private broadcasters for not giving their own money to her proposed National Socialist Youth Radio Network, which she wants to set up in opposition to the private stations. Get this:
"Hon Marie Hasler, Minister for Culture and Heritage, says she is disgusted the Radio Broadcasters Association Executive Council is withdrawing support for New Zealand music because of Government's initiative to make frequency available for youth radio. 'I am disgusted by what really amounts to blackmail and spite,' she said. 'The Council's statement proves just how superficial their motives have been in respect of their commitment to increasing local content on radio. Their commitment to local content is not a commitment at all. I am sure the whole of New Zealand will note this insincerity, the tactics they have stooped to and their attempt to bully and frighten away would-be sponsors of youth radio. If they withdraw their support to local music they will expose just how shallow their sense of duty and interest in youth actually is.' "
Excuse me? Whose money is it we're talking about here, Fraulein Hasler? What will you be demanding next? That private broadcasters subsidise a network you set up playing Songs For Ze Fourth Reich all day? You too, Fraulein Hasler, are nothing but fungus on the slime on the underbelly of maggots. You and your whole stinking, rotten National Socialist Government. To you and your fellow-fungus in the Alliance, this award from your hero.
[Sieg Heil Award]
Dad
[Politically Incorrect Show, 10 August 2000 and The Free Radical, Issue 43, September/October 2000]
Just before I was to leave for the United States on June 3 last, my dad died. I wanted to pay tribute to him on air; I also wanted to wait until I was confident I could do so without getting overwrought. I think that time has come; forgive me if I turn out to be wrong.
Dad lived a good, full life. He was seventy-five years old when he died, and his body had really come to the end of its tether. Many years ago he had fallen ill while in the States with my mum. He underwent a quadruple coronary bypass operation in a San Diego hospital. When I rang the hospital to see how he was, I exclaimed to the nurse who answered the phone: "Quadruple?!" "Oh yes," she replied, "he needed a bit of work." That bit of work prolonged his life by fifteen years.
In his youth, my dad had excelled at cycling and squash, at one point being the runner-up to the New Zealand champion in the latter sport. Though his body became increasingly frail, his spirit was always strong and life-embracing. Right up to the end, he would spend hours on the golf course—painful, arthritic hip and all—often in the company of his treasured grand-daughter, Jasmine.
I spoke to him by telephone the day of the night that he died. He had just come out of hospital, where a pacemaker had been installed in his chest to do the work of his ailing heart. I asked if everything was working OK. My mother overheard, and ribaldly piped up that not quite everything was working—whereupon Dad chuckled, "Silly bitch." I felt reassured that everything was back to normal!
My mother was the great love of his life. They were together for nigh-on fifty years, and couldn't bear to be apart. Once, he had to attend a course in Otaki for a new job, a course that involved on overnight stay away from home. As night fell, my mum was showing obvious signs of pining for him. Her agitation only increased as the night wore on. Then, suddenly, my dad walked through the front door. He too had been pining, and had snuck away from the course to come back to Mum.
His capacity to love was matched only by his honesty. There never was a more genuine fellow than George Perigo. He had no malice, no guile, no pretensions. Politically speaking, he was not a libertarian by conscious conviction, but he was curious. He confessed to my sister that he had read Atlas Shrugged, "to see what Lindsay's on about."
We gave him a great send-off. He "lay in state" in an open coffin at the house for three days, surrounded by photographs and memorabilia, as friends came by to pay their last respects. All the while, we played his favourite music—Glenn Miller, Judy Garland, Al Jolson, Louis Armstrong, Mario Lanza and others. As he was finally driven away in the hearse, Mario sang I'll See You Again.
None of us literally believed that, of course, but a cousin said, alluding to our atheism, "Wouldn't it be nice if we were wrong?" As the great nineteenth century free-thinker Robert G. Ingersoll observed, "The idea of immortality was not born of any religion—it was born of human affection, of the imperishable, universal desire to be reunited with the loved and lost." However, if death does end all, "next to eternal joy, next to being for ever with those we love, is to be wrapped in the dreamless drapery of eternal peace."
I don't expect to see my dad again. But I do want to honour his memory today with a Free Radical Award.
To my mum, whose heart is aching: hang in there. To my dad: I love you, and thanks for everything.
[Free Radical Award]
Fate of the Species?
[Politically Incorrect Show 29 July 1999]
Sometimes, as you might have detected over the past couple of days, I despair. Certifiably insane conspiracy theorists ring up and screech away about how "it all starts in timber yards." Humourless communists of the New Zealand Last variety ring up and nasalise away about wicked foreign investors and how we all ought to surrender our money and our time to losers like themselves. Envy-ridden half-wits ring up and snivel that it's unfair that we're not all equal—that some are intelligent while they are stupid—and therefore the intelligent should be dragged down to their sub-human level. I use the term "sub-human" advisedly. These people are simply animals in human form—and that's being a little hard on the animals. All they know is how to eat, drink, urinate, defecate, and fornicate. In them, that distinctively human attribute, the mind, is utterly inert. All they know is that they exist, that they have no intention of sustaining their existence by their own efforts—and that their fellow-parasites, the politicians, can be relied upon to steal money from productive individuals to subsidise their existence for them. In exchange for their votes, of course. It's unspeakable, and I've had a gutsful of it. Someone on this station told me two days ago that I should be forced to donate money to the primitive tribalists in Somalia. I say, from now on, anyone who tries to take my money from me by force will be met with force. And anyone who thinks that throwing stolen money at Somalians—or Alliance Retard bludgers in this country—will solve their problems is an idiot. Until animals in human form actualise their potential by using their distinctive human attribute, their brain, they will continue to live—and die—like Somalians. And that's what they will deserve. Same deal in Yugoslavia. Now the Albanians are engaged in reprisal slaughterings of Serbs, just as I predicted. Primitive tribalists who've put their brains on hold vs other primitive tribalists who've put their brains on hold. Screw the lot of them. I will not lift a finger to help any side in that conflict among various types of savages.
