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ONLY THE GOOD DIE YOUNG 

S 
o it finally happened. One of the most hated people in the history of this magazine at 
least, the longest-serving post-war Prime Minister, Evil Edna, the Wicked Witch of 

Finchley, Margaret Hilda Roberts Thatcher, has finally fucking died at the age of 87. 
A few days earlier, Roger Ebert, the great film critic, died of cancer. He was seventeen 

years younger. A few days before that, the writer Iain Banks announced he was dying of 

the same disease. He’s not even sixty, nor in all likelihood will he ever be. There’s a 

certain amount of bitterness at the longevity of That Woman — as we always referred to 
her — compared with certain people whose candles were snuffed out before they could 
make half the impact on the world this person did. Take a look at the back page. 

 
And now, of course, she’s got a whole 78-page online magazine special about her, 

fuelled solely by rage and hate. And many people might be astonished. Her era was 
three decades ago. Even the authors of this magazine were kids when she was Prime 

Minister. Sitting, looking up at a screen displaying a craggy woman dressed in blue, 
waving her hands in the air and talking in an affected gooselike honk about god knows 
what. She genuinely looked like a witch, or a harpy, or some kind of terrifying 

mythological creature. We were dimly aware that she was the Prime Minister, which 
meant she was in charge of everyone. That frightened us. 

 
By the time she left office, we were just about old enough to understand why she was 

terrible in ways other than the purely visceral. We’d seen our father as part of the 3 

million, attending JobClub, gaining absolutely nothing from ET. We’d seen our rural 

market town taken over by yuppies and second homeowners, who would spend the 
nineties commissioning boondoggle after boondoggle, replacing markets with expensive 
car parks which stood empty and desolate. And we’d seen graffiti about the Poll Tax at 

the foot of the historic Zig Zag pathway. By 1990, no-one was more despised than her. 
By 1992, we were inputting her name into videogames for a laugh. She was essentially 

the punchline to a joke a decade in the telling which us kids didn’t understand anyway. 
Very few people we knew had a good word to say about her. 

 
Fast forward twenty years and she finally fucking dies. And of course there’s no 
shortage of good words said about her on the news. Mostly by people in top hats, and 

ragged-trousered philanthropists who don’t understand that she fucked them over. She 
inspired pure hatred and genuine love. She was the most important Prime Minister of 

the last several decades, and in the sense of being good at her horrible, horrible job, 
possibly the best. No PM since has reached her stature—Blair came close, but his war 

was much, much worse. Thatcher looms so large, not just in British politics but in 
British history, and in the history of this magazine’s staff, that a single article about her 
would not have been enough. Here’s an entire more than double-sized edition about her 

life, times, crimes and strife. Let’s unpack That Woman and examine her entrails. 
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From Grantham to Finchley, and thence to domination of 
the world: the early years of Britain’s first non-human Prime 
Minister. Words:  Sampford Courtenay. 

“When I was just a little girl, I asked my mother, ‘what shall I be?’” 
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he devil was born in Grantham, in Lincolnshire, on the 13th of October, 1925. She was the 
daughter of Alf Roberts, a grocer, lay preacher, popular Coronation Street character and 
noted local politician — initially for the Liberal Party. But as the Liberals drifted leftward in 
the 20s, Roberts became increasingly sympathetic to the Conservative Party, who he saw as 

embracing the John Stuart Mill ethos of Liberalism much more than the party of that actual 
name. Following his lead, his younger daughter grabbed a copy of The Road to Serfdom, the bible 

of the selfish, in which Frederick Von Hayek constructs a watertight and reasoned argument 
that anything less than total laissez-faire capitalism is literally Nazism. Her path was set forever. 
In the 50s, Thatcher attended Oxford University, studying chemistry with a focus on X-Ray 
Crystallography. While there, she joined — and eventually led, because she rarely joined 

something she didn’t eventually lead — the Oxford University Conservative Association. 
 

fter graduating from Oxford as a Bachelor of Science, she went off to pursue a career 
in applied chemistry. ICI rejected her for being "headstrong, obstinate and 
dangerously self-opinionated", which for a woman in 1948 was of course 
unforgivable. The same year, she got involved in real politics for the first time, 

joining the Conservative Party in time to attend their annual conference. She spent the rest of 
the Attlee era ingratiating herself into the Tory hivemind, which proved so successful that 
despite being only 25, a complete unknown, and a female, she was selected as a candidate for 
both the false start 1950 election and the 1951 follow-up. As a newbie, she was given a safe 
Labour seat: Dartford, red since 1938 and not due to go blue until 1970. Naturally, she lost, but 
gave a good account of herself in 

doing so. Incidentally, while in 
Dartford, she supported herself as a 
research chemist at Lyons Maid, 
where she was instrumental in 
inventing Mr. Whippy Ice Creams - 
possibly the only positive contribution 
she ever made. 
 

t  was also in Dartford that 
she met Denis Thatcher, who 
she married in December of 
1951. With Denis' support, 

she qualified as a barrister with a 
specialisation in taxation - which 
would come in handy - in 1953, the 
same year she gave birth to her only 
children, twins Carol and Mark. She 
skipped out on the 1955 election to 
raise her kids, but when the next one 
came along in 1959 she was ready. 
Narrowly defeating perennial loser 
Ian Montagu Fraser, she got herself 
on the ballot for safe Tory seat 
Finchley. Inevitably, she was elected, 

never to lose the seat until retirement 
to the upper house in 1992. Two years 
later, Harold Macmillan made her 
Parliamentary Undersecretary at the 
Ministry of Pensions, and that was it. 
The future was coming. 
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By 1970, 
Thatcher had 
her first cabinet 
job: education 
secretary. Milk 
is only half the 
story...Words 
by Thierry 
Henry Thoreau. 

“Teacher teacher, how’d they get to hold that sway?” 
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By 1970, 
Thatcher had 
her first cabinet 
job: education 
secretary. Milk 
is only half the 
story...Words 
by Thierry 
Henry Thoreau. 
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H ere's the nicest thing about 
Thatcher you're going to read in 
this magazine: she didn't actually 
abolish free milk. Directly. On her 

own. Her predecessor as Education 
Secretary, the Labour stalwart Edward 
Short, had actually abolished it in the 
secondary schools, whereas infants had it 
taken away by no less than Shirley Williams. 
All Thatcher did was impose expenditure 
cuts on primary schools, which led to the 

end of the free school milk for ages 4-11 - the 
last group to get it at all - as a side effect. 
And she didn't even think it was a good idea. 
As a former ice-cream technician, she knew 
the importance of dairy. She even 
compromised for the only time in her life by 
offering one third of a pint of free milk a day, 
or two mouthfuls to a small child. But the 
Treasury insisted on the cuts — actually laid 
out by one of the shortest-serving 
Chancellors in history, Iain MacLeod, who 
was dead by the time his first budget went 
out — so she went ahead with them. The 
resultant storm provided an object lesson in 
British politics: "I had incurred the 
maximum of political odium for the 
minimum of political benefit", she reflected 
in her breezeblock-sized memoirs. The rest 
of her career was spent trying to make sure 
the latter at least balanced the former. 
 

T hatcher first joined the shadow 
cabinet in 1967, eight years after 
first becoming an MP, and two 

since Edward Heath took control 
of a Conservative Party that never got its 
mojo back after Profumo. Forgotten PM 

Alec Douglas-Home had proven to be about 
as ineffectual as expected of a compromise 
candidate played by a ghost-train skeleton in 
a suit. He'd been much happier in the foreign 
office, and upon the accession of Edward 
Heath to the Tory leadership went straight 
back there. Heath himself had almost risen 
without trace; at only just 60 he was the 
party's youngest leader to date (yes, that's 
right), and out of the two challengers to then-
party superstar Reginald Maudling was seen 

as only a little more likely than racist and 
prick Enoch Powell. But Heath scored a 
narrow victory (with Powell not even 
m a n a g i n g 
double figures) 
and reinventing 
the Conservative 
Party in much 
the same way 
t h a t  D a v i d 
Cameron would 
forty years later, populating the Shadow 
Cabinet with what at the time passed for 
young and upcoming talent — including 
MacLeod, future Thatcher-era stars Willie 
Whitelaw and Ken Baker, and of course in 
1967, Margaret Thatcher herself. Under 
Macmillan and Douglas-Home, she had 
been a parliamentary undersecretary in 
1961’s equivalent of the DWP, and a 
Treasury spokesbeing with the job of being 
appalled by everything James Callaghan ever 
did, which turned out to be good practice. 
1967 was the watershed, though: her first 

actual (Shadow) Cabinet post: Shadow 
Minister for Fuel and Power. It wasn’t until 
the 1970 election was imminent that she was 

“I INCURRED THE MAXIMUM OF 
POLITICAL ODIUM FOR THE 

MINIMUM OF POLITICAL 
BENEFIT", SHE REFLECTED LATER. 
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moved to Education, where she stayed after 
Heath’s second surprise victory. Thatcher 
was in Government at last. 
 

O ne of her first acts as Education 
Secretary was the aforementioned 
milk-snatching shenanigans which 
three-week Chancellor MacLeod 

posthumously imposed upon her. This 
obviously had the effect of making her hated 
by the entire nation for the first time, but it 
also had the effect of making her noticed by 

the entire nation for the first time. It taught 
her how to deal with the limelight, especially 
when that limelight is actually a stream of 
cold piss. That, as one can imagine, 
eventually came in very handy indeed. 
 
At least one thing she did as Education 
secretary had a positive impact, however: 
when given the option to scrap the Open 
University, she instead lowered the minimum 
age for entrants, amid the rest of her party 
demanding that it be scrapped. Later, as PM, 

she’d deride it herself for enabling working 

class people to get a degree, and to be sure its 

basically fair and equitable structure marks it 
out as essentially anathematic to her usual 
views. It’s tempting to conclude that she only 
kept the OU on to be contrarian and make 
herself stand out ideologically amidst the rest 

of the party, just as, while in Opposition, 
she’d been one of the few Tories to vote in 
favour of most of Roy Jenkins’ liberalising 
reforms, including the decriminalisation of 
homosexuality (although god knows she tried 
to roll that one back). 

 
Thatcher’s other legacy as Education 
Secretary was a failure to prevent the 
scrapping of the tripartite system, a process 
begun under Harold Wilson’s first term, and 
the effective replacement of selective 

grammar schools with comprehensives. As 
an elitist to her fingertips, Thatcher loved the 
grammar school concept, but she couldn’t 
prevent them from transitioning into squatty 
little comprehensives that let just anyone in, 

even if their parents aren’t even Earls, and 
taught foreign languages and art and lefty 

woolly-minded bollocks like that. By the time 
she’d left Government (the first time), the 
returning Wilson issued what amounted to 
an ultimatum to the remaining grammar 
schools: change or die (or go private). 

 
So Thatcher’s tenure as Education Secretary 
was marked with two decisions that weren’t 
even hers: one that made the country hate 
her, and another that made her work against 
herself. No wonder she seemed to hate us so 
much when she was Prime Minister. 

“I INCURRED THE MAXIMUM OF 
POLITICAL ODIUM FOR THE 

MINIMUM OF POLITICAL 
BENEFIT", SHE REFLECTED LATER. 
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TOMORROW 

ME 
BELONGS TO 

“She’s a star…” 
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ME 
I t was never meant to be close. When Ted 

Heath lost the 1974 election — twice — the 

assumption was that he wouldn’t be the 

leader of the Conservative party much longer. 

But with perennial candidate Reginald 

Maudling now out of the picture, Keith Joseph 

ruling himself out via a racist Freudian slip, and 

Willie Whitelaw (along with most of the 

cabinet) pledging his loyalty to Heath, it looked 

like the leadership election he’d called would be, 

as he had intended, a coronation. Meaningless 

backbencher Hugh Fraser eventually threw his 

hat in, merely in the interests of making it a 

nominal contest, but even he knew that wasn’t 

going to stop it being a stroll. 

 

Then Thatcher showed up. 

 

Even then, nothing changed at first. The 

Education Secretary against Ted Heath, the 

leader of ten years and Prime Minister for the 

previous four? A man backed by almost the 

entire cabinet? At best, she might have given 

him a run, but surely she didn’t have a shot at 

actually winning. None of the Tory-supporting 

papers (ie almost all of them) gave her a chance, 

with the notable exception of The Spectator. Big 

deal.  

 

But as the campaign dragged on, it became clear 

that the cabinet might have loved their boss, but 

the backbenches were sick of losing elections — 

Heath had lost three out of four in eight years — 

and increasingly angry at the leftward drift of the 

party (to the point where you could see the 

centre through a good pair of binoculars). Sure 

enough, come the election itself, Thatcher came 

out ahead with 49% of the vote to Heath’s 45% 

(with the remaining votes going to Fraser for 

shits and giggles). 

 

H eath saw the writing on the wall, and 

stepped down. But the rules at the time 

were that the winning candidate needed 

at least 15% of the vote, necessitating another 

contest. Thatcher was the only candidate to fight 

both rounds (Fraser, having had his fun, didn’t 

bother) but with Heath now done and dusted, 

his loyalists in the Shadow Cabinet could step 

forward instead. Enter William Whitelaw, a 

huge Anglo-Scottish posh boy who always 

seemed to be scowling, even when he was 

smiling. He’d been the first Northern Ireland 

Secretary — a post created in the wake of 

Bloody Sunday — and then, briefly, the 

Employment Secretary. His public demeanour 

of a outsized bumbling Tory Laird hid one of 

the wiliest, and most ambitious, politicians 

around at the time. He was Heath’s closest ally 

and preferred successor, and from the moment 

his enormous frame entered the picture was the 

favourite for the contest. 

 

Also entering the ring was Geoffrey Howe, then 

a relative newcomer who at that point had only 

held one government job: Solicitor General (ie 

deputy Attorney General), a non-cabinet role. 

His entry into the contest was largely a PR 

exercise; it certainly got Thatcher to take notice 

of him, appointing him as Shadow Chancellor 

as the first stop in a career which saw him in the 

Cabinet for all but three weeks of Thatcher’s 

premiership. But we’ll come back to that. 