There is an antidote to the disease of sub-humanism. It is the philosophy of reason called Objectivism. The very word would be too difficult for the tribalist retards who ring me up and talk about timber yards, but their condition fortunately is not universal. In his moving closing remarks to Deborah Coddington in the new issue of The Free Radical, veteran Objectivist Bill Weddell says, "The speed at which Objectivism is growing now tells me it will take over the future. It's never been like this before. When I was a communist they used to say it would take a century for communism to dominate, and it started in 1848 ... But it still took them a century to do all they wanted to do because there is a wide body of people who, as adults, can't change their views. I think Objectivism will take a hundred years. I don't think you and I will see it. It's going to take a long time but I'm perfectly certain it will win, and it will change the whole earth. I don't think we're going to go on and on fighting world wars for millions of years indefinitely. I really don't. That's not the fate of the human race." 
It surely cannot be the fate of the one species with the faculty of rational, conceptual thought, the species that produces Einsteins and Rachmaninovs and Bill Gateses and Mario Lanzas and Chopins and Thomas Edisons and Ayn Rands. But there's a catch. The members of this species can choose to close this faculty down, leech on those who don't close this faculty down, and turn themselves into heavy-metal-listening Alliance-voting zombies who ring up talk-back and complain that they're not being given enough of Other People's Money. If potential human beings continue to make this choice, egged on by those irredeemably sub-human beings, the politicians, along with the namby-pambies in our own ranks who think we should be "nice" to the sub-humans, then we will go on fighting world wars for millions of years indefinitely. 
Me, one day when I can afford it, I'm going to buy a property away from all the sub-human filth, put up a twelve-foot fence around it, and listen to Beethoven.
The Taste of Freedom
[Politically Incorrect Show, 26 September 2001]
"For three minutes on Red Square I felt free. I'll gladly take your three years for that." (Dissident to judge after being sentenced for protesting against the Soviet invasion of Czechoslovakia, 1968, quoted in Ayn Rand's The New Left: the Anti-Industrial Revolution.)
"For those who fight for it, freedom has a flavour the protected cannot taste." (Atlanta Staff Sergeant John Carlson, explaining to his son why he's heading for Afghanistan, The Times, 25/09/01)
Freedom has a flavour, to be sure. The protester in Red Square tasted it, John Carlson has tasted it. Perhaps it's true that the rest of us who take freedom for granted and passively acquiesce to its being violated do not taste its flavour, but is it true that we can not? I believe most of us do taste at least intimations of it in our youth, as we grasp that one day soon this whole big scary exciting world will be ours to engage as we choose. We eagerly embrace the prospect, and would bridle at any proposition that the day should be indefinitely postponed and that our parents should remain in control of our lives and our choices. That's when we taste the flavour of freedom. It is the taste of adrenalin as we savour the promise of liberation, anticipate the thrills and spills of autonomy, applaud the special effects of self-ownership.
Sadly, that's as good as it gets for many, even in the West for whose (relative) freedom Mr Carlson is now preparing to fight. Over the last few decades, countless millions of citizens of the "Free World" have proved ready, in adulthood, to let their governments take over from their parents. These governments in turn have been taken over more and more by those with a pathological urge to be "super-parents"—non-individuated failures seeking control over others as psychological compensation—who have seduced their intended wards with the promise of bigger and sweeter candies. These are the "Attilas” of Ayn Rand's essay, "For the New Intellectual". They have had powerful allies in the "Witch Doctors," latterly the philosophy professors who have taught their young acolytes that the only certainty is uncertainty and the only ethical absolute is: sacrifice yourself—to anything or anyone who demands it, just so long as you sacrifice your self. Which means: don't think for yourself, since it is by thinking that you discover and value yourself. Which means: abandon any concern with ideas, since ideas involve thinking.
And that is why so many never get beyond first base, never experience anything more than intimations of the taste of freedom—they never learn that the nourishment which affords that taste is: reason.
Rand says:
"There is a fundamental conviction which some people never acquire, some hold only in their youth, and a few hold to the end of their days—a conviction that ideas matter. In one's youth that conviction is experienced as a self-evident absolute, and one is unable fully to believe that there are people who do not share it. That ideas matter means that knowledge matters, that truth matters, that one's mind matters. And the radiance of that certainty, in the process of growing up, is the best aspect of youth."
"Don't let it go," Rand exhorted her fellow-Americans, those who had tasted freedom and savoured the flavour. In this context we could usefully paraphrase her exhortation thus:
Don't ever grow up.
Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness
[Politically Incorrect Show, 6 July 1999]
I and some friends were celebrating American Independence Day, the anniversary of the signing of the Declaration of Independence in 1776. What a pity, we reflected, that America has turned its back on its founding document, and embraced the ways of tyranny that its founders so eloquently condemned. What a challenge to us, we who understand the ideas impregnating that document, to reignite them in our time and bring them to fruition. "We hold these truths to be self-evident," said the Declaration, "that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable rights, that among these are life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness—that to secure these rights, governments are instituted among men ..." It went on to cite a "long train of abuses and usurpations" by which King George 111 had endeavoured to impose "absolute despotism" upon his American subjects; it proclaimed that when government conducted itself thus, "it is the right of the people to alter or abolish it." And abolish it they did, establishing in its place, for the first time in history, a government based on the rights of the individual, propelling mankind out of its primordial collectivist ooze—the swamp to which, alas, it all too soon returned.
We can revive that dream in New Zealand. Though we be assailed from all sides by the anti-liberty chants of the Politically Correct, we can forge New Freeland here. This government has perpetrated a "long series of abuses and usurpations"—and its subjects are starting to revolt. This government has reduced us to near-"absolute despotism"—and many of its subjects are beginning to realise that the way out is not to shackle us instead with the present opposition parties, which would be even more despotic, but to throw off the yoke of government altogether: to allow each and all of us to reclaim our birthright—the ability and freedom to govern ourselves—and to confine institutionalised government to the protection of that birthright. 
Life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness! How those words resonate across the two centuries since! Citizens of New Zealand, let us pick up where the Founding Fathers left off and make of our two little isles one great land of liberty. Let us crush the political and bureaucratic tyrants from the primordial ooze, and renounce their abuses and usurpations. 
From every mountainside, let freedom ring!
A Glossary of Linzisms
Alco-Nazis: anti-alcohol fanatics, prohibitionists and wowsers.