 

With James Prior and John Peyton making up 

the numbers from the backbenches, round two 

was scheduled for just a week later, which is 

quite refreshing in these days when it takes 

months just to elect a deputy leader. This did, 

however, hand Thatcher the advantage of 

having had the extra time to impress everyone 

— demonstrating her tireless energy when it 

came to beating the shit out of anyone left of Bill 

Deedes, she took five minutes off campaigning 

for the leadership to yell at Denis Healey’s 

budget. Thus, despite the weight of Whitelaw, 

Thatcher swept the second round easily, 

becoming the first woman to lead a major 

British political party, and if you don’t count 

Margaret Beckett and Harriet Harman’s turns 

warming the seat for Labour, still the only one. 

 

Thatcher had arrived. Within a couple of years, 

Harold Wilson suddenly and inexplicably 

resigned as Prime Minister, leaving a sharply 

divided Labour Party to compromise with an 

experienced but completely unsuited and luck-

resistant elderly veteran who had no chance 

against a young, hungry Thatcher. She was 49, 

which even now would be considered fairly 

young for a party leader, well apart from her 

groundbreaking ownership of a vagina*. Things 

had changed. The future had arrived. 

Two election defeats in one year 
equalled a golden opportunity for 
Thatcher to muscle her way into the 
leadership of the Conservative Party 
and the front  line of British politics. 
There was no stopping her now... 

Words: Gareth Manford 

*sorry 
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WILLIAM WHITELAW 
HOME SECRETARY: 1979-1983; LEADER OF THE HOUSE OF LORDS, 1983-1988; 

DEPUTY PRIME MINISTER: 1979-1988 

Let’s get the frankly horrifying double-entendre out of the way 
early: Yes, Thatcher famously once said, ‘‘Every Prime Minister 
needs a Willie’’.   That kind of joke is the kind of thing we could 
have done without being associated with that woman, however, 
so let’s move on. When Thatcher said that, she didn’t know how 
correct she was. Her decline effectively began at the exact point 
her deputy, Whitelaw, retired from the front benches after a 
stroke robbed him of the ability to scowl. 
 
Willie Whitelaw, as he was universally known, had been Ted 
Heath’s right-hand man and preferred successor. But he was 
nothing if not a man who couldn' t tell which way the wind was 
blowing: upon his defeat to that woman in the 1975 leadership 
contest, he immediately cosied up to his conqueror and new 
leader. His remarkably efficient toadying — aided by a face 
which resembled that of a clinically depressed amphibian trying 
for one last puffed-up croak —allowed him to keep his job as 
Deputy Tory Leader,  which of course soon translated into 
Deputy Prime Minister. In Thatcher’s first term, he also held the 
position of Home Secretary. It was in this role he had arguably 
the greatest direct impact on the country. 
 
As we’ll soon detail, Thatcher’s first term was one of unrest, as 
the disaffected youth who’d had to grow up in the telecine 
Seventies came of age, or at least of an age where they could 
throw things like bricks a fair distance. Whitelaw’s response to 
the looming chaos was to attempt to build a route-one police 
state in Britain. He pumped cash into prisons and police pay, and 
plucked the term ‘’Short Sharp Shock’’ from Gilbert and Sullivan 
to describe the famous juvenile detention centres in which kids 
who sprayed graffiti or kicked phone boxes were subjected to 
what amounted to two years of National Service in three 
months: meaningless manual labour and menial tasks 
undertaken in the precise atmosphere of the first forty minutes 
of Full Metal Jacket, except that they weren’t given guns. The 
idea, of course, was that the offenders would be horrified 
straight. At least that was the admitted idea; the real idea, as 
with all conservative notions of law and order, was to punish 

THATCHER’S 
P  E  O  P  L  E  

wrongdoing for the state’s own self-satisfaction; eye-for-an-eye revenge instead of either prevention or cure. 
Unsurprisingly, this policy was extremely popular with the grassroots, and equally unsurprisingly it did shit to prevent 
crime. In fact, it seemed to make the young offenders even more resentful of the Government than they were already, for 
reasons beyond the realm of Tory understanding. 
 
In 1983, two days after the General Election, Whitelaw was handed a peerage, becoming the first and only  Viscount 
Whitelaw (and necessitating a by-election in his constituency two days after the first one, so well done whoever decided 
that), and becoming Thatcher’s representative in the Upper House, of which she gave him the leadership (while retaining 
him as Deputy PM). For the next five years, he was relatively out of the public eye, but an even greater figure in the 
Government itself. He was the Cheney to Thatcher’s (more competent) Bush, telling her how the Lords might react to her 
latest attempt to install basic fascism in Britain, telling her how both camps can be manipulated, and most importantly 
reining her in when her ideas went too far (such as preventing Norman Tebbit from succeeding him as Home Secretary, 
although in the end we got the hyper-slappable Leon Brittan instead, so nothing was gained). Except in one crucial case: 
his distaste for Nigel Lawson and his compulsion for sycophancy got in the way of his common sense, and he backed 
the Poll Tax, convincing Thatcher to leave it in her 1987 manifesto. 
 
In December 1987, his political career was abruptly ended by a stroke. He stepped down from the cabinet in January 
1988, and Thatcher’s Midas touch went with him. His replacement as Deputy was Geoffrey Howe, who of course turned 
out rather less loyal. Whitelaw finally passed away in 1999 at the age of 81. Ted Heath outlived him. 
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“Winter tells its truth to anyone who’ll listen.” 
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’’

Words: Willard van Omnomnom Quine 
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hich was James Callaghan’s biggest 

mistake?  That’s a question one could 

ponder all day. Even he considered himself 

the worst Prime Minister of the 20th Century 

(personally, we’d put him above Bonar Law at 

least). But from a historical, progressive 

perspective, the decision not to hold a General 

Election prior to the Winter of Discontent must 

rank fairly high. 

 

In 1978, Labour were doing...okay. The malaise 

of the seventies looked like it might just be on the 

point of starting to lift as the decade ended. 

Inflation was finally trickling downward (not that 

it had anywhere else to go) They’d had one of the 

tiniest majorities of all time — three measly seats 

—  and had promptly pissed that away before 

Callaghan took over, but they’d also got the 

Liberals to grit their teeth and vote with them if it 

ever came to “no confidence”, in return for 

maybe listening to their ideas once in a while — 

they were even more desperate in those days, you 

see. The hard-left/centre-left division that the 

Labour Party never really shook off until the 

Blairite purges was content, while in power, to 

simmer behind their little post-Wilson 

compromise. The party, and the nation, were 

balanced on a knife-edge, but the knife was just 

marginally tilted in Labour’s favour. In which 

case it should really have fallen down, because 

that’s not what the metaphor means, but never 

mind, you get the picture. 

he Seventies were a decade of decay in 

many respects. The Heath years were 

marked out with an all-out war between 

the Government and the Unions, who by now 

had completely lost their minds and their original 

purpose — speaking for and where necessary 

protecting the working man or woman — and 

become, collectively, just a left-wing equivalent of 

The Man, fighting the Government for its own 

sake, for the power trip, rather than for massively 

ideological reasons. Which, of course, made the 

eventual destruction of the whole notion of 

organized labour under Thatcher so much easier. 

But we’re getting ahead of ourselves. 

 

The Callaghan Government’s method of staving 

off the Unions and taming inflation — which was 

practically feral by now — was a high-stakes 

game of poker with reality itself. The main 

talking point, a maximum pay rise level of £5, 

was actually Phase IV of an extended strategy 

that the Labour Government had been working 

on ever since being re-elected by the skin of their 

teeth in 1974. With inflation reaching an insane 

peak of 26% shortly after they took office once 

and for all, the then Wilson administration 

implemented an income policy — a voluntary 

cap on wage rises, agreed to by themselves and 

the Trades Union Congress (the union of unions). 

Usually this would require an act of parliament, 

but with no majority? Good luck there. Labour 

got around this  by signing a “social contract” 
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with the TUC that confirmed that the policy 

would indeed be voluntary — and therefore 

wouldn’t need an Act — but that the TUC 

member unions would do it anyway, strictly on 

their own account and because they’d decided 

upon it themselves anyway. Essentially, the 

economy was being run on the honour system. 

 

This precarious situation actually managed to 

work, at first. By the time Callaghan had 

succeeded Wilson (losing the tiny majority in the 

process), inflation had dropped to 10%. The 

strategy was now in phase III — phase II being a 

tinkering of the original limit — and everyone 

was preparing for the incomes policy to be 

gradually phased out in favour of a return to free 

collective bargaining. 

 

Unfortunately, although British inflation had 

gone down, global inflation went haywire in 1978 

— not calming down until 1982 — and so instead 

of the gradual relaxation of the incomes policy, 

phase IV turned out to be “the 5% limit” — 

thereby breaking the contract. The TUC were 

unimpressed, and almost unanimously voted 

“Fuck Off”. 

 

o now it’s late summer, 1978. Literally 

everyone in the entire world expects 

Callaghan to call an election. 

Traditionally, British elections were called by the 

Prime Minister at his discretion. As long as it was 

on a Thursday and no more than five years after 

the last one, a Prime Minister could call an 

election whenever he damn chose. This was 

before the Tories opportunistically brought in 

fixed-terms of five years and no less, unless they 

lose a No-Confidence vote by a landslide, or the 

Queen intervenes. More often than not, elections 

tended to come four years apart; going the full 

five years tends to be a sign of a Government on 

the back foot (cf Major in 1997, Gordon Brown 

in 2010). The last election had been in 1974 (as 

had the one before that) and had resulted in the 

miniscule majority for Harold Wilson, which had 

been pissed away by now to leave a slightly 

tottering minority government. As for the pact 

with the Liberals, that had fallen apart earlier in 

the summer. Despite this, however, the fact that 

they had brought inflation down a bit, and tamed 

the unions (by giving them everything they want), 

gave them a far from commanding, but definitely 

actual, lead in the polls over Thatcher’s Tories. 

The likelihood, at that point, was that Callaghan 

would be returned to office. So naturally, 

everyone expected him to call the election for the 

autumn while he had the initiative. 

 

On the 7th of September, after spending almost 

all of August stringing the Tories along, 

Callaghan  finally addressed the nation. The 

nation expected him to give a date for the 

election. Instead he said he was postponing it 

until the spring and keeping the 5% limit through 

the winter, gambling all his marbles on the limit 

fixing the economy by the spring. And in so 

doing, sealed his fate. 

 

Thatcher immediately accused him and his party 

of running scared — literally calling them 

“chickens” — and David Steel, who as Liberal 

leader was gritting his teeth and backing the PM 

just six months earlier, called it “astounding”. 

But Callaghan, at least at first, was undaunted. 

He’d sent a message with his psyche-no-election 

broadcast: he, and no-one else, was the Prime 

Minister of Great Britain; the nation was in his 

care and he, at that point at least, had their 

support, and the Opposition could go eat a bowl 

of fuck. If this sounds like hubris, it’s only 

because that’s what it was. 

 

The same month saw the annual conference of 

the TUC, at which Callaghan, shortly before the 

announcement, enigmatically performed the 

music-hall number “Waiting at the Church”. At 

the time it was just smug and faintly confusing; 

with hindsight, it’s a man dancing on his own 

grave. At the same conference, the TUC 

overwhelmingly voted to tell him to stick the 5% 

limit up his arse. Callaghan simply reminded 

them that it was voluntary, just like the first three 

phases, although there would heavy sanctions on 

anyone going above the limit. Just to make sure. 

Inevitably, anyone who could break it did. 

 

And then the winter came. 

 

t was Ford that set the dominoes tumbling. 

Being, well, Ford, they were easily rich enough 

to sod the limit and take the kick in the balls, 

but they also had a fairly tasty Government 

contract at the time, so they played ball and gave 

their workers the 5% rise. The workers, however, 

were not fooled, and immediately called a strike 

— the first of many that winter — effectively 

daring Ford UK’s management to defy the 

British Government. For two months, Ford were 

57,000 people short. During that time, Vauxhall 
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(who were still a British company at the time) 

gleefully announced that they were taking the 

sanctions and giving their workers an 8.5% rise. 

After two months drawn-out negotiations, Ford 

decided that if the strike went on much longer it 

was going to do far more damage than the 

sanctions ever could so fuck everything we’re giving 

you 17% just go back to work will you please go back to 

work. On November 22nd, two months to the day 

after the start of the strike, they went back to 

work. 

 

This was a blow to the Labour Government’s 

authority, and not even the first one. Just as the 

Ford strike was getting started in late September, 

Labour had their annual conference, where the 

main part was upstaged by the Militant Tendency 

— an already-notorious sect within Labour who 

despised anyone to the right of Lenin and dearly 

wished for Labour to just accept Trotsky as its 

lord and saviour. During the eighties, the 

infighting between Militant and mainstream 

Labour was a major factor in Thatcher’s almost 

complete lack of opposition In the 1978 

conference, those wacky far-left irritants 

introduced a motion to censure the Government 

and demand that they immediately stop 

interfering in wage negotiations. It passed 

overwhelmingly, leaving Callaghan wiping 

several layers of yolk from his fizzog, and 

Thatcher scenting blood. A vote of no-confidence 

was held on November the 9th — five weeks into 

the Ford strike — and so Labour scrabbled for a 

new pact to save their skins, after the Liberals 

had got bored and wandered off. This time, 

Labour managed to strike a deal with the Ulster 

Unionists — number-makers in British affairs, 

but traditionally Tory supporters — in exchange 

for constituency reforms that created a few extra 

seats in Northern Ireland. Their abstention 

helped Labour win the ballot by a mere 12 votes. 

That achieved, and the constituency reform 

completed, the Ulster Unionists buggered off 

again. Labour had survived by the strata cornea 

of the skin of their teeth. 

 

nfortunately, they soon almost wished 

they hadn’t. The Ford strike had set the 

precedent. With their more-than-three-

times-over-the-limit settlement imminent, the 

Government and the TUC began negotiations 

again to try and find a compromise, to almost 

some avail. When Ford inevitably announced 

their settlement, the Government had to respond, 

announcing heavy sanctions on them and 220 

other companies (including Vauxhall) that had 

gone over the odds. This turned out to be a 

starting gun for the Confederation of British 

Industry, likely with much encouragement from 

the Conservative Party, to leap to its collective 

feet and challenge the legality of the sanctions. 

This gave the Tories an in to propose a motion to 

get the sanctions reversed, which eventually 

passed by a handful of votes. As if that wasn’t 

enough humiliation, Callaghan then faced yet 

another no-confidence ballot. Although he 

survived again, this time by 10 votes, he had to 

concede defeat and withdraw the sanctions. 

Effectively, this left him and his government with 

their one big idea — the 5% limit — rendered 

completely impossible to actually enforce. 

 

Inevitably, chaos reigned. The first people to take 

advantage were the lorry drivers, and more 

pertinently, the oil tanker drivers. Happy new 

year 1979: your resolution is to do less driving. 

Ports were picketed, barrels of petrol lay 

unguzzled, filling stations were forced to close. In 

the middle of it, Callaghan buggered off to 

Guadeloupe for a summit, which was easy to 

spin in the first place, but it was when he came 

back that he really shot himself in the foot. Some 

of his advisors tried to steer him away from the 

massive crowd of reporters who had inevitably 

congregated to meet him upon his return, but 

others thought a returning PM giving a brief 

statement about tackling the unions would 

provide a strong image for the election, which 

was now unavoidably happening this year. 

Unfortunately, when he showed up in Heathrow 

tanned, grinning from ear to ear and saying how 

nice it was to take a dip in the Caribbean, it 

wasn’t exactly a PR victory. The fateful question 

was asked by the Evening Standard: “What is 

your general approach, in view of the mounting 

chaos in the country at the moment?” 

Callaghan’s answer (“Well, that's a judgment 

that you are making. I promise you that if you 

look at it from outside, and perhaps you're taking 

rather a parochial view at the moment, I don't 

think that other people in the world would share 

the view that there is mounting chaos”), while 

none-too-bright to say the least, was less callous 

and out-of-touch than history remembers, 

because history remembers it as the resultant 

headline in The Cun, not so much a paraphrase 

as an outright twisting: “CRISIS? WHAT 

CRISIS?”. Callaghan’s intention was to play 
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down the loaded language so as not to cause 

panic; but he said it badly enough that The Cun 

were able to turn him into an uncaring, aloof 

prick-a-ma-twat. 

 

oon, everyone and their dog was walking 

out. Train drivers, ambulance drivers, 

nurses. Binmen walked out for so long that 

local authorities had to dump their rubbish in the 

municipal parks — most notable of which was 

Leicester Square. Rats re-colonized London. 

Even blacker than that, in Liverpool, the 

gravediggers walked out, leaving piles of corpses 

stored in warehouses awaiting something, 

anything to happen. Fortunately, the 

gravediggers’ strike only lasted two weeks, or 

things would have got even more nightmarish. 

The days of Ted Heath and the three-day week 

suddenly looked like a Golden Age of Prosperity. 

Under these circumstances, a slackjawed 

farmhand could have won the next election, 

assuming he ran against Labour. 

 

Finally, in late February, the Government and 

the TUC hammered out a deal to send everyone 

back to work. But the damage was done. Before 

the Winter, Labour had a lead of 5%. By 

February, the Tories were ahead by 20%. On the 

28th of March, a long night ended with Labour 

finally, inevitably losing a no-confidence motion, 

by a single vote, forcing Callaghan to call an 

election he had absolutely no chance in hell of 

winning, and all because he put off one which he 

had a slim but nonzero chance of winning. 

 

Sure enough, it was a landslide, of sorts: the 

majority was a fairly average 44, but it was with a 

colossal swing of 5.2%, the largest since the war. 

Callaghan was a broken man, and resigned as 

Labour leader towards the end of 1980, just after 

reforming the selection process so his successor 

would be picked fairly. It turned out to be 

Michael Foot, the man who Callaghan had 

narrowly defeated for the leadership in 1976, and 

therefore, in some parallel universe, suffered the 

brunt of all this bollocks instead of him.  

 

Callaghan regretted not calling that 1978 election 

until the day he died, at 92 years of age, in 2005 

— Britain’s longest lived PM, beating the 

similarly ancient Harold Macmillan by 39 days. 

Of the Winter of Discontent, he often told 

interviewers that he’d “let the country down”. 

And indeed he had; the country, and his party, 

and even more than he at the time realised. He 

helped make Thatcher Prime Minister. She 

should have got on her knees and thanked him. 
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GOD 
SAVE 
THe 
QUEEN 
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1979: with Labour marginally more 
popular than scabies and even Paul 
Weller voting Tory, Thatcher 
becomes Prime Minister at last. And 
discovers it’s actually quite a hard 
job. Words: Gareth Manford 

“People getting angry...” 
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S ick of hearing that yet? If not, you must be a Tory. These words, uttered by 

Mrs. Thatcher outside No. 10 Downing Street in her first hours as Prime 

Minister, are famously a paraphrase from the Prayer of St. Francis of Assisi. 

When Francis said it, he was petitioning God for the strength, moral and 

mental, to do such things. When Thatcher misquoted him, she was assuming it. If 

you still despair, if you still doubt, well, SOMETHING'S WRONG WITH YOU, 

because God knows Thatcher's good enough. 

 

If there's still disharmony? Hey, she's done all she can. And there was disharmony. 

Lots of it, throughout Thatcher's first term. Enough that it looked, for a little while, 

like it might just be her only term. 

 

The seventies had been a bleak and unlovely decade full of industrial strife, austerity, 

three-day weeks, strikes, racism, Showaddywaddy and IRA bombings. Little wonder 

that the last half of the decade saw popular culture embrace nihilism and contempt. 

 

Racial tensions, in particular, had been simmering in Britain throughout the decade. 

Extremist parties like the National Front had been growing, as disaffected far-right 

Tories deserted the party under the moderate, explicitly Enoch Powell-hating Ted 

Heath. By 1976, the NF had seats on local councils all over the damn place, and 

even did well enough in one constituency at one of the 1974 general elections to save 

their deposit (ie get their money for registrating their candidate back). The Anti-Nazi 

League was set up to try and counter them, particularly in the streets, where the 

increasingly bullish NF would march up and down doing their Hitler salutes, looking 

for and usually finding a fight. Perhaps their “proudest” moment in this respect was 

the Battle of Lewisham, an attempted march from New Cross to the aforementioned 

district with its largely black community. To the NF’s presumable delight, this 

resulted in the police using riot shields for the first time outside of Northern Ireland. 

Over a hundred people were injured in the resultant chaos. 

 

This was where the NF jumped the shark, however. By now, Thatcher was in charge 

of the Tories, and defiantly steering the party back to the right. She went on World in 

Action to pander to the racists. Those former Tories in the NF, the ones who had 

jumped ship after Powell’s firing, returned to the fold. Infighting and incompetent 

leadership were the final nails in the coffin of the NF as anything resembling a 

political force, but of course they didn’t go away, and neither did the fighting or the 

racial tension. 

 

A major flashpoint occurred less than a fortnight before the election, as an Anti-Nazi 

League demonstration outside of an NF rally in Southall turned, inevitably, into a 

fight involving both sides and, most importantly, 25,000 police in full riot gear — 

members of the Special Patrol Group, a sort of Marines branch of the Metropolitan 

Police. The SPG, originally created during the twilight of Macmillan’s reign, were to 

loom large throughout the early Thatcher years as Governmental enforcers, charged 

with settling the country by leathering the living shit out of it with truncheons until 

it’s too injured to riot. By the time they were scrapped in 1987 they were practically 

stormtroopers. On this day in 1979, they waded into the fight seemingly at random, 

essentially become a third participant rather than peacekeepers. Dozens were 

injured, but it became major news when an unassuming Kiwi schoolteacher named 

Blair Peach was hit on the head by a still unidentified SPG member’s rubberized 

radio and died in hospital the following day. Commissioner David McNee scolded 

the blacks for making trouble and no-one was ever charged. They didn’t even admit it 

was a copper until 2010. Ten days later, Thatcher was elected in a swing landslide. 

This was now her problem. 

"Where there is discord, may we bring harmony. 
Where there is error, may we bring truth. Where 
there is doubt, may we bring faith. And where 

there is despair, may we bring hope." 



THATCHER SPECIAL 24 

A lthough she wasn’t ignorant of racial 

issues — one of her earliest meetings as 

PM, with Foreign Minister Lord 

Carrington and sidekick Willie 

Whitelaw, saw her complain about the number 

of Vietnamese boat people coming to Britain and 

wonder aloud how to stop the tide of Asian 

immigrants — she could never have been 

accused of giving too much of a fuck about social 

issues amongst the working-class; she was much 

more focused on combating inflation and 

reshaping Britain into the major world power 

that was the heartbreaking envy of absolutely 

everyone else in the world that it had been years 

ago in her mind. The working classes, as far as 

she was concerned, were lazy pricks without the 

talent, wherewithal or intellect to be middle class, 

and they were only rioting out of sheer stupidity. 

Still, this was the country she had inherited: one 

tearing itself apart after a decade of decay and 

miser, of a self-indulgent cold war between 

unions and Government that ruined the quality 

of life for everyone of average or below income. 

Everyone was suffering, everyone was angry, and 

that anger, being largely abstract, was inevitably 

translated into the usual scenarios: mostly other 

ethnicities. Inexplicably, the election of a 

Conservative Government didn’t instantly make 

everyone happy, so Thatcher and company had 

to prioritize above their precious laissez-faire 

neoliberalism and make a noise about law and 

order. 

 

The first step Thatcher and Whitelaw, her 

faithful deputy and Home Secretary, took, almost 

immediately after election, was to grant extra 

powers to the police—effectively taking sides in 

the conflict. Of course, they were already one of 

the sides in the conflict, but only as far as the 

rioting kids were concerned. They didn’t have to 

embrace it. A smart Government, or one that 

gave a fuck, would seek to minimise chaos and 

bloodshed by not trying to fight a war, by asking 

questions. But this is the Conservative Party. 

They never ask questions, and if they had, 

Callaghan’s administration would have made a 

perfect scapegoat and excuse to carry on fighting 

the  kids like Cowboys and Indians. The message 

they were sending was: hey, kids, you’re not 

entitled to your anger. Shut up. Somehow, this 

didn’t calm them down. 
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D 
on’t get us wrong here. There’s never an 

excuse for wanton property destruction. 

But there’s usually a reason (the 2011 

riots being a monumentally depressing 

exception), and Thatcher and Whitlelaw were 

either uninterested in discovering what it was, or 

dismissive of any suggestion that came their way. 

Whoever it was that said an ounce of prevention 

is worth a pound of cure, he or she wasn’t a 

Tory. 

 

So the police were strengthened, which we’re 

sure those present at Southall would agree was a 

measure that definitely needed to be taken. The 

pretext was an old and by then only tangentially 

relevant law: the Vagrancy Act 1824. Some 

highly enterprising fascist in the Home Office 

had found an interesting bit of wording in article 

4: “every suspected person or reputed thief, 

frequenting...any place of public resort, or any 

avenue leading thereto, or any street, or any 

highway or any place adjacent to a street or 

highway; with intent to commit an arrestable 

offence...shall be deemed a rogue and a 

vagabond”. Thatcher and Whitelaw used that 

line to justify the police having the power to stop, 

search, harass and even arrest absolutely anyone 

standing around for more than ten seconds, 

purely on suspicion — hence the nickname, the 

Sus Law. This inevitably translated in practical 

terms to the police harassing and bringing in — 

often smacking about a bit under the cover of 

“resisting arrest” — anyone guilty of existing 

while black, or to a lesser extent wearing a Clash 

t-shirt. Again, this somehow failed to calm the 

rising tensions. 

 

Stage two was the punishment itself (and that 

was the focus, not prevention or rehabilitation, 

just retribution): Whitelaw’s patented, laugh-a-

geological-epoch “short sharp shock” centres 

where young offenders were subjected to three 

months of military discipline in medium secure 

units. The Tory-voting public, equally hungry for 

revenge, thought it was a splendid wheeze, and 

the policy helped keep the Tories polling high in 

the early years — despite the fact that the centres 

were ludicrously expensive and had marginally 

more than no effect on the juvenile crime rate. 

They were, in fact, far more efficient as yet 

another instant resentment generator. Like they 

needed it.  

 

A s for those root causes, that was 

Geoffrey Howe’s problem. And the new 

Chancellor of the Exchequer wasted no 

time in becoming even less popular than 

his predecessor, Denis Healey. It can be argued, 

however, that a Chancellor who pleases the 

public probably isn’t doing his job very well (no, 

Gideon, it doesn’t automatically work the other 

way around). Certainly, with inflation still hog-

wild and unemployment rife, Howe simply had 

to be a bastard one way or another. Not a 

difficult thing to achieve in Thatcher’s cabinet, 

especially as the Chancellor who has to act as 

midwife to Thatcherism. 

Everyone knows “The lady’s not for turning”, 

but fewer remember what she was referring to — 

her harsh-as-all-fuck monetarist policies aimed at 

hauling Britain out of the Recession and bringing 

down inflation. She and Howe threw the 

gauntlet down in the notorious 1981 budget, 

wherein Howe took the unprecedented — and 

from a Tory, astonishing — step of raising taxes. 

In a recession, yet. 

 

It was almost as much of a gamble as Labour’s 

poker match with the Unions. Fully 364 

economists signed an open letter basically saying 

“WHAT?”. Thatcher just shrugged. Welcome to 

the eighties. Her polls went down. Thatcher 

scowled. And at one point, her party chairman, 

her Foreign Secretary and her Northern Ireland 

Secretary quietly advised her to resign, after just 

two years. They weren’t in their jobs much 

longer; the first of what became known as the 

“wets” — Tory non-subscribers to Thatcher’s 

cult of personality. 