Alliance Retard Party: The former Alliance Party, a Left-Fascist New Zealand political party led by Jim Anderton (see 'Neanderton, Jim'). Hence also, Alliance Retards: members of, and voters for, the Alliance Retard Party.
Association of Compulsion Touters: the ACT Party of New Zealand. A play on ACT's original name, the Association of Consumers and Taxpayers, and the fact that the party advocated compulsory saving for retirement.
Californian Therapy Culture: Mumbo-jumbo for psychological cripples (Beverley Hills hippies). Psychobabble for sissies. Charlatanism for schmoos. Witch-doctory for wimps with more money than sense.
Child molesters of the mind: New Zealand's teacher unions and education bureaucrats, and any equivalent taxpayer-funded dumbers-down anywhere.
Commissar/Comrade Clark: Helen Clark, former leader of the Labour Party and Prime Minister of New Zealand from 1999 to 2008.
Drinking problem: not drinking enough. Hence also, severe drinking problem: not drinking at all.
Faecesbook: Facebook—"avalanche of inanity."
Fascists of the Left (Left-Fascists): modern politically correct "liberals," the most illiberal of all.
Filth, The: President Obama, avowedly intent on "fundamentally transforming" America (capitalist to socialist).
Goblianity: Christianity.
Goblinism: Any religion. Belief in a lonely goblin (aka God) who got bored one day and created humans to worship him, along with a place of eternal punishment for those who didn't. There are many types of Goblinism. All are stinking, stupid, savage superstitions.
Hard Labour: The New Zealand Labour Party.
Headbanging caterwauling: most contemporary "music," most notably rap-crap, hip-hop, punk, etc. The musical sphere of pomowankers. Nihilism set to cacophony.
Headmistress Shipley: Jenny Shipley, former National Socialist Party leader and Prime Minister of New Zealand from 1997 to 1999. Banned Cigar Aficionado magazine.
Helengrad: name for New Zealand's capital, Wellington, during the regime of Helen Comrade Clark.
Islamo-Fascist Filth: Muslims who take it seriously.
Islamo-Goblinism: Islam.
KASS: Kick-Ass.
KASSless: Namby-pamby, sissified, cowardly, politically correct, weasel-worded, Neville Key-like, etc.
Kaya Oraaa!: The opening salutation for The Politically Incorrect Show, a piss-take of the PC "Kia Ora."
Kiwi Accent, the: "Not an accent but a disease."
Ministry of Ugly Wimmin's Affairs: Ministry of Women's Affairs.
National Socialist Party: The New Zealand National Party. 
NaZis on Air: New Zealand On Air, the government organisation responsible for the allocation of state funding for New Zealand-made television, radio and music. Termed coined on the Politically Incorrect Show as part of a successful campaign to abolish the television licence fee.
Neanderton, Jim: Jim Anderton, Left-Fascist politician, Deputy Prime Minister of New Zealand from 1999-2002 and leader of the Alliance Party (See 'Alliance Retard Party'). Sometimes referred to as Comrade Neanderton. 
NEM: New enlightenment men (and women). The vanguard of the revolution for reason and freedom. That small minority of human beings who embody Enlightenment values.  
Neville Bolger: Jim Bolger, former National Party leader and Prime Minister of New Zealand from 1990 to 1997. The name was coined in deference to his Neville Chamberlain-like penchant for appeasement. 
Nico-Nazis: anti-nicotine fanatics, prohibitionists and wowsers. 
NOSA: Neurotic, obsessive self-absorption. A disease particularly prevalent among Americans. See The French Paradox, American Angst … and NOSA. 
Polish: The incomprehensible gibberish of academics when writing for an academic audience. The principle of Polish is: why use one short word when one hundred long ones will suffice?! The premise of Polish is that everything is bewilderingly, intractably complex. The upshot of Polish is: paralysis.
Pomowanker: Postmodern tosser. Identifiable by, among other things, sardonic sniggering, a self-indulgent propensity for Polish (q.v.) and weasel-words, prefacing anything remotely resembling an opinion with "I'm not sure that" or "It could be argued that," never stating an opinion outright but insinuating by sneering irony that it's not intellectually respectable or defensible actually to hold an opinion on anything, much less a positive opinion. Nihilist in academic drag.
Pseudo-Mordi: pretend Maori. In recognition of the pretentious, politically correct fawning over all things Maori. Hence also Pseudo-Mordi gravy train: relating to the Treaty of Waitangi settlements and similar unearned benefits bestowed on pseudo-Mordis. 
Saddamites: those who offered succour to Saddam by arguing that he should not have been toppled. Hence, Saddamy: the rape of everything decent in the world by dictators and terrorists. 
Solitude: "The most edifying thing about solitude is the company."
Stinking, stupid, savage superstition: any religion.
Women: "There is no cure for women known to man."
 
 
14 Total Passion for the Total Height
The Elixir of Youth
Of Swamp Sirens, Mountain Tops ... and Fire in the Belly!
[Presentation to 2nd SOLO Conference, 15 February 2003]
Good morning. Welcome to the second Sense of Life Objectivists Conference. We call it SOLOC 2. SOLOC 1, as many of you will remember, occurred one year ago at Waitomo Caves Hotel. One of the speakers, Cameron Pritchard, said it was nothing less than the most enjoyable few days he'd ever had in his life. If I may quote:
"The people were evidence that the heroic is out there—making one of the themes of my own speech even more concrete to me, and I hope, to others. Intelligent, warm people oozing with passion, enthusiasm and praise for the best in each other. I mean, I have rarely felt that kind of camaraderie, and it's such a powerful, inspiring feeling that leaves such a wonderful afterglow. The intellectual quality of the speeches was just amazing. Lindsay—an inspiring call to arms, opening the way for Objectivism as it could and should be. The Young Guns—I was proud to share this segment with the talent of Sam, Andrew and Matt. Robert White—a brilliant scholar who is nothing less than an inspiration to me as someone who also seeks to work in the academic field. Barbara Branden's video—a thought-provoking presentation with hopefully more to come at SOLOC 2. Michael Newberry—what a revolutionary! It's impossible not to soak up the enthusiasm he generates for his cause. Joe Rowlands—a fascinating speech that gave me new tools to use in my own life. And Jim Peron—well, as Hooch said to me, I don't think there was a dry eye in the room after his speech. And of course, it wasn't just the speeches. It was the conversations, the walks and conversations, the food and conversations, the drinks and conversations, even the arm-wrestling and conversations. And all of this in an atmosphere of goodwill and open-mindedness—no religious-style dogmatists to be found anywhere near Waitomo this weekend."