There’s never an excuse for 
wanton property destruction. 
But there’s usually a reason, 
And the government weren't 
interested 
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M 
eanwhile ,  back a t  the  ranch, 

unemployment reached terrifying new 

levels. This was the trade Thatcher and 

Howe had made when they wrote up 

the 1981 budget: to prioritise inflation over 

employment. The former affected Britain in 

general, the second affected actual Britons, and 

working-class ones at that, so for Thatcher it was 

a no-brainer. With taxes, shockingly, put up even 

higher in the middle of a recession, factories up 

and down the country were decimated. Jobs 

vanished into thin air. By the middle of 1981, a 

million people had been added to the already-

substantial dole queue, making a black joke of 

the poster that had won them the election: 

Labour Isn’t Working. 

 

Unfortunately, the Labour Party under Michael 

Foot were too busy staving off the SDP and 

nuclear weapons to make said joke, but the 

young people of Brixton got it anyway. And so 

did those in Toxteth, Chapeltown and 

Handsworth. Pushed to breaking point by a 

country that didn’t seem to want them, and the 

prospect of a life of misery, boredom and 

emptiness in front of them, the anger built up 

inside the gestalt, manifesting as dancefloor fights 

over race and social standing that spilled out 

onto the streets. The police weren’t much help, 

with their Sus Law’s most useful function turning 

out to be identifying the amount of institutional 

racism in the police — not helped by their failure 

to investigate the New Cross fire in January 1981 

which killed 13 young black people and was 

almost certainly a racially motivated arson 

attack. 

 

Finally, that summer, with The Specials’ final, 

defeated lament, Ghost Town, as the most eerie 

and depressing  number one in history,  Brixton, 

Toxeth, Handsworth and Chapeltown, among 

other places, set themselves alight. 

 

There’s no point in giving a blow-by-blow 

account of the riots: young people smashed stuff 

up. It was much like 2011 without the iPads (but 

with an actual genuine reason for happening). 

Several injuries and arrests were made, and at 

one point the Riots in Toxteth — even more 

deprived than Brixton — got so bad that 

Thatcher and her Government were seriously 

considering abandoning Liverpool altogether 

(although they would have taken any excuse to 

do that, being Tories). 

 

Some Tories were baffled by the reasons for the 

disturbances, unable to believe, or in some cases 

comprehend,  that  resen tment  over 

unemployment might have been at the root. 

Explicitly fascist Employment Secretary Norman 

Tebbit famously said in response that when his 

dad was out of work, he didn’t riot. Once again: 

“You’re not entitled to your anger; it’s nothing 

we’re doing, it’s all on you.” Even if it had been 

true, it’s not what you want to hear from your 

Government. 

 

But the message eventually did sink in. The Sus 

Law was abandoned, although the SPG carried 

right on down the path towards the point where 

Godwin’s Law ceases to be relevant. The Short 

Sharp Shock centres were cut. And even Tebbit 

realised, or had explained to him, that the 

employment schemes they’d invented weren’t 

bloody working. So they invented YTS. God 

damn. 

 

Most importantly, Thatcher couldn’t blame all 

this poverty and violence on Labour. It may have 

been on the cards since the Winter of Discontent, 

if not earlier, but she did nothing to prevent it. It 

was on her. And for a while, it looked like she 

was going to be a one-term failure like Callaghan 

and Heath. And then, with all the poise of a 

cannonball, the war came... 
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NORMAN TEBBIT 
EMPLOYMENT SECRETARY: 1981-1983;  

PRESIDENT OF THE BOARD OF TRADE: 1983-1985 
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Norman Tebbit was Thatcher’s right-hand man, attack dog, loyal 
lieutenant, chief organiser and one of the vilest politicians around at 
the time. Which, given the competition, is fucking impressive. For how 
large he looms in 1980s British politics, Tebbit’s actual cabinet 
positions were relatively few and relatively low-key: two years as 
Employment Secretary, two as President of the Board of Trade.  But 
never mind the titles: Tebbit was unavoidable in the British Right, 
especially in the first half of the Thatcher era. 
 
Tebbit’s big break came in 1975, when in Opposition, as he accused 
Michael Foot, then Employment Secretary, of being a literal fascist. To 
be fair, Foot was supporting closed shops, which have never been a 
terribly good idea, but Tebbit translated this into Foot being ‘’a bitter 
enemy of freedom and liberty’’. Yes, he’s that kind of Conservative: the 
self-righteous kind, who not only sees himself as a gallant knight errant 
in the service of Freedom, but thinks he owns the patent on ‘’Freedom’’ 
and that anyone else’s definition is wrong. 
 
In the first Thatcher cabinet, Tebbit was initially appointed as an Under-
Secretary at the Ministry of Trade, but in a mid-term reshuffle found 
himself in charge of Employment, after Thatcher’s original choice, 
James Prior, turned out to be too soft on the unions (ie acknowledged 
that they had a right to exist). The one thing Tebbit wasn’t, ever, was 
soft. Despite resembling a slightly tasty tortoise, Tebbit was Thatcher’s 
hard man, a role exemplified by the fact that he was always portrayed 
on the likes of Spitting Image with a pronounced Estuary accent, 
despite his real voice being simply the usual Tory posh-boy mumble, 
with the occasional Middlesex twang fighting past his attempts to 
suppress his working-class roots. In a Cabinet otherwise full of public-
school cocks, it was still fairly startling. Tebbit therefore positioned 
himself as the public face of Essex Man—the Thatcher Government’s 
token prole. 
 
He’ll probably always be remembered for ‘’Get on yer bike’’, although of 
course he didn’t really say that. It’s a misquote and a paraphrase and 
quite unfair on Tebbit. However, what he did say — that rather than 
rioting, his unemployed father got on his bike and looked for work — 
more or less implied the confrontational imperative to which it ended 
up being reduced. So, long story short: fuck him anyway. 
 
By the 1983 Election, Tebbit was the second most prominent member 
of the Government. His meteoric rise was set to be confirmed by 
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Thatcher when Willie Whitelaw moved to the Lords. Thatcher wanted Tebbit to replace him as Home Secretary. Whitelaw, who unlike 
Tebbit knew a fascist when he saw one, nixed it, so instead he became President of the Board of Trade, where he oversaw the 
continuing privatisation of literally everything in Britain. It was under his purview that Britain, for the first time since before the 
Spinning Jenny, imported more manufactured goods than they exported. That has been the case ever since. Answers on a postcard 
as to exactly how this chimes with ‘’making Britain great again’’. 
 
Tebbit’s rise was curtailed, however, in 1984, when the IRA blew up the hotel in Brighton where the Tories were having their 
conference. Tebbit was injured (he still has a limp), and his wife was paralysed. A year later, he was replaced at the DTI at his request 
so he could spend more time looking after her. By now Thatcher relied on him almost as much as Whitelaw — he was at least as far to 
the right as her, if not further —so she appointed him party Chairman just to keep him around. He spent the remaining Thatcher years 
working with Saatchi and Saatchi on advertising their horrible policies and being touted as a possible successor. By the 1987 
election, however, he served notice to the Prime Minister that he intended to return to the backbenches in order to spend more time 
looking after his wife. Thatcher, bitterly disappointed, let him leave. She asked him back in 1990, when a vacancy opened up for 
Education Secretary, but he turned her down. And three weeks later it ceased to matter anyway. 
 
He didn’t go away completely, however, transitioning from frontline politics to pro-am shit-stirrer and unforgivable statement 
generator. in 1988, he called Desmond Tutu and other anti-Apartheid activists ‘’stinking hypocrites’’ to their faces. Thatcher defended 
him. In 1990 he waded into the immigration debate, inventing the Cricket Test — which used the cricket team you support as a 
barometer of your Britishness. Also, Muslims shouldn’t come here because they will insist on sticking to their cultures. He has since 
pointed to the 2005 London bus bombings as evidence for that one. Apropos of nothing, he told the New Statesman that ‘’a gay’ ’ 
should not be Home Secretary because then you’d have a minority making decisions that affect the majority, and anyway gays 
already have the same rights as normals, they just choose not to marry women. He also kicked a child dressed as a dragon, 
apparently out of sheer confusion. Basically he’s a terrible, terrible man, The best thing he ever did was switch to UKIP in 2009, and 
that’s just because it irritated other Tories. It was still good PR for UKIP, so it balances out to still terrible. Fuck this  guy. 
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OH!       WHAT A LOVELY 

With her ratings dropping after the pain of 1981, Thatcher was 
in trouble. Then an even more troubled leader decided to 
invade British territory and save her the humiliation of losing 
an election to David Steel. After all, who doesn’t love a good 
war? Except the soldiers? Words:  Sampford Courtenay. 

“Hey ma, the boys in body bags coming home in pieces” 
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OH!       WHAT A LOVELY WAR   
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T wo islands full of sheep and yokels (speaking as yokels ourselves, we don't use the 

phrase derogatorily; it's just descriptive) somehow equalled an actual, serious war, 

still the last that Britain fought for itself. Of all the divisive issues surrounding That 

Woman, the Falklands War - and let's keep calling it a war, shall we, and not a 

"conflict" - is very probably the most divisive of all. 

 

Let's get this out of the way right off the bat: in our opinion, we had as much right to go to war over the 

Falklands as anyone ever has in the past hundred or so years. Which isn't saying much. But still: 

sovereign territory was invaded. We were the defenders in this one. 

 

Which is not to say that the war was in any way a good or even truly justified thing. It may have been 

sovereign British territory, but it was territory thousands of miles away, barely larger than Yorkshire, 

inhabited by a few dozen farmers, sheep and penguins, and only British by a few degrees above default. 

See issue twelve for an in-depth history of the islands and the claims thereunto, but long story short: it’s 

just some islands in the South Atlantic that no-one was dumb enough to live on even before the 

Europeans got there and which the British ended up owning because no-one else wanted them. The 

Argentinian claim on them came 

from some Privateer, actually an 

American, who just happened to 

work for them. Finding what he 

believed to be some treasure in the 

bay (whether it was or not is 

unconfirmed and frankly moot), he 

claimed the island for his 

employers, about whom he didn’t 

really give even half a fuck, just to 

cover his arse. Based solely on this 

grubby little moment of greed, 

Argentina spent the rest of time 

trying to get their islands back from 

Britain. So basically, Argentina’s 

claim on the Islands was and is 

even worse than Britain’s. And we 

only have them because we kind of 

ended up with them. So with all 

this in mind, were these seven 

h u n d re d  s c ra p s  o f  l a n d , 

surrounding three chunks the size 

of County Durham, really worth a 

thousand young lives? Is it just 

possible there might have been 

another way to solve this stupid, 

stupid dispute, while leaving those 

men alive? And don’t forget the 

men who lost limbs and faces for 

those islands. Were they worth the 

blood and skin? Really? 

 T hatcher may 

not have been 

very popular in 

early 1982, but 

Leopoldo Galtieri would have 

envied her anyway. He was the 

latest in a long line of uniformed 

men shoved in front of the nation 

as nominal Presidents for one 

reason or another. The previous 

leader, the remarkably shit Roberto 

Viola, had himself been coup’d out 
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of office by his own junta, led by Galtieri, around Christmas of 1981. There was little difference as far as the 

average Argentinian was concerned, however; although Galtieri made dissent legal, all that achieved was to 

illustrate how unpopular they were. The borrowed time the Junta had managed to scramble together by winning 

the World Cup in 1978 had almost run out, and so had the money. What was required was a really futile and 

stupid gesture on someone’s part. So he invaded the Falklands. 

 

This was the best thing that could happen to Thatcher, as well, however. It’s been said that when our leaders 

want to distract us from how bad things are going, they either start a war or have a Royal Wedding. They’d 

already tried the latter, and it had worked, at first, but not for long. And the only war on the horizon had been 

the cataclysmic one with the Soviet Union which would basically have destroyed all human civilisation, and 

while that was fine with Thatcher, it did seem a bit drastic, not to say contrary to her stated aim of “making 

Britain great again”. 

 

Fortunately (for her), Galtieri had the same dilemma, and with no royal family in Argentina, his options were 

limited. The war came to Thatcher on the 2nd of April, 1982, when the embattled Galtieri, with no warning at 

all, sent a fuckload of troops and boats and armoured vehicles to the Falklands’ capital, Port Stanley, where 

they easily overcame the few 

dozen marines, RN boys 

and Dad’s Army defence 

volunteers. This resulted in 

the single most British 

exchange in the history of 

the world (recreated left). It 

took place between the 

MoD and some unnamed 

comms operator in the 

Governor’s office, whose 

life had previously been 

fairly boring and who 

probably wished they’d 

stayed in bed that day. 

 F or only 

t h e 

s e c o n d 

t i m e 

since 1066 — alongside the 

Nazi occupation of the 

Channel Islands — British 

sovereign territory had 

been successfully invaded 

and conquered. And not 

even by a major bogeyman 

like Germany or France or 

Russia, but just this 

random South American 

country that no-one here 

would have heard of had 

they not won the World 

Cup four years earlier (not 

that they’d have heard of 

the Falklands either). 

 

In Argentina, it was just the 

tonic Galtieri needed, at 

least in the short term—

exactly the pointless, crowd

-pleasing gesture he 

needed. The idea must 

have seemed irresistible to 

him when he realised the 
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paucity of British defence in the area — one ship 

and the aforementioned few dozen marines — 

and was assured that we wouldn’t intervene 

militarily, not wanting to waste lives on these 

tiny islands with no strategic value, no resources 

(maybe a drop or two of oil, but we didn’t even 

know that at the time), no history and only a 

handful of permanent residents. 

 

Argentine intelligence clearly hadn’t done its 

homework on Thatcher. 

 

The Prime Minister was incensed. She had no 

particular interest in the Falklands either, except 

that they were British territory — an extension of 

Britain — and HOW THE FUCK DARE 

ANYONE INVADE BRITAIN? THE 

GREATEST COUNTRY IN THE HISTORY 

OF THE WORLD? BIRTHPLACE OF ALL 

CULTURE? INVADE? ON HER WATCH? 

THE BASTARDS! 