One of the attendees, Kyle McFarlane, said:
"I was in the most incredible of moods all weekend—uplifted, enthusiastic, optimistic, informed, thought-provoked, and most importantly—happy."
Sam Pierson recalled someone saying on departure: 
"Time to return to unreality."
And we did return to unreality, didn't we? The everyday world of coercion, cynicism, back-biting and back-stabbing, the world of the glorification of the violent, the ugly, the destructive, the world of dishonesty, disloyalty, and insincerity, where one's cleverness is gauged by how deftly one practises these "virtues." (I work at Parliament, remember!) We did return to it … but we had something to compare it to. The euphoria of those three days may have worn off, but the memory of it will inspire us always. And of course, we now have the opportunity to live it again.
You see, what that euphoria tells us—or at least, what the things that engender it tell us—is that the world doesn't have to be as I just described it. And even while it is like that we have it in our power, as individuals interacting voluntarily, to create an alternative. Which brings me to my theme this morning, the Elixir of Youth. I readily confess I'm in no position to proffer a physical Elixir of Youth, even if I can beat Mr Rowlands at arm-wrestling, but I want to offer some thoughts on preserving one's youthfulness of spirit and the relevance of this to SOLO's mission.
In her Journals, making notes for her upcoming novel, The Fountainhead, Ayn Rand said:
"This may sound naïve. But—is our life ever to have any reality? Are we ever going to live on the level? Or is life always to be something else, something different from what it should be? A real life, simple and sincere, even naïve, is the only life where all the potential grandeur and beauty of human existence can be found. Are there real reasons for accepting the substitute, that which we have today? No one has shown today's life as it really is, with its real meaning and its reasons. I'm going to show it. If it's not a pretty picture—well, what is the alternative?"
In The Fountainhead, of course, she showed us, not just today's life as it really is, but the alternative also. And many years later, writing a weekly newspaper column for the Los Angeles Times, she said:
"When people look back at their childhood or youth, their wistfulness comes from the memory, not of what their lives had been in those years, but of what life had then promised to be. The expectation of some undefinable splendor, of the unusual, the exciting, the great, is an attribute of youth—and the process of aging is the process of that expectation's gradual extinction. One does not have to let it happen."
One doesn't—and one shouldn't. To let it happen is to succumb to spiritual death long before one's physical demise—to spend maybe half one's life jaundiced, jaded, cynical, listless, atrophied, desiccated …. Or, in the case of many of today's youth, to spend nearly all one's life like that.
Now note that for purposes of my presentation this morning I am taking four things as given—any one or all of which you might disagree with, none of which I have time to defend at length. One—that "that which we have today" is indeed a "substitute" for life as it might be and ought to be, a life "where all the potential grandeur and beauty of human existence can be found." To put it more bluntly, the culture of our time is an anti-culture, nihilistic and destructive. And in Ayn Rand's words, "When a culture is dedicated to the destruction of values—of all values, of values as such—men's psychological destruction has to follow." I will have more to say about this shortly.
The second thing I'm taking for granted is that the "great expectation" of which Rand speaks is indeed an attribute of youth—that is, it's something commonly experienced by human beings in their teens and twenties. I don't think this is controversial … psychologists and other observers of human behaviour often point to it and most of us can verify it from our own experience and introspection.
The third thing I'm taking for granted is that this attribute is a good thing—i.e. life-affirming and life-promoting—and one ought to nurture it and make of it a life-long companion. Rand talks about "life on the level"; SOLO's Credo talks about "a culture of sincerity and integrity, where mind-games, deceit and posturing—and having to read between the lines—in one's dealings with others are a thing of the past, where Shakespeare's 'This above all: to thine own self be true, And it must follow, as the night the day, Thou canst not then be false to any man. ...' is second nature." It talks about "the total passion for the total height," "rational exuberance and exuberant rationality." Rand's "Great Expectation," I'm assuming, is great at least in part because it contributes to this kind of life on the individual level and this kind of culture on the collective level.
The fourth thing I take for granted is that we do indeed have difficulty sustaining it. It is difficult to nurture it and befriend it for life.
In short, what I'm concerned to do this morning is not debate whether life as we know it is "on the level," whether we nonetheless have this expectation in our youth and whether it's a good thing and whether we have difficulty sustaining it. I'm assuming that it isn't and we do and it is and we do! What I want to discuss is—why do we have that difficulty and how might we overcome it and preserve the expectation?
I'm going to offer two notes of caution. 
One—don't hold out too great an expectation of this speech. Don't imagine that in forty-five minutes from now you're going to have all the answers, that you're going to walk out of here with your Great Expectation restored and intact for life. Of course, these are ultimately matters that one must work out for oneself in any event, but that aside, the more I delved into this topic, the more I appreciated the enormity of it, and the more I realised the best I might be able to offer is a few pointers that may be helpful, to myself as much as anybody.
Two—If some of what I say seems like a case of stating the bleedingly obvious, that's because it is. I do this in the spirit of George Orwell's observation that the first duty of intelligent men is the restatement of the obvious. This is the first of several speeches at a sense-of-life conference; as such it should exude sense of life, and for that to happen, certain obvious things need restating. 
It would definitely be helpful at this point to be more specific about what this thing is, this Great Expectation (a term I shall use interchangeably through this presentation with terms such as "fire in the belly" or "the spark that ignites")—an expectation, Rand said, of some undefinable splendor, of the unusual, the exciting, the great. Now remembering that Rand defined "sense of life" as "a preconceptual equivalent of metaphysics, an emotional, subconsciously integrated appraisal of man and of existence," this expectation is clearly a sense-of-life phenomenon. If it were post-conceptual, it would say, "Existence is good; it's about to become even better; and other people won't stop that happening—they'll help it, they'll be part of it." When you put it like that, maybe it's more than just a facet of your sense of life—perhaps it is one's sense of life. In any event, this Great Expectation is something we recognise ostensively—we know it when we feel it. We see people enjoying where they are and looking forward to even better things around the corner. It is a savouring of the present—and an eager anticipation of the future, even though we don't know exactly what it holds; the present is providing the basis for an optimistic assessment of the future. It's a perfect illustration of the point my colleague Mr Rowlands likes to make, that life is a process, not a state—something dynamic, ongoing, evolving, rather than an end point at which we take permanent repose. The latter, after all, is just a description of death.
By way of an illustration of a young man exuding this joy in the present and sense of expectation, we're now going to do a bit of eavesdropping. For about three minutes we're going to step into a recording of the living room of none other than Mr Mario Lanza, as he tests out a new reel-to-reel tape recorder he's purchased. This is about 1950, remember. His wife has been assigned to operate the machine. As he puts his voice through its paces, he teases his three-year-old daughter Colleen. But don't just think of a singer rehearsing and clowning around in his living room. Think of those words of Ayn Rand. "A real life, simple and sincere, even naïve, is the only life where all the potential grandeur and beauty of human existence can be found." Hear the humour, the love, the savouring of the latest invention of the human mind, the expectation of the great recording projects for which this will be a useful tool … and I'm betting at the end of the three minutes you'll be thinking, what a delightful vignette you've just been privileged to hear.
[Mario Lanza vignette …] 
Three minutes of life redolent with the Great Expectation.
Now remind yourselves that just nine years later, that young man died, a tired, dejected wreck.
So, why do we lose it? Why does it gradually—and in some cases quickly—become extinct?
Let's take Rand's own explanation as a starting point:
" … that fire dies for lack of fuel, under the gray weight of disappointments, when one discovers that adults do not know what they are doing, nor care—that a person one respected is an abject coward—that a public figure one admired is a posturing mediocrity—that a literary classic one had looked forward to reading is a minute analysis of people one would not want to look at twice, like a study in depth of a mud puddle."
So there's Ayn Rand, piling the blame onto other people! One has great expectations of them, but they let one down. They turn out to be mindless, to be cowards, poseurs, mediocrities and frauds. Having myself encountered over the last three years the most bizarre and disgusting series of betrayals and deceptions from people of whom I would least have expected betrayal and deception, it's an explanation with which I can readily concur! There's still plenty of reason not to get bitter and twisted, but I'll come back to that.
Now it would be nice to think that one could deal with the mindless, with cowards, poseurs, mediocrities and frauds simply as Roark does when the odious Ellsworth Toohey says to him, "Tell me what you think of me" and Roark replies, "But I don't think of you." Nice, but not realistic. These people are too ubiquitous, their values—or anti-values—too pervasive for it to be possible or desirable totally to ignore them. Rand herself clearly realised that or she wouldn't have cited other people as the reason one's own fire dies.
Clearly we need to be able to come up with a view of the world that can accommodate let-downs, deceptions, betrayals, the existence of cockroaches in human form, without our Great Expectation being thrown into a tailspin by them. Here I believe we come up slap bang against an area where Objectivism the movement has presented us with two false and therefore highly unhelpful alternatives.
One is the view one is most likely to hear among ARI folk. It is, in effect, that the world is depraved and one should have no truck with it. In his polemical tract, Fact and Value, Leonard Peikoff spoke of "the Objectivist world" and "the conventional world" as two quite distinct things—and he spoke scathingly of those who try to have a foot in both. This is rather akin to an Exclusive Brethren view of the world—"us" vs "them" and ne'er the twain shall or should meet. It's a view that leads to precisely the excommunications, denunciations and ostracisms that we've come to associate with that wing of the Objectivist movement. It's a view one can afford to take if one has inherited Ayn Rand's fortune and doesn't have to make a living in the world, but for most of us it's not practical and for all of us, I submit, it's not moral, because it egregiously distorts reality.
Equally wrong, however, is what we might call the TOC view, which I have described in the past as "pallid pollyannaism." This is the view contained in those ghastly bromides about every cloud having a silver lining, the glass being half full rather than half empty, every setback being an opportunity in disguise, there's some good in everybody, etc., etc. The worst one I ever heard was from a clergyman, Robert Schuler—an obvious charlatan if ever there was one—on the Larry King show: "Turn your scars into stars." Ugh! It's the Leibniz/Dr Pangloss view that, appearances (and realities) to the contrary, all is for the best in the best of all possible worlds. It's the view that enables the TOC to award New Zealand gold medals for freedom. It's the view that makes them insist that 70% of the entries in their Soundings column in Navigator magazine be "positive," lest the column should read like a Horror File. It's the view that says any condemnation of the world, however justified, is likely to lead to "alienation" from it, and is therefore to be avoided. It's the view that says: See no evil, hear no evil—but if you do hear or see evil, play it down. "Gosh, Mr Hitler, I gotta tell ya I'm uncomfortable about all those Jews you killed, but hey, I'm really stoked about all those Jews you didn't kill." It's wrong because there is evil there. A ton of it.
Where I'm leading with this is to say that there is no substitute for good-old fashioned realism in evaluating the world around us, and that we can better keep our Great Expectations alive with a realistic view than with an overly positive one or an overly negative one. With an unduly positive one we shall encounter a series of humungous shocks that will send us reeling and truly leave us bitter and twisted; with an unduly negative one we probably couldn't entertain Great Expectations in the first place.
My own view is this: human existence is riding on the philosophic coat-tails of a more rational era. As such it is still characterised by awe-inspiring achievements, which we may greedily savour and celebrate. The culture, however—by which I mean its dominant trends—is not riding philosophic coat-tails; it's riding a philosophic juggernaut driven by nihilism. It is the culture of "Suck my dick, bitch" masquerading as music lyrics, framed excrement masquerading as a painting, a couple of parked trucks masquerading as sculpture, emotional ejaculations or irrelevant nit-pickings competing to masquerade as philosophy, Eastern mysticism masquerading as science, and so on. I doubt that there has been as full-on and self-conscious an assault against reason in any other era. I doubt that an assault against reason has ever been as effective in so short a time. In my youth, even with what then seemed the likelihood of nuclear destruction hanging over us, we all had that Great Expectation. Among a significant, perhaps even defining, segment of today's youth, like "Who is John Galt?" in Atlas Shrugged, runs the glazed and monotoned leitmotif, "Who gives a shit?"