 

An emergency session of parliament was 

convened sharpish and had time to approve in 

principle the sending of a task force to the islands 

before Thatcher whipped up a proper, no-holds 

barred War Cabinet at the suggestion of Willie 

Whitelaw and the almost-literal monument to 

Conservatism, Harold Macmillan. It was 

Macmillan who convinced her to leave the 

Treasury out of it, since all they were going to do 

was complain about how much the war was 

costing. It was unprecedented, but that’s 

Thatcher for you. The War Cabinet would go on 

to meet at least once a day, often more, until they 

were finally dissolved two months after the 

Argentine surrender. (Sorry if that spoiled the 

ending of the article for anyone.) 

 

I n the absence of an extant contingency 

plan for the invasion of the Islands, the 

task force was cobbled together out of 

whoever they could find in the armed 

forces standing around with nothing to do. The 

problem was that, despite the Falklands being 

tiny, retaking them was considered quite a 

daunting task, largely because of how fucking far 

away they were from Britain compared with 

Argentina. They had most of their air force, we 

had a few dozen old Harrier jump-jets. The USA 

thought a successful re-invasion was all but 

literally impossible (although this is the country 

that thought it was a good idea to get involved in 

Vietnam for no reason at all, so make of that 

what you will). 

 

A simple thing like impossibility was never going 

to put off Mrs. Thatcher, however, and the first 

priority was the recapture of South Georgia, one 

of the larger islands a bit to the northeast of the 

main Falklands, (now considered and governed 

as a separate entity; the Argentinians think it’s 

theirs too). Despite not actually being a Falkland 

Island, it was important to the war as it was the 

staging post for the eventual Argentine invasion. 

So Marines and SAS were despatched, and long 

story short, after a few hours of jolly good 

atrocities, the Union Jack was raised once more. 

When, at the subsequent press conference, some 

journalists dared ask Thatcher questions about 

the operation, she snapped back, “Just rejoice at 

the news.” 

 

The next stage was fought in the air. This is 

where the location advantage was removed, as 

the Falklands were so piddly they only had space 

for three tiny airfields, none of which could 

accommodate your average swaggering fuck-off 

military jet. So the Argentinian planes had to be 
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launched from the mainland, which proved to be 

irritatingly fiddly. With Britain making do with 

our aircraft carriers, these were less than 

optimum conditions for a satisfactory air war, 

although dogfights are always entertaining for 

the viewers back home, and wasn’t that what 

really counts? Besides, the air war was 

responsible for the highest-ranked Argentine 

casualty in Vice-Commodore Rudolfo de la 

Colina, so the papers had that to amuse them. 

 

Oh, yes. The papers. 

 T he Falklands was the first 

Murdoch war, and the 

moment where The Cun 

cemented its position as the 

right-wing prole echo chamber. They coined the 

delightful term “Argies” to describe the 

disgusting bastard enemy. They praised 

Thatcher’s every intake of breath as a 

Churchillian landmark. They stoked up the 

average under-educated British tit enthusiast into 

a bloodthirsty barbarian. They tried as hard as 

possible to pretend this was World War II all 

over again. 

 

The high-low point of this — and arguably the 

defining moment of the war — was the sinking of 

the light cruiser the ARA General Belgrano. This 

was the very early days of conflict and tension. 

Full-scale war could, at this point, still have been 

prevented. A peace plan was being worked on 

and everything. But a nuclear submarine sinking 

an Argentine flagship? That put the 

mockers on that pretty sharpish. Now, 

the 200-mile radius of the South 

Atlantic around the Falklands was an 

Exclusion Zone: you go in, you get 

shot, whether boat or plane or surprised 

frogman. On May 2nd, the Argentinian 

Navy was preparing for a colossal 

attack on the British task-force within 

the exclusion zone, nabbing them with 

a pincer movement. Unfortunately for 

them, British intelligence heard the 

order and relayed it to the War Cabinet. 

Thatcher and her merry men 

immediately focused on one detail: the 

Belgrano, skulking about just outside the 

Zone to the southwest, preparing to act 

as the right-hand blade of the pincer. 

After a certain amount of deliberation, 

Thatcher and co. decided that, even 

though it was outside of the Exclusion 

Zone, fuck the rules of engagement: it’s 

there, it’s the enemy, blow it up and kill 

‘em all. The nuclear submarine HMS 

Conqueror duly trundled a little way 

south and chucked three torpedoes at 

the Belgrano, which had the expected effect. Of 

1138 hands, 323 people died, almost half the 

total Argentine casualties of the entire war. Go 

team. 

 

The Argentinean navy immediately panicked and 

fucked off back to port, never to come out again 

for the duration of the war — effectively ending 

the sea war at a stroke. The Peruvian peace plan 

was thrown out the window —  Thatcher and her 

War Cabinet had crossed the Rubicon, or the Rio 

Grande maybe. There was no avoiding it now: 

the two sides may never have officially declared 

war, but this was no mere “conflict”. That would 

never have been enough for Thatcher. The Cun, 

famously, acted like we’d won the World Cup of 

mass slaughter, although “GOTCHA” was only 

seen briefly in the London area. Later pressings 

replaced it with the marginally more tasteful 

“DID 1000 ARGIES DROWN”. So that’s 

alright. 

 

The Argentinians were up in arms about the 

perceived dirty tactics in sinking a boat that was 

outside of the “you’ll get shot” zone, and by later 

accounts actually sailing further away from it. A 

year later, in the run-up to the election, this 

provided one of the most satisfying moments of 

the Thatcher premiership as the Prime Minister 

went on Nationwide (for our younger readers, 

that’s The One Show, but more solemn and 

largely beige) for a phone-in-your-questions 

Going Live Hot Seat sort of thing. Here she was 

faced by Diana Gould, an ordinary lady in her 
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late fifties, who had some fundamental questions 

about the sinking, including why we shot at a 

boat that was demonstrably sailing away. She 

even gave the bearing. Thatcher was visibly 

furious underneath her eerie fixed grin, and by 

the end of the exchange looked about to lamp 

someone, probably Sue Lawley. 

 B ritain didn’t have long to celebrate, 

however. On the 4th of May, an 

Argentinian air squadron dropped 

a bunch of Exocet missiles on the 

HMS Sheffield, killing 20 men and 

leaving the hulk burning rather spectacularly for 

about a week until it was gone. Unlike the 

Belgrano, most of the crew survived, and spent 

several days bobbing about on rafts watching the 

inferno and, in another remarkable display of 

Britishness, singing “Always Look on the Bright 

Side of Life”. 

 

The Cun was rather less enthusiastic about this 

bloodshed. Suddenly, this wasn’t an afternoon 

repeat of 688 Squadron anymore. This wasn’t 

entertainment. This was an actual proper war 

with British people dying and everything. 

Thatcher had to handle this properly, or the 

whole thing would backfire and leave her less 

popular than ever. Fortunately (for her), she just 

steeled up even more and glared even harder and 

basically won the disaster. 

 

In private, she is said to have even cried, 

assuming she was capable of such a thing in the 

first place. Of course, the real tragedy and 

humiliation for her and her War Cabinet was that 

the missiles were French, surplus stock sold to the 

Argentinians years before. It’s been alleged — 

and there’s a good chance it’s bollocks, but it’s 

entirely believable — that Thatcher, incensed and 

blaming France personally, rang up President 

Mitterand and commanded him to hand over the 

deactivation codes for the remaining missiles — 

or she’d drop the Bomb on Buenos Aires. 

Mitterand, being neither suicidal nor due to die of 

cancer for another 13 years, acquiesced.. He’s 

reported to have said (in French) “One cannot 

win against the insular syndrome of an unbridled 

Englishwoman. Provoke a nuclear war for a few 

islands inhabited by three sheep as hairy as they 

are freezing! But it's a good job I gave way. 

Otherwise, I assure you, the Lady's metallic 

finger would have hit the button.” 

 

This is all in Mitterand’s biography “Rendez-

Vous” by Ali Magoudi, who swears blind it’s 

true. He may have made it up. This does not 

make it an implausible story. We never had to 

worry too much about Exocet missiles again. 

 C ome May the 21st, we’d reached 

the ground and started the land 

war. After four weeks of land 

battles (making the war exciting 

again to the viewers at home), Port Stanley fell on 

the 14th of June, the Argentines surrendered and 

Thatcher was victorious. The Tories surged back 

above the Alliance and won the election a year 

later in a landslide. Galtieri was almost 

immediately kicked out of office. Almost a 

thousand people were dead, and up to 800 more 

later committed suicide due to PTSD, but hey, 

making omelettes and so forth. The omelette in 

this case being Margaret Thatcher’s career and 

the eggs being dozens of young men. 

 

The Falkland Islanders still hold Thatcher Day 

every 14th of June to celebrate their great 

liberator. Their little scrap of land is still full of 

minefields. The Argentineans have a massive 

cemetery on one side of the Great Falkland, 

ensuring that they always have a presence there. 

Life goes on. Little or nothing happens. Sheep 

exist. Some oil might be present. Argentina 

continue to badger us. One day, another war 

might happen, if we’ve got nothing better to do 

and it isn’t raining. Which it usually is, in the 

Falklands. 
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“Don’t call it a comeback…” 
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983 looked for a while like it might 
have been a watershed election. And 
perhaps it was, but not the way we 
might have expected by 1981. 

 
As we’ve detailed, halfway through Thatcher’s 

first term, she was in trouble. The hard-edged 
law and order policies she and Whitelaw had 
introduced had just made the kids more 
resentful, Howe’s gamble with the economy  
had resulted in unemployment ballooning even 
higher than Callaghan had left it, and Tebbit, as 

Employment Secretary, didn’t seem to give a 
fuck. She’d even been advised to resign by a few 
of her cabinet members. It looked like she had a 
fight on her hands when 1983 rolled around. 
The Tory propagandists were already preparing 
the basic skeleton of a campaign that actively 
played down the identity of the Prime Minister. 

 
And then she won a war. Sure, it was a three-
month war against some random South 
American Junta over some largely irrelevant 
land, but she fucking won, bitches. It may not have 

amounted to much more than a bit of sand-

kicking (albeit leaving a thousand dead people), 
but propaganda doesn’t care about the details. 
 

The war, and the 
concomitant surge in 
T h a t c h e r ’ s 
popularity, arrested 
the rise of a new 
power on the British 

centre-left which 
c o u l d  h a v e 
c o m p l e t e l y 

revolutionised the 
nation’s democratic 
system and rewritten 
the electoral map. 
That power was the 
SDP. No, really. 
 

ne of the 
m a n y , 
m a n y 

s t r o k e s 
of luck Thatcher enjoyed as PM was an almost 
total lack of any opposition whatsoever for 

practically her entire premiership. For the first 
year, her Opposition leader was  spent force 
James Callaghan, who’d just presided over the 
Winter of Discontent, lost the first vote of 
confidence since before World War II and been 
defeated in a swing landslide at the subsequent 
election, so understandably didn’t have an 
overabundance of authority. After he inevitably 

resigned, his replacement, and Thatcher’s main 
opposition for her first term, was the donkey-
jacketed Michael Foot, a very clever, almost 
completely ineffectual working-class intellectual 
from Plymouth. 
 
Foot was a left-winger in the old sense. He’d 

made a splash as one-third of the 
pseudonymous “Cato”, tripartisan author of the 

classic “Guilty Men” — a savage denunciation 
of Neville Chamberlain and company and their 
policy of appeasement, written while 

Chamberlain was still Prime Minister and 
published just 
months after he 
left the country 
on what seemed 
the brink of 
defeat. 
 
H e  e n t e r e d 
parliament in 

1945, as the first 
Labour MP for 
P l y m o u t h 

Devonport, and 
stuck around the 
House unt il 
1992 (with a five year gap after Devonport 
reverted to the Tories in 1955; he subsequently 
represented the safer Labour seat of Ebbw 
Vale). He was a co-founder of the CND — 
falling out with fellow left-wing hero Nye 
Bevan over unilateral disarmament — and 

famously stood against the Soviet Union from a 
left-wing perspective, as opposed to far too 
many on the left around then who thought the 

USSR was great on general principles. 
 
He rose to the leadership of the Labour Party in 
late 1980 at the second time of asking — having 
missed out on becoming Prime Minister 
outright upon the retirement of Harold Wilson 
by just eight votes. Four years later, he won a 
similarly narrow victory against sole credible 
candidate Denis Healey and proceeded to take 
Labour further left than they’d been since Keir 

Hardie. (The Tories would go through a beat-by
-beat re-enactment of this after their own 
crushing defeat in 1997, and then do it again 

four years later). He was already an elder 
statesman at 67 (we can only assume that a 
period of time existed when he was young) and 
was essentially persuaded to run by his friends 
on the Labour left who didn’t like the cut of 
former chancellor Healey’s jib. So they really 
only had themselves to blame. 
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Foot started off alright; the publicity of his 
accession providing a boost to the party and a 
lead of double-digits for a time. Unfortunately, 
only a month after the leadership contest, four 
senior figures on the Labour right (ie the centre-
left overall) announced that they’d quit and 

formed their own party, free from the far-left 
extremists that they felt were dominating 
proceedings in Labour. The Gang of Four, as 
they came to be known, were former Transport 
Secretary Bill Rodgers, former Education 
Secretary Shirley Williams, former Foreign 

Secretary David Owen, and most notably, 
former Chancellor and Home Secretary, and 
leader of the new party, Woy Jenkins. It was, of 
course, the Social Democratic Party. 
 

he SDP was probably inevitable, 
considering the state of the Labour 

Party after Callaghan. It’s probably 
a problem with socialism as much as 

anything else: no-one votes for it, so explicitly 
or theoretically Socialist parties tend to find 
themselves locked in civil war with the 
ideologists who believe wholeheartedly in every 

dot and comma of In Place of Fear (or The 
Communist Manifesto, in the more extreme 
cases) and the pragmatists who are more 
flexible in their philosophies (or just want to get 
elected, in the more extreme cases). With 
Michael Foot’s election to lead the party, the 

ideological, but arguably unelectable Left had 
seized control of Labour, and the party was on 
the long march toward the Longest Suicide 
Note in History — their 1983 manifesto, a 
breezeblock-sized mish-mash of extreme left, 
moderate centrist and simply baffling policies 
intended to placate every last holdout crazy 

person in the party. 
 