My own view, in other words, is closer to the ARI one than the TOC one. In fact, it frustrates me that I simply can't find the words to express my contempt for contemporary culture. I try often, as many of you know, but I can't do it. It's contemptible beyond words, or at least beyond any words that I have. And if you think that notwithstanding all the foregoing I'm being unduly negative, I should say at this point that my dear friend Dr Chris Sciabarra, noted advocate of the view that the glass is half full, had this to say to me recently, while we were discussing music and modernity:
“Puccini is to die for. And all the classic American songwriters... bury virtually everything you hear today in pop music. The kids wouldn't know or understand this poetry if it came up and bit them in the ass. And even some songs not written by (Puccini and the classic American songwriters)... like (and I could go on forever): 'Body and Soul' and 'Stardust' (the introduction of which buries most full songs from today's era), and 'All The Things You Are' and 'Why Did I Choose You?' ... and 'I Get Along Without You Very Well' (Hoagy Carmichael), and 'You Go to My Head'... written by Gillespie and Cooke, with phrases like: 'You intoxicate my soul with your eyes...' Quite a distance from 'suck my dick bitch.'”
The point I am concerned to make is that our Great Expectation is less likely to be derailed by the world if we have a realistic view of it. Recognise that the trends are vile—do not even think of trying to pretend they are not—but the trends are not the totality. Much of the world is a stinking swamp—but there are glowing vistas above it, too. Acknowledge the swamp, because it is there; but concentrate on the glowing vistas, because they're much more worthy of your attention. They are the source and repository of your life and your fire, the nourishment of your Great Expectations. Mentally accommodate the possibility that something or someone from the swamp may ambush you at any time, and possibly succeed in dragging you into it and dousing your spark. In which case, there is nothing for it but to haul yourself out, relight your fire and resume your steadfast march toward those vistas.
In fact, it's not so much that you'll be ambushed and dragged into the swamp against your will; far more likely that you'll be lured into it, seduced by swamp sirens. Remember that the original sirens of Greek myth were sea nymphs whose sweet singing lured sailors to destruction on the rocks. My swamp sirens' songs are not sweet, but just damned loud, so that you think, "Anything that loud has to be where it's at" and off you go. Let me identify some of their themes—forewarned is forearmed, and all that.
"Go with the flow." The modern colloquialism for that age-old vice, conformity. Go with the flow, regardless of where it's headed. Note, I'm not suggesting you go against the flow just for the sake of being against the flow—non-conformity for its own sake is just as silly as conformity for its own sake; it is, as the early Objectivists pointed out, a form of counterfeit individualism. But do the obvious and rational thing before heading off in any direction—ask what the destination is. The next time someone says, "Go with the flow," ask, "Where is it flowing to?" It's unlikely you'll be told explicitly that it's headed for the swamp, but if you get some variant of "whatever" or "wherever" or "Who gives a shit?" you can safely assume that the flow is swamp-bound. I have a friend—not a close one—the biggest social climber on earth, who likes to say, "Well, one must get along, mustn't one?" Whenever he says that, I can hear Ayn Rand rounding on him and saying, "Get along with whom, and for what?" Get along by all means—but not if it means abandoning your journey and extinguishing your Great Expectations. Don't go with the flow, or not go with the flow, on principle—just take the trouble to find out where it's flowing and if that's somewhere you want to go.
The second siren song theme is much more pervasive and much more subtle. "Perception is reality." I would say this is the single most deadly bromide of our age, and the one most responsible for the worst features of our age. Sometimes you hear it as, "Perception is everything." The import of it is: there's no reality, just your perceptions, and everybody's perceptions, since there's no reality by which to validate them, are equally valid or invalid. In fact, there's no such thing as valid. You hear it from all manner of frauds, shysters, crooks, and con-men, particularly philosophy professors, politicians, MBA graduates and public relations slimeballs. They like it because it makes you gullible—anything, no matter how far-fetched, can be true if you believe it to be true—and if you're gullible, you'll more readily go along with their nefarious schemes. 
Part of the allure of "perception is reality" stems from "go with the flow." It's a trendy thing to believe. Or so it's perceived. The reality is, it's as old as the hills. One of the Sophists in Ancient Greece used to say, "Nothing exists. If it did exist, you couldn't know it. If it did exist and you could know it, you couldn't communicate it." There's reason to think he was just joking, but he might just as well not have been given the credence those outrageous propositions have enjoyed in one form or another at certain times since, including now. 
Fortuitously, just as I was preparing this presentation, the following message was posted to the libertyloop and the SOLO Forum by 15-year-old Craig Drayton, who's in the audience this morning. That is, he's here if you can see him; if you can't see him from where you're sitting, then he's not here. (And don't be so sure that you're here either!)
"Well I've just finished my second day back at school and I've had a few nasty shocks. … today my Media Studies teacher tried to convince the class that nothing is real. Truly.
"He even wrote it on the board. 'Nothing is Real' and explained that since we do not know what others perceive we can not know what is real. I tried to argue as much as I could before I felt the class and the teacher getting annoyed at the fact that I was actually thinking and trying to debate. …
"After the spell I asked him if he actually thought that nothing is real, and he said no, but he kept trying to convince me about difference in perception, at which point I said, 'Reality is unaffected by what you perceive of it. What is, is. It remains real, and what changes is how you see it.'
"He even said he accepted that, but only to me personally. 28 or so more people now think that nothing is real."
Now, they don't of course. If they did, they couldn't function. That arch-sceptic philosopher David Hume was honest enough to admit that he couldn't possibly live as though his philosophic conclusions were true, and when those conclusions got him down he'd repair to the pub to drink ales with his friends and not worry about whether the sun would rise tomorrow. The function of assertions like "Nothing is real" coming from authority-figures or just being absorbed by osmosis from the culture is, by slow, lethal attrition, to undermine and debilitate. Nothing will snuff out your fire, dim your expectations more comprehensively than chronic doubt—and chronic doubt is the inevitable by-product of "Perception is reality" because "Nothing is real" is its inevitable by-product also. If nothing is real, why "give a shit" indeed?