The drastic move of 
forming their own party 
was essentially decided 
upon during the latter 

stages of the 1980 
leadership election. With 
the race tightening (Foot 
eventually won by 10 
votes), Healey attended a 
meeting of the SDP’s 

predecessor, the centrist 
Labour think-tank the 
Manifesto Group, and all 
but ordered them to vote 
for him. When asked why 
exactly, he said simply 
“you have nowhere else to 

go”. 

This is probably what got Foot elected, because 
the Manifesto Group, realising that their choice 
was between an arrogant, self-serving douche 
and a well-meaning but unelectable radical, 
either didn’t vote, or voted for Foot in a 
confused attempt to strangle the Labour Party 

itself to death. 
 
Ultimately, however, the SDP managed that, 
and far more efficiently. At first, though, this 
was exciting! New parties were ten a penny, but 
this one had four former cabinet ministers in it 

— it would have been five but future Defence 
Secretary and NATO bigwig George Robertson 
pussed out in case it harmed his chances of 
becoming Defence Secretary and NATO 
bigwig. Most importantly, it was soon to be led 
by Woy Jenkins, a giant in the Labour Party in 
the Wilson years, until he left to be President of 

the EC. Jenkins as Home Secretary had been 
responsible for the biggest wave of liberalising 
social reforms in recent years: the 
decriminalisation of homosexuality, the 
abolition of capital punishment, the legalisation 
of abortion, the lowering of the voting age, the 

abolition of theatre censorship...Jenkins was a 
man who believed in using his office to get shit 

done. Peter Hitchens blames him for single-

handedly destroying Britain’s traditional values, 
that’s how great he was. And as Chancellor of 
the Exchequer, he settled the country’s 
economy by the end of the 60s. He was and 
remains one of the British left’s great unsung 
heroes, and unfortunately part of the reason for 
that is the SDP. Because, despite the hype and 
excitement at first, it was ultimately quite an 
impressive failure. 
 

1981 ended with the SDP picking up serious 
momentum: the election of Woy as leader was 
finalized in November, and shortly afterwards 
they announced The Alliance: the name under 
which they would contest their two General 
Elections. 
 

avid Steel really, really wanted to 
become Prime Minister, but 
unfortunately he was also a 
Liberal. It’s commendable that his 

ambitions never caused him to abandon his 

party, but it left him looking like a desperate sad 
puppy without a leg to hump for most of his 
long, long tenure in charge of the Liberal Party. 
He’d taken over from Jeremy “Dog Killer” 
Thorpe in 1976 and almost immediately got 
into bed with Labour, albeit not to any major 
extent: the Lib-Lab pact only protected 
Callaghan against no-confidence votes and just 
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lasted a year anyway. 
 
The Alliance was different. A proper electoral 
pact between the Liberals and the SDP which, 
for a little while in early 1982, looked like it 
might form the next government. Woy Jenkins 

as Prime Minister (much to Steel’s irritation). 
David Owen as Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
David Penhaligon 
as Home Secretary! 
 

A nd then the 

war happened 
and Thatcher 
was Britannia 

crossed with the 
Statue of Liberty 
and all bets were 
off.  The 1983 

election was a 
l a n d s l i d e ,  a n 
obliteration of all 
viewpoints and 
ideologies opposed 
to Thatcher, a 

crowning of a new 
conquering Queen. 
I t  had  b een 
unthinkable just a 
year earlier, but it 
h a p p e n e d :  a 

colossal, 144-seat 
m a j o r i t y ,  t h e 
biggest since Mr. 
Atlee in 1945.  
 
The Alliance barely 
scraped together 23 

seats — although 
they got a quarter 
of the vote, and in a 
fair system that 
w o u l d  h a v e 
translated into a 

good result in 
practical terms, but 
there you go.  And it still translated into a net 
gain for the Liberals, even if you took out the 
SDP seats. So David Steel was happy either 
way. 

 
As for Foot’s Labour...with their leader steering 
them to a point where they were barely to the 
right of Brezhnev, and the SDP acting as a 
massive drag factor for the more moderate 
votes, Labour were all but annihilated. The 
south of England went almost completely blue, 

and only Wales and Scotland could be 

considered anything approaching strongholds. 
 
Thatcher had eaten the opposition alive, her 
personality an electoral neutron bomb that left 
the political landscape a devastated wasteland 
where only the most brutal, slavering mutants 

could survive. We mean Tories. 
 

There was no 
coming back 
f r o m  s u c h 
humiliation, and 

within days both 
Foot and Jenkins 
had left the 
leadership of 
their respective 
parties. Foot’s 
replacement was 

Neil Kinnock, 
the reddest of red 
Welshmen, who 
might have made 
a good Prime 
Minister if he’d 

managed to get 
o v e r  t h a t 
u n f o r t u n a t e 
tendency to seem 
faintly ridiculous 
at all times. 

 
J e n k i n s , 
meanwhile, was 
succeeded by 
David Owen, 
who hated the 
Liberals, hated 

the Alliance, and 
wasn’t overly 
fond of David 
Steel, leading to 
several years of 
the Alliance 

e f f e c t i v e l y 
warring with 

itself while Thatcher carried on doing whatever 
she liked. 
 
And as for That Woman herself, her second 

term is where she really started to fuck us up. 

And just in time for 1984. Big Mother was here, 
she had the biggest mandate in recent political 
history, and she was coming for the working 
class... 
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Best known these days for having a smoking-hot daughter who cooks 
food, Nigel Lawson was Thatcher’s partner in fiscal crime, and one of the 
architects of Thatchernomics. He was also an enormously fat bloke, the 
very image of corpulent Tory excess. A pair of whiskers and he was a fat 
cat. 
 
Lawson wasn’t in Thatcher’s Shadow Cabinet, although he was one of 
relatively few new Tories elected in 1974 (twice). Instead he was 
parachuted straight into the cabinet in 1979 as Financial Secretary to the 
Treasury, one of the traditional warm-up roles for the Chancellorship, albeit 
only the fourth in line to the throne rather than the second. While there he 
demonstrated admirable dedication to his promotion prospects, abolishing 
state controls on mortgage lending and exchange rates and setting the 
stage for the rise of neoliberalism. 
 
Having got noticed, he was appointed Energy Secretary in a 1981 reshuffle, 
where he gleefully set up the eventual destruction of every nationalised 
industry he could get his hands on, in between closing coal mines on 
general principles. Thatcher was impressed by this fat bastard’s 
dedication to naked greed at the expense of people’s welfare and 
happiness, and after the 1983 election, she appointed him Chancellor, 
replacing his mentor, Sir Geoffrey Howe, who’d gone off to effectively 
promote Thatcherism to the world as Foreign Secretary. 
 
The next six years saw him cement his place in the history books as, for 
better or worse (guess which side we favour), one of the most important 
Chancellors of the twentieth century, the man who kicked away the last 
remains of the post-war consensus and replaced it with a massive free-for
-all finger buffet. Fuck John Maynard Keynes in the ear, Milton Friedman is 
your metal God now.  
 
It was an opportune time to become Chancellor of the Exchequer, because 
the post-Winter of Discontent recession had finally eased off during 
Geoffrey Howe’s tenure, and inflation was approaching non-comical levels. 
Lawson’s main strategy as Chancellor was — stop us if this sounds 
familiar—TAX CUTS!!!!! Purestrain Thatcherism had no truck with the 
income tax system in general, and Lawson slashed at it like his daughter 
deboning a salmon, bringing the basic rate down 5% in as many years, and 
the top rate down almost a quarter. With the tax burden eased — or more 
accurately, shifted towards your average mush on the street via a increase 
in the VAT rate — businesses started to grow again. Unemployment finally 
started to drop. It was called the ‘’Lawson Boom’’ In this economic gospel, 
the average person was Christ, taking on the burden of the entrepreneur’s 
suffering for his sake. Maybe they should have spun it like that. 

THATCHER’S 

NIGEL LAWSON 
ENERGY SECRETARY: 1981-1983, CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER, 1983-1989 
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Anyway, all this fiscal freedom inevitably led  to inflation returning to its dystopian satire-levels, which also inevitably led to another 
recession, a worse one than the one it had got us out of (albeit with fewer binbags and corpses littering the streets, because we didn’t have 
unions anymore). By then, however, it was no longer Nigel Lawson’s problem, as he had resigned in late 1989. Relations with Thatcher, 
previously the perfect villain-henchman relationship, had been strained for a while: Lawson opposed the Poll Tax — the logical conclusion of 
Thatcherism — because he was neither stupid nor that thoroughly evil. But this was 1988, and Thatcher’s third term; no-one with anything to 
lose would ever have spoken against her for fear of being condemned to the Valley of the Wets; it’s a measure of Lawson’s influence and 
standing with Thatcher that he wasn’t immediately flogged to death in a colossal marble thunderdome. 
 
On top of that, Europe was becoming more and more of an issue all the time. Again, Thatcher and Lawson were on opposite sides — Lawson 
wanted to join the ERM, which certain EC droids had been badgering Britain to do ever since it was introduced in 1979. Thatcher wanted, 
ideally, to tow Britain several hundred miles west so it was off the coast of America instead of Europe, but failing that, to have as little to do 
with those frog dago wop kraut bastards as possible. She also had a new pet advisor, Grima Wormtongue (known by day as Sir Alan 
Walters), who agreed with everything she ever said and whose advice amounted to ‘’do exactly what you want all the time’’. Seeing the 
writing on the wall, Lawson resigned. Thatcher had lost yet another mainstay — Whitelaw one end of the year, Lawson the other. He was 
replaced as Chancellor by some bloke called John Majors, who only a couple of months earlier had been plucked from obscurity to serve as 
Foreign Secretary. 
 
As for Lawson, he retired in 1992. By now practically spherical, he embarked on a programme of weightloss that was quite astonishingly 
successful, leaving him looking like a half-deflated walnut. Less of a douche than most of Thatcher’s cabinet (which isn’t saying much), he 
now spends his days denying climate change, discussing economic issues, and occasionally being fed on his daughter’s TV shows . Despite 
her best efforts, he still isn’t fat anymore. 
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“Which side are you on, boy?” 
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wo wars defined the first half  of 

Thatcher’s reign. The first was a fairly 

pointless bit of dick-swinging in the 

South Atlantic the year before an 

election. The second took place in the streets of 

Britain the year after, and ended with the near-

annihilation of the working class as a political 

entity, not to mention the whole notion of trade 

unionism. 

 

The Coal industry was one of the many pillars of 

British business nationalised in the 1940s under 

the administration of the man we will always 

call Mr. Attlee. The subsidies were heavy, as was 

normal for nationalised mining industries, and 

the non-departmental governing body was the 

National Coal Board. By Thatcher’s re-election, 

the head of the Coal Board was Ian MacGregor. 

Appointed personally by the PM just before the 

campaign, MacGregor was an eerie Scottish-

American with the face and demeanour of a 

Donald Pleasance playing Henry Kissinger and a 

reputation, even then, for dismantling 

nationalised companies from within. He’d been 

appointed head of state-owned car company 

British Leyland, where he had just enough time 

to fire Trade Union head Derek “Red Robbo” 

Robinson for insubordination before the whole 

company collapsed under the weight of a 

nationalised car company not really being that 

good an idea. 

 

Undeterred, MacGregor moved on to the ailing 

British Steel, which, to his credit, he successfully 

returned to profitability. However, rather than 

achieving this via some kind of complex, well 

thought-out business strategy, MacGregor did 

this by closing the factories and firing everyone. 

Which saved money, certainly, but surely wasn’t 

the only way to do so, even if it was the easiest. 

The point is, the steel industry was once again 

profitable — and, sure, it’s because it was 

making less steel, but this kind of capitalism 

really isn’t that concerned with the product — 

which put it right along the road towards 

inevitable privatisation. 

 

With MacGregor having built a reputation as a 

man you put in charge of state-owned companies 

in order to destroy them, it was a no-brainer for 

Thatcher to personally pick him out to head the 

British Coal Board — the governing body for the 

industry that had been the nemesis of successive 

Governments since time immemorial. It was 

also nakedly provocative. The mere existence of 

this man was a come-and-have-a-go-if-you-think-

you’re-hard-enough to the National Union of 

Mineworkers. And they thought they were hard 

enough. 

 

The NUM were the most powerful union in the 

country at the time. They’d been at the heart of 

most of the industrial disputes of the previous 

two decades — in particular the three-day week 

— and practically owned the Labour Party. The 

leader of the NUM at this point, the opposite 

number to Ian MacGregor, was a bellicose 

militant leftist named Arthur Scargill. Despite 

coming across visually as if Trevor Francis had 

been cast as Ken Barlow (alternatively, a slightly 

less satanic Paul Daniels), he had a certain basic 

rough-and-ready charisma, aided by a talent for 

bellowing far-left rhetoric in the voice of a 

militant Wallace. His main failings were 

twofold: his politics were very slightly to the 

right of Stalin, and his ego was only marginally 

smaller. 

 

ith the players arranged. all that 

was needed was the spark to be 

lit, setting fire to the chessboard, 

presumably. Or something. 

 

Anyway, on March 6th, 1984, MacGregor 

inevitably announced the closure of 20 coal 

mines, effectively firing 20,000 people in one fell 

swoop. And not just firing them; communities 

grow, or grew, around the mines; they were the 

centres of the towns, the sole source of 
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employment in many cases. An entire way of life 

for thousands of people was wiped out in a single 

day. It was an old-fashioned way of life, 

certainly, but again, as with British Steel, 

progress has methods other than slash-and-burn 

social agriculture. 

 

This was the second time they’d tried this, 

however. The first time had been in 1981, when 

they were about to announce the closure of 23 

pits when the NUM threatened a mass walkout. 

With memories of the 1973-74 strike, which 

effectively deposed Ted Heath, still fresh, 

Thatcher did something she very rarely did: 

backed down. And then immediately started 

stockpiling coal in secret, so that by 1984 they 

had enough in reserve that as far as they were 

concerned the NUM could go fuck themselves. 

And with there being a better chance of getting a 

full blood transfusion from the Rockbiter than 

Arthur Scargill backing down from anything — 

especially given that he’d been itching for this 

kind of fight ever since becoming head of the 

NUM — the war was inevitable. Starting with a 

wave of walkouts in Yorkshire in the first two 

weeks of March, Scargill seized his chance and 

declared that this was now a national strike. 

 

hame about the timing. It was all very 

well threatening to hold the country to 

ransom for coal, but in the early Spring? 

With the weather already past its coldest 

point and getting warmer all the time? Neil 

Kinnock himself — then still relatively new to the 

job of leading Labour — called Scargill and told 

him this was COMPLETELY the wrong point 

on the parabola, and that he would be much 

better off waiting a few months, like late August 

at the earliest, when people would actually need 

the stuff he was denying them. But Scargill, as 

has been noted, 

h a d  b e e n 

spoiling for a 

fight for years, 

a n d  wa s n ’ t 

going to put it 

off a second 

l o n g e r ,  n o 

matter what the 

Labour Party, 

climate science 

o r  b a s i c 

common sense 

had to say about 

it.  

Or his fellow 

miners, for that 

matter. The  

done thing was 

of course to put 

the Strike to a national ballot, but fortunately (for 

Scargill) that wasn’t a hard-and-fast rule or 

anything. There was a law requiring a ballot of 

some sort, but not necessarily a national one. Had 

it been, Scargill would have been defeated. 

Despite having an ego as big as the world, he 

knew perfectly well that his enthusiasm for the 

Strike was not shared by everyone in the national 

NUM — in Nottinghamshire, in particular, their 

branch of the NUM actively rejected the strike, 

which led to pain down the line. 

 

Scargill didn’t care, though. He wanted his war, 

and he got it, by commissioning the regions to 

hold their own separate ballots, which was much 

more likely to give him the result he wanted. And 

it did. The last battle between the working and 

the ruling classes had begun.  

 

t all first came to blows on  June the 18th, 

1984. The coking plant in Orgreave, South 

Yorkshire, was considered tactically 

important to Arthur Scargill — the Gibraltar 

of the strike. Orgreave was a major supplier of 

coke to British Steel, and to cut off that supply 

really would make an economic dent, weather or 

no weather. The National Union of Steelworkers, 

however, decided early on that they would much 

rather not have to suffer because of someone 

else’s war, and so early in the strike, the NUM 

had made a deal with them and their bosses to 

keep the coal supply flowing, but limited. 

Unfortunately, the British Steel bods didn’t keep 

to it. With the Steelworkers Union onside, they 

were defying the pickets to move a lot more coal 

than the NUM would, were they competent, 

have allowed. 

 

Eventually, after two weeks, the NUM figured 

out what was happening, and Scargill decided to 
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take the relatively dramatic step of picketing the 

Orgreave coking plant altogether. On the 18th of 

June, thousands of NUM members and even 

more thousands of cops — with a front rank in 

full riot gear — descended upon the plant, the 

cops barring the entrance, the miners staring 

them down in preparation for the arrival of the 

coal lorries. By 8am, a cop had already been 

smacked in the face with a brick and carted off to 

hospital. He was better off out of it. 

 

Shortly after brickcop left the premises, the lorries 

arrived to pick up the coal. That was the starting 

pistol: the miners charged repeatedly at the line 

of cops, many throwing stones and/or fists. 

Unfortunately for them, the police had several 

advantages: most notably horses (making the 

whole thing look like a ghastly Orwellian re-

imagining of the Peasant’s Revolt—which is 

what it was anyway), but also training and 

organisation. It was like the battles of antiquity 

between the Celts and the Romans,  with 

thousands of hairy naked people charging 

randomly at a few hundred Italians in a precisely 

ordered tortoise formation and getting 

slaughtered, only the miners weren’t even 

outnumbered. 

 

Inevitably, the miners were defeated. British Steel 

got their coke. The Government and the bosses 

had their major public victory, and they 

proceeded to twist the knife with the kind of 

relish rarely seen outside of a Wes Craven movie. 

The Murdoch press reported it like the Belgrano 

had been sunk again. 

No-one mentioned 

the fact that, after the 

crowds had been 

d i s p e r s e d ,  t h e 

mounted pol ice 

continued to chase 

people through the 

town on general 

principles, although 

the continual stone-

throwing did get 

brought up. An 

iconic photo was 

taken of a woman 

literally seconds from 

being smacked in the 

head by a riot cop on 

a horse, which was 

duly published in 

Communist daily tabloid the Morning Star, and 

absolutely no-one else. 

 

n fact, one of the major lasting effects of the 

Strike, or more accurately the miners’ 

eventual defeat, was on the media. 

Specifically, the crushing of the unions gave 

Murdoch his platform for British newspaper 

domination. 

 

Fairly early on in the Strike — mid-May 1984, a 

few weeks before Orgreave — The Cun, then 

three years into the Kelvin MacKenzie golden 

age of scum, planned to run a front page with the 

headline “MINE FUHRER”. The accompanying 

photo, of Scargill, arm raised, would be explicitly 

described as a “Nazi-style salute” in the copy, 

although since a Nazi salute is literally just a 

raised arm, almost everyone in the world (with 

the possible exception of John McCain) has been 

in a position where a split-second photo might 

give the impression of one. Scargill just had his 

arm up. It looked even less like a Nazi salute than  

David Bowie’s, or even that UKIP prick. 

 

This was an obvious low blow with little or 

nothing to do with journalism, as had already 

become the foul MacKenzie’s trademark. 

Unfortunately for him, but fortunately for anyone 

who values basic human decency, the printers 

refused point blank to set it. The issue instead ran 

with a massive white space and disclaimer. It was 

one of the most significant union victories of the 

80s, and one of the last. 

 

Apart from basic professional integrity, the 

printers, almost all members of the associated 

union GPMU, were motivated by the knowledge 

that they were the next against the wall should 

the miners lose. And so it proved, with the 
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“ M I N E 

F U H R E R ” 

incident providing 

a furious Murdoch 

with the pretext he 

needed to buy the 

massive complex 

at Wapping, move 

his newspaper 

operation there, 

and lock the 

GPMU members 

o u t  o f  t h e 

building, replacing 

them with people 

loyal to the 

Murdoch empire 

and its ideals 

(more money for 

us, fuck you). By 

1989, MacKenzie’s power was so absolute that, 

despite their horror, the staff could do nothing to 

stop their paper from libelling the victims of the 

Hillsborough disaster with “The Truth”. 

 

he Strike dragged on. The NUM’s 

funds stretched increasingly thin, while 

those of their members snapped 

altogether. No wages, no income, 

eventually no money at all. Ideology’s all very 

well, but you can’t eat it. Miners and their 

families started starving to death for the sake of 

Arthur Scargill’s ego, which many of them didn’t 

care much for in the first place. And not just 

starving to death. As autumn dragged into 

winter, the Strike finally had its effect on fuel 

stocks. Unfortunately it was the miners who were 

being held to ransom, so now they were freezing 

to death for Scargill too. Many were reduced to 

scrabbling around the spoil tips in a desperate 

attempt to scrap together what they could out of 

the coal equivalent of curds and whey. This was 

an extraordinarily bad idea, because it involved 

clambering around on piles of slippery shale 

trying to grab nearby particles of burnable fuel. 

An even worse idea was asking children to do it, 

which ended up killing three of them. 

 

Death reared its head in an even more gruesome 

way at the end of November. With miners getting 

increasingly fed up with the strike, more and 

more were filing sadly back to work. This had 

already led to outright civil wars in mining 

communities, particularly between mines on the 

border of Yorkshire and Nottinghamshire, the 

latter of whom never went on strike in the first 

place. On the 30th of November 1984, in Mid 

Glamorgan, strikebreakers had been ferried 

around in taxis for quite some time, often under a 

hail of stones. On this particular day, two 

absolute cunts decided to take it a step further 

and dropped a fucking cinderblock off a 

footbridge. To the apparent surprise of the 

douchebags in question, it landed on the taxi 

driver — David Wilkie — and killed him dead. 

 

he Brian Wilkie incident was the 

beginning of the end. Public opinion 

made a definitive move away from the 

unions. Even the traditionally left-wing 

Daily Mirror and the Guardian stopped 

supporting them as 1984 became 1985. When the 

Guardian turned its back, that was it: the NUM 

had no chance of getting the public back onside, 

even without the Murdoch press. Even a likeable 

figurehead couldn’t have helped them now, 

although in the event they were lumbered with 

the increasingly ferret-like Scargill. 

 

Although genuinely horrified at the death of 

Wilkie, he refused to back down from the Strike. 

By the time 1985 rolled around, however, it was 

largely out of his hands. Miners up at down the 

country sadly traipsed back down the pits, 

knowing that the only alternative was for their 

children to starve to death for the sake of Arthur 

Scargill. The Government, opportunistically, 

deliberately overstated the number of returning 

miners, increasing the pressure on Scargill until 

finally, in the exact sort of national ballot he 

hadn’t held at the start of all this, the NUM voted 

narrowly to give up, to return to work without a 

deal. The Strike had lasted almost exactly a year. 

 

Thatcher could barely contain her glee. This is 

what she’d been building to since she got the job, 

in the wake of the Winter of Discontent. Elected 

into a country battered by union-related 

bickering, the one thing she wanted was to 

destroy the whole notion of trade unionism, 

which she saw as the reason why Sainted Centre-

of-the-World Britain had lost its position as the 

Official Best Place Ever. After the defeated of 

Scargill and the NUM, unions would never have 

that kind of power in Britain again. The right to 

organize was dead. 

 

The NUM in particular were practically 

annihilated — they exist now as a tiny 

organisation of about 1500 depressed men, with 

some branches having as few as four members. 

Nearly forty years ago, they brought down a 

government. Ten years later, they were crushed 

under a colossal fallen ego. They ended up suing 

Scargill after he refused to step aside after 

retirement, and also because they figured out they 

were still paying for his flat. He also leads the far, 

far, far-left Socialist Labour Party. No-one cares. 

Frankly, outliving Thatcher is the only success of 

his entire life. 
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HOME SECRETARY: 1983-1985, PRESIDENT OF THE BOARD 
OF TRADE: 1985-1986 
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LEON BRITTAN 
HOME SECRETARY: 1983-1985, PRESIDENT OF THE BOARD 

OF TRADE: 1985-1986 

  THATCHER’S 
P  E  O  P  L  E  

Leon Brittan came from nowhere to occupy one of the Great Offices of 
State for two years, before going straight back to nowhere again. After 
Lawson, Brittan was probably the most prominent Jewish politician in 
the UK between Disraeli and Michael Howard, not forgetting Miliband 
(either one), so it’s really unfortunate that, unlike them, he looks 
precisely like a Julius Streicher illustration of Der Ewige Jude from Der 
Stürmer. That’s not his fault. 
 
After a false start (somehow contriving to lose North Kensington to 
Labour),  Brittan managed to become an MP in 1974—elected twice in 
one year, of course — just in time for the Tories to re-enter opposition.  
Upon Thatcher’s election in 1979, he was appointed to the Home Office 
under Willie Whitelaw, before being moved in one of those fairly 
arbitrary reshuffles to the position of Chief Secretary to the Treasury — 
second-in-command to the Chancellor of the Exchequer. 
 
Finance and economics weren’t his specialty, however; he’d spent the 
time in opposition becoming a QC, and Home Affairs were clearly more 
his strong suit. Still, he was far from Thatcher’s preferred choice of 
Home Secretary upon the accession of Willie Whitelaw to the Lords. 
When it became clear that Willie would have to vacate his Cabinet 
position, Thatcher’s first choice was her staunchest ally and literal 
fascist Norman Tebbit. Tebbit as Home Secretary would have been the 
anti-Roy Jenkins: hanging would have been reinstated almost 
instantaneously; rather than being scrapped, the sus laws would have 
been strengthened; gays would have been outlawed, the unemployed 
starved to death, young offenders reduced to stock cubes, and all 
blacks deported. This is only a slight exaggeration. And Willie Whitelaw 
might have been right-wing but he wasn’t dangerous, so he vetoed the 
choice of Tebbit, and as one of only about three people to whose 
opinions Thatcher actually listened, she instead went with Brittan, 
almost by default. 
 
It was an interesting time to become Home Secretary; the neoliberal 
monetarist revolution was still very much ongoing, with new chancellor 
Nigel Lawson about to preside over what amounted to a fundamental 
transformation of the British economy. Obviously it would be the Home 
Secretary’s job to sell the practical results to the people. 
 
More pressingly, Brittan was Home Secretary during the Year of the 
Miner’s Strike, effectively making him the Government’s Field-Marshal in 
the undeclared Civil War.  He took to the task with relish, running the 

police as a terrifying quasi-military force for the duration of hostilities. 
 
Despite the great victory of the Strike, however, the 1985 reshuffle saw the far more distinguished Douglas Hurd take over as Home 
Secretary, while Brittan found himself occupying the position vacated by bombstruck Norman Tebbit, that of President of the Board 
of Trade. He barely lasted three months in the role, however, having arrived in the midst of an increasingly massive clusterfuck over 
Westland, the last British helicopter manufacturers. Westland was very much on the skids by 1985, and the Government were trying 
to put together a rescue package. Defence Secretary Michael Heseltine favoured a merger with the (privatised, natch) British 
Aerospace and a consortium of French and Italian companies. Brittan and Thatcher preferred a simple takeover bid from American 
firm Sikorsky on general principles. Not wanting to see Europe frozen out of the military aviation market, Heseltine stuck to his guns, 
and before we knew it the whole situation had escalated into a inter-cabinet war between Heseltine and Brittan. Brittan had Thatcher 
on his side, however, meaning Heseltine was basically doomed,. In January 1986, he desperately petitioned Lloyds Bank in a letter, 
published at his request in The Times, listing things he said would happen if Sikorsky won out. Thatcher told the Solicitor-General 
Patrick Mayhew to check it out. When Mayhew’s reply, which pointed out a few ’’material inaccuracies’’ in Heseltine’s origina l letter, 
was leaked to the press, it became a legitimate scandal. During the investigation, Thatcher’s side exploited a loophole to keep 
Heseltine from reaffirming anything in his letter. Heseltine stormed out of the Cabinet, literally, only returning hours later to deliver a 
furious, spittle-flecked twenty-two minute resignation rant against the PM.  
 