Now you might say, "Oh, you don't need to lecture us about this; we're Objectivists, and we've read Introduction to Objectivist Epistemology, and we know all about the axioms and concept-formation, and analytic/synthetic dichotomy, we know that certainty is possible, and we wouldn't fall for that 'perception is reality' stuff.'" Good! Make sure you not only know the arguments, but you feel their import in every fibre of your being—because, again I say, nothing will choke your spark more effectively than scepticism and nihilism. I'm going to invent an expression in how to approach this matter—"rational paranoia." Be paranoid about "Perception is reality" because it is everywhere and it corrupts everything.
So—there are two siren songs from the swamp to be wary of for starters—"Go with the flow" and "Perception is reality."
Another one is "You'll grow out of it." This is one for the youngsters in particular to be alert to. That spark, that "expectation of some undefinable splendor, of the unusual, the exciting, the great," and the groping for the words, the ideals to give voice to the expectation is deemed to be just a developmental phase that you're going through. To keep the spark alive for any length of time, in this view, would be a case of arrested development, not a sign of mental good health. Mental health is characterised by ennui, a permanent sneer, a contemptuous dismissal of idealism, "Who gives a shit?"
Here's something Cameron wrote in The Free Radical a few years ago:
"As a seventeen-year-old observing the ways of the world it often saddens me to see the jaded view of life held by many older people. Any hot-headed and idealistic teenager will find his passionate convictions about the way the world should be dismissed as youthful naiveté. Apparently ideas are something you are supposed to just 'grow out of' when you enter the 'real' world.
"Most adults who tell teenagers such things have no idea that they are advocating what Objectivists call the mind-body dichotomy—the view in this case that the mind's ideas and convictions are divorced from reality and are unable to be applied in the material, 'practical' world. But the result of this view is devastating. 
"A young person is at the cross-roads. He has been let loose from his parents and family and faces the world for the first time—on his own. Trying to make sense of things, he needs a set of ideas—a philosophy—to give him direction. 
"But without the ideas he has been told are naive, without the convictions he has been told are impractical, he is going to begin the long and often difficult journey of life not knowing himself, or the world, or what his place in it should be. Having nothing to strive for, he will lose all sense of direction and purpose. There will be no 'fire in his belly,' no passion with which he greets the challenge of aiming for his goals. He will be driven unknowingly and passionlessly along the road to a destination that he has no knowledge about nor any desire to arrive at—a destination where blindness and boredom are the norm.
"This would be an unimaginable state for many people, but for many others it is a reality. And to the cynical 'grown-ups' who chided their teenagers for being too idealistic, this miserable existence is what they are commending as 'practical.'"
Remember Ayn Rand's mention of the discovery that adults do not know what they are doing and don't care?
The whole essence of my theme this morning is that this idealism is something one should never grow out of, but always be growing into. Regard it as such; resist that voice from the swamp that says, "You'll grow out of it." 
That goes for everything that accompanies the idealism, hero-worship most emphatically included. As with a work of art at which one can look or a piece of music to which one can listen and say, "Yes! This is my universe," so too there are people of whom one can say the same. Those painters and composers for instance. Those in any area of life who embody your values outstandingly—cherish them ceaselessly and worship them shamelessly. Don't let the sniggers and sneers from the swamp dim your capacity for adoration of those who are worthy of it. That's not a sacrifice, after all, but a spiritual payment.
Remember the scene in The Fountainhead where a young man fresh out of college, looking for spiritual fuel for the journey ahead of him, is wheeling his bicycle through a forest, when he encounters Howard Roark, contemplating some breathtaking new structures—his own—in a nearby clearing. 'Who built this?' the boy asks. 'I did,' Roark replies. The boy thanks Roark and walks away. "Roark looked after him. He had never seen him before and he would never see him again. He did not know that he had given someone the courage to face a lifetime."
Nor, we could add, did he know that he'd just become someone's lifelong hero.
One of the great things about heroes is that they help you become your own hero.
In any event, be wary of, "You'll grow out of it," as you grow more and more into it.
And in my view, you should still be growing into it the day you die. It never stops. But here again a voice from the swamp will say, "You can put your feet up now and smell the roses." I blame governments for this. They inculcate the concept of retirement, a point at which you pass your use-by date and you're put out to pasture. Many people bring this forward and mentally retire at the age of 20. I've got news for you. You should never retire from life. Life, coming back to Mr Rowlands' point again, is a process requiring your active participation, not a state in which you passively allow yourself to become immersed. In order to smell the roses you must first grow them … and you can't do that with your feet up. Savour your achievements, absolutely, with relish, as often as possible, rest on them even … but remember that the purpose of rest is to recharge yourself for your next achievement. Permanent rest is … death. To keep your fire alive, then, don't listen to that voice that says at a certain age, it's all over. It's not over until your life's over. For broader motivation in this regard, acquaint yourself with Joe Rowlands' essays and speeches on the dynamic vs static view of life. Joe is blazing new trails in "applied Objectivism" with these essays, and I'm very proud to be associated with him. He's one of my heroes. 
The connection between conviction and passion is obvious enough to us SOLOists—we who stand for rational exuberance—as is the connection between lack of conviction and lack of passion. Here's a swamp song that works on the cause via the effect. Intense passion is the effect of profound conviction. This song says that intense passion is improper, unseemly, bad form, or in modern parlance, "uncool." "Hot" is "uncool." "Cool"—neither hot nor cold—is "cool." By implication, the best way to avoid the embarrassment of intense passion is to eschew its cause—profound conviction. So if you find yourself starting to believe in something, abandon it quickly, before you make a fool of yourself. 
Take anger, for instance. We all recognise that idealists are prone to anger when their ideals are affronted, because their ideals are affronted. We used to have the expression, "angry young men" specifically to denote idealists. Theses days, it is very "uncool" indeed to get angry, just as it is to hold the strong convictions that might lead to it. Indeed, even on the SOLO Forum I detect this mentality that says the single most important thing in life is never to get angry and most certainly never to show it. To display anger is the greatest sin. Never mind the reason for your anger—don't get angry. To which I say, bollocks! Show me the man without anger and I'll show you a man without conviction. Show me the man without anger and I'll show you a jellyfish.
Now I'm not here advocating that one should run amok with one's anger, or any other emotion for that matter. I have spoken many times of the line between passion and hysteria - a line I would also admit to having crossed a few times. I'm saying - try by all means to keep your mind in charge of it, but in response to that voice from the swamp that says, "Stay cool" or "hang loose" or whatever, be proud of your anger when there's good reason for it. When there's good reason for it, not to feel and show anger would be reason to be ashamed. Ditto any other emotion. Do not be afraid to fuel your emotions with profound convictions. 
Listen to these magnificent words from the 19th century anti-slavery campaigner, Frederick Douglass: 
"Those who profess to favour freedom, and deprecate agitation, are men who want crops without ploughing up the ground. They want rain without thunder and lightning. They want the ocean without the awful roar of its waters." 
Ponder this: a review of the SOLOHQ web site on Free-Market.net Homepage of the Week, Oct 31, 2002—an exultant discovery of Objectivists who had abandoned the Mr Spock view of how their philosophy should be practised: 
"Ordinarily I wouldn't wade through the literature of an Objectivist organization. That's not because I think Rand was wrong, it's just that I find most Objectivist literature to be a bit, well, dry. But the SOLO website drew me in and kept me there. They proudly proclaim that reason and passion are not contradictory but complementary. If only we can get that point across to all the deadpan Randroids out there. Even as I fundamentally agree with Objectivism, I never got excited about the philosophy. Thankfully, Sense of Life Objectivists provides excellent insight into the philosophy without the tedium that hamstrings other Objectivist organizations. A passionate amen to that!" 
Ponder this, from Facets of Ayn Rand, by Mary Ann and Charles Sures:
Charles: I'd like to add two points here. One is that her expressions of anger were the exception, not the rule. Two, they were often followed by applause from the audience because the listeners were inspired by hearing someone speaking up for and defending what was right and good. They had heard, over and over again, mealy-mouthed speakers afraid to take a position—or suggesting that there were always two sides to a question—or that nothing is black and white. To have been subjected to these attitudes from childhood on up, and then to hear Ayn Rand take a firm position and defend it with conviction—this was cause for cheering. The audience response was not only to the content of her ideas, but to the manner of expressing them. She was medicine for the soul. 
Mary Ann: All those adults who taught us never to get angry, or if we did, not to express it, to hide our emotions when we were offended or felt we were being treated unjustly, to remain calm, to maintain an even keel, for God's sake don't blow up, no matter what—these people didn't do us any favours by urging us to suppress, to live like glazed, non-reacting creatures.

Charles: When she got angry, it was precisely because she was a thinker and an evaluator who was certain of her convictions. She judged something as right or wrong, good or evil—and she responded accordingly. She didn't simmer and stew; she came to an immediate boil. Her thinking was not hampered and slowed down by chronic doubt, and her emotions were not suppressed or muted by it either. Moreover, her emotions never distorted or clouded her thinking. And the anger didn't last. It was over almost as soon as it began. 
Mary Ann: I miss knowing that there is someone in the world who always speaks out, unequivocally, against irrationality and injustice, and who not only denounces evil but defends the good. She was mankind's intellectual guardian, a soldier in the battle of ideas. Her banner was always flying high. When she died, someone made the following comment: now anger has gone out of the world. And I thought, it's true. And it's the world's loss. And mine.
As I wrote this speech, an image became clearer and clearer in my mind. Fragments have appeared already. Let me now present it in full, as a device by which to sum up. 
Part of the sky brilliantly sunny. Part darkly cloudy. The sun shining on a verdant field leading to a succession of mountains. Adjacent, under the clouds, our stinking swamp. On the mountains, life's delicious secrets—the higher the mountain, the bigger the secrets—beckoning an awestruck youth, pulse pounding, looking upward. From the swamp, siren songs of the kind I've mentioned, also beckoning, telling him it's not worth the effort. Youth climbing, then stumbling, distracted by the sirens from the swamp, struggling to regain his footing, then giving up, careering downhill, into the swamp.
A wise old woman appears. In a deep, accented drawl, she speaks to the youth at length, asks him a lot of questions, does a lot of listening as well as a lot of talking. Finally she admonishes him gently: "Do not let your fire go out, spark by irreplaceable spark, in the hopeless swamps of the approximate, the not-quite, the not-yet, the not at all. Do not let the hero in your soul perish in lonely frustration for the life you deserved but have never been able to reach. Check your road, and the nature of your battle. The world you desired can be won, it exists, it is real, it is possible, it's yours." She hands him a book or two, bids him good premises and leaves him. He reads a while, then resumes his climb. Much more surefooted this time, unphased by his occasional stumbles, he reaches the first summit. He throws his head back in triumphant laughter. He looks down, sees the swamp, hears the sirens—and puts his thumb to his nose. Then he notices the philosopher smiling at him, and salutes. She returns his salute. He knows she knows—she's already been there.
I hope I've been able to dispense some antidotes to the sirens myself today, and to reinforce what most of you already know—that the philosophy of Objectivism is the single most effective antidote there is.
At the start of my presentation, we heard from a young man who conquered a few peaks but stumbled well before the highest one he was capable of scaling. Forty four years after his death, however, what he did achieve still inspires people to gather every year in his home town, Philadelphia, and salute his memory. I attended the Mario Lanza Ball in 1995. Present that night was a soprano who had recorded a big operatic duet with him in 1955. She was seated at the head table as a guest of honour. She was 85 years old. Her name was Licia Albanese, now long retired, but she had been a leading soprano at the Metropolitan Opera House for decades. The MC announced that proceedings would commence with The Star-Spangled Banner, sung by a young baritone. He was at the back of the hall with his accompanist. As he began singing, we turned to look at him. Then we heard a female voice joining in. We turned to the front of the hall again, and there was Licia Albanese on her feet singing. She had decided there and then that she wasn't going to be left out—she would sing The Star-Spangled Banner too. And she did. At 85. Not the most polished, but certainly the most spirited singing of The Star-Spangled Banner you ever heard. 
I offer that moment in conclusion as proof that you need never let your spark go out.
[Star-Spangled Banner performed by Licia Albanese]
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