The investigation into the leak was complete a week later, and wouldn’t you know it — Leon Brittan had ordered it. Even Thatcher 
was shocked, and Brittan really had no choice but to resign from the cabinet. The whole thing was a massive open goal for the 
Labour party, but fortunately for Thatcher Kinnock thoroughly Ronnie Rosenthal’d it. At one point during the scandal, Thatcher was 
preparing herself to not be PM anymore within a week. She should have had more faith in Labour’s ability to fuck up. (There was  of 
course always the Alliance, but Davids Owen and Steel, were too busy sniping at each other). If only Kinnock had been able to 
unleash the full force of that ‘’Well alright!’’ Welsh fire, Leon Brittan could be one of the Labour Party’s greatest heroes.  
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There's one common objection to any less-
than-complimentary look at Thatcher's economy, and it's a fairly fundamental one. 

Even adjusted for inflation, Britain's GDP was 23.3% bigger when she left office than 
when she took it (figure from Wikipedia, which as everyone knows is ALWAYS 

RIGHT ABOUT EVERYTHING). 
 

So let's deal with that straight off:  Yes. Britain left the 80s richer than it started them. 
And after 11 solid years where 'money' was prioritised about 15 steps higher than 
'people', and with the country just waking up to the fact it sat on top of a fuckton of oil, 

not to mention the fact that we were flat broke in 1979, it bloody should have done. 
 

But even then, the country was richer only on average. Because while Thatcher's 
economic policies are usually referred to as 'monetarist', a better term would be 

The most money-obsessed administration ever? Probably.  

The most economically seminal administration ever? Quite possibly. 

Good for Britain? Well, that’s another question. Words: Humphrey Jaylynn 

“My heaven will be a big heaven…” 
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'Londonist'. The capital's explosive growth can be tied directly to her pushing all the 
jobs south, and has led, today, to just that one city accounting for over a quarter of the 

country's GDP. Thatcher didn't create the north/south divide. But she did make it a 
hell of a lot deeper, and left a canyon that's never closed since. 

 
Famously, Thatcher learned economics in her father's grocery shop and at her mother's 

kitchen table. She understood the credits and debits of running a small business, and 
knew how important it was to manage the incomes and outgoings of a household 
budget. (Presumably this wasn't something she was ever fond of, since she made it her 

life's mission when Prime Minister to ensure no household had enough income to have 

any outgoings). She applied this 'common-sense' approach to managing the economy of 

the 
country, applying the reasoning that money was money, and the addition of a few extra 

zeros shouldn't change the basic principles. 
 
Unfortunately, that's bollocks. 

The big difference is that when you cut household spending, spending really does go 
down. You can stop having a bottle of wine with dinner and not have to compensate 

whoever owns the off-licence. But when you cut state spending, the state still pays. 
Make a load of public servants redundant, and you have to start paying benefits. Sell off 

an industry, and you lose a chunk of your income with it. 
 
Of course, it wasn't sunshine and roses when she came in to office. Productivity was 

low, inflation was rampant and Harold Wilson's begging of an IMF loan was still a 
recent, embarrassing memory. Her kitchen-table economics led her to take a monetarist 

approach to dealing with this: restricting the money supply and lowering taxes, mostly 
for the higher earners (sorry, got to use the new correct term: job-creators. Because 

THAT'S WHAT THEY ALL DO. ALL THE TIME.) 
 
These policies, along with sterling's emerging status as an oil-currency, did serve to curb 

inflation and strengthen the pound, but this came at a cost. The strong pound and 
raised interest rates strangled exports, leading several manufacturing firms to go under. 

By the end of her first term, 2.5 million people were unemployed, and this lit the 
touchpaper for the 1981 riots. 

 
At this point, even the rest of her cabinet were arguing for a change. The 1981 budget 
led to a letter of protest in The Times from 364 economists. Not that having an entire 

scientific body of people who actually knew about this shit say she was wrong was 
going to change anything. The Lady, famously, was not for turning. 

 
Under normal circumstances, Thatcher would have been a single-term prime minister, 

condemned by the economy alone. Either Michael Foot (or more likely, the Liberals 
and SDP) would have won the 1983 election, or Thatcher would have been kicked out 
by her own party in place of someone more electable, such as a rabid mongoose. 

 
However, these were not normal circumstances. A victory in the Falklands War 

(cheers, Galtieri) hugely swayed public opinion, and the economy itself began to turn, 
thanks to the big profits from North Sea Oil conveniently coming on tap. A buffer of oil 

money allowed Thatcher to conduct economics in a way that simply wasn't possible ten 
years previously. The mines and factories were cut off from subsidies - they either paid 
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their way or got laid off, and in almost all cases they got laid off. To take their place, the 
service sector was bolstered, financial services in particular getting a boost from the 'Big 

Bang' - effectively making it official policy that if you made enough money, you could 
do whatever the hell you liked. 

 
And while this did create jobs, it created them all in London and the South East. The 

average wealth and living standards of the nation grew, thanks to money pouring into 
London, but the rest of the country remained stuck in a recession that parts still haven't 
left. Her government touted statistics showing growing GDP and falling 

unemployment, while people in the North had failed to find jobs for 5 years. All the 

unemployment and deprivation was, conveniently, where she wasn't. 

 
But the biggest condemnation of Thatcher’s policies shouldn’t be that she closed the 

coal pits and the steel mills. Realistically, they were going to go – while we had, as 
Arthur Scargill pointed out, the cheapest deep-mined coal in the world, in China and 
India they were just scraping it off the ground. The economy needed rebalancing. 

 
The biggest condemnation of her policies should be how that rebalancing was done. 

That the communities those pits and mills supported were simply abandoned. As soon 
as they stopped producing money they were deemed no longer useful. None of the 

wealth London generated was redistributed to those broken communities, to build new 
industries, to help the families who had been miners and millers for generations find 
work in the new Britain.  

 
That assumption the market would make good – when the market, quite obviously, 

didn’t give a fuck, never has and never will – has left a legacy of towns where the 
unemployed still make up over 25% of the population, where the new dominant 

industry is pay-day loan shops. It’s left a huge, bloated capital, which still sucks in all 
the money because by now London is such a hub for everything it’s impossible for 
businesses to think of investing anywhere else. 

 
Thatcher’s economy was one of a two-speed state. The fast lane for London, everyone 

else left behind. And her legacy is that it’s an economy we’re still living in today. 
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IMPERATRIXIMPERATRIXIMPERATRIX   
By 1987 Thatcher was invincible. Nothing and noBy 1987 Thatcher was invincible. Nothing and noBy 1987 Thatcher was invincible. Nothing and no---one stood in her way. Except herself. one stood in her way. Except herself. one stood in her way. Except herself.    
Words: Willard van Omnomnom QuineWords: Willard van Omnomnom QuineWords: Willard van Omnomnom Quine   

“Bow down to her on Sunday, salute her when her birthday comes…” 
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IMPERATRIXIMPERATRIXIMPERATRIX   
By 1987 Thatcher was invincible. Nothing and noBy 1987 Thatcher was invincible. Nothing and noBy 1987 Thatcher was invincible. Nothing and no---one stood in her way. Except herself. one stood in her way. Except herself. one stood in her way. Except herself.    
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B 
y 1987, the year of Thatcher’s historic 

second re-election, the country had 

been fundamentally transformed. Less 

than a decade on from the days of 

rubbish piled in our national parks, we now had 

entrepreneurs gliding through out streets 

muttering into chunkity mobile phones, or 

flipping through filofaxes, or just driving around 

in their BMWs looking really fucking pleased 

with themselves. Everyone was successful and 

happy, except for those who weren’t, and that 

was entirely their own fault. God was dead, and 

the Pound occupied His throne. And behind the 

throne, Margaret Thatcher loomed like a Titan. 

 

The election that June was a coronation. With 

Labour, newly rebranded by Peter Mandleson, 

all but explicitly playing for second place, and 

Davids Owen and Steel all but reduced to 

punching each other on the floor of the 

commons, she simply couldn’t lose. Especially 

with The Cun commanding the more bovine 

elements of its readership to vote Tory, explicitly 

drawing parallels between Neil Kinnock and 

Joseph Stalin. 

 

H a v i n g  w o n  a n 

unprecedented three full-term 

(ie at least four years) 

elections in a row, the 

Conservative Party was 

treble-dazzled by its leader. 

The Tory establishment now 

resembled a full-blown cult of 

personality, with the “wets” - 

now led by Michael 

Heseltine - just an ice-pick in 

the head away from literally 

being Trotsky to Thatcher’s 

Stalin. For her part, she was 

backed up by her faithful 

“dries”, with Chancellor 

Nigel Lawson as their 

figurehead — at least at first. 

 

Thatcher was now effectively a dictator. She was 

almost literally without an Opposition - with 

Labour just glad to have cemented their second 

place, they now had to relearn how to oppose the 

Tories instead of each other. Meanwhile, the 

SDP and Liberals officially merged a few months 

after her re-election to form the SLD, later the 

Liberal Democrats, who soon settled into the old 

Liberal party’s position of perennial no-hopers 

and tactical vote repository. David Owen, the last 

survivor of the Gang of Four in parliament, 

immediately reformed the SDP, only to finally 

admit that the whole idea was dead after they lost 

a by-election to the Monster Raving Loony Party. 

Thatcher was unchallenged; the free-est a Prime 

Minister would ever be until Tony Blair in 1997. 

She stood astride the country like a colossus. This 

was a nation not of laws, not of men, but of a 

woman. And that was where her troubles began. 

 

A 
 few months after her re-election, the 

Lawson Boom bubble burst on Black 

Bunday, Monday we mean, when all 

money suddenly disappeared without 

trace. That this was inevitable didn’t stop 

Thatcher and Lawson from panicking and 

forcing inflation up, which didn’t help anyone, 

least of all themselves. The economy slid steadily 

downwards throughout Thatcher’s last term of 

office, and inflation correspondingly trundled 

upward. By the time Thatcher left (a year after 

Lawson), inflation was right back at 10%, where 

the now long-forgotten Callaghan had left it all 

those years ago. 

 

The economy might have slipped out of her 

control, but society (not that there was any such 

thing) was very much hers for the reshaping, and 

there were all those Roy Jenkins reforms to roll 

back. First up: the fucking gays. 

 

The gays were a problem. The most terrifying 

thing in the world at the time — knocking 

previous number one “nuclear Armageddon” off 

the top of the charts — was AIDS. AIDS had 

initially appeared in the gay community. 

Therefore it was their fault. Therefore the bigots 

on the Conservative backbenches, of whom there 

were more than stars in the sky, had a pretext to 

stir up homophobic hatred, which duly simmered 

throughout the mid-eighties. 

 

At the victorious party conference in the autumn 

of 1987, Thatcher finally put her hat in the ring, 

saying “Children who need to be taught to 

respect traditional moral values are being taught 

that they have an inalienable right to be gay”. 

(NB: Copy-pasting that made us vomit blood). 

 

At the end of 

1987, the truly 

d e s p i c a b l e 

“Section 28” 

was added to 

the otherwise 

unremarkable 

grab-bag of 

policies known 

as the Local 

G o v e r n m e n t 

Bi l l .  Other 

sections of the 

bill abolished 

the dog licence 

and allowed x wrong 

This was 

a nation 

not of 

laws, not 

of men, 

but of a 

woman. 
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housing authorities to provide their tenants with 

aid to stop them starving to death in their homes. 

No-one would have paid it any mind without 

what eventually came to be known as Section 28. 

28 prohibited local authorities from “promoting 

homosexuality or publish[ing] material with the 

intention of promoting homosexuality" or 

"promot[ing] the teaching in any maintained 

school of the acceptability of homosexuality as a 

pretended family relationship.” In other words, 

books like “Jenny Lives with Eric and Martin” or 

David Rees’ “The Milkman’s On His Way” — 

Judy Blume’s “Forever” for gay teenagers — 

could no longer be stocked in school libraries. 

The former, a fairly innocuous picture book in 

the “Heather Has Two Mommies” mould, 

genuinely terrified the Daily Mail when they 

found it in a London school, reacting as though 

they’d discovered a plutonium turd in the middle 

of the cafeteria. Other education authorities hired 

officers to promote tolerance, largely in places 

like Manchester, Liverpool and Inner London 

who’d vote Labour even if they banned breathing 

between the hours of 12 and 6. All that was, for 

practical purposes if not in so many words, 

rendered illegal by Section 28. Again, with no 

significant parliamentary opposition, the Local 

Government Bill became an Act with very little 

fuss  in 1988. There was mass uproar among the 

actual gay community, and heterosexuals who 

valued basic human rights for that matter, but it 

was more than simple to ignore a mass of 

faggots, all of whom were probably riddled with 

disease. Gays were probably an endangered 

species anyway. They were lucky they weren’t 

just being rounded up and shoved in camps to 

prevent their disease from spreading (as some of 

the less human politicians of the time were 

genuinely advocating, albeit quietly). 

 

Yes, the fags were easy to dismiss. It was when 

she pissed off an entire income bracket that she 

really got burned. 

 

T 
axation, just as a concept, had annoyed 

Thatcher for a long time. It had 

annoyed most Tories, all the way back 

to Robert Peel (who had originally 

opposed it, before realising the Government, by 

its nature actually needed money from 

somewhere) and beyond. The property tax hoved 

into Thatcher’s sights as the can’t-lose 1987 

election loomed, and the marquee policy of the 

Tory manifesto was a major reform to the 

system. 

 

The way it worked at the time, and had done for 

years, was the “Rates” system, based on a semi-

arbitrary rental value of the property in question. 

This was of course far too close to not being 

unfair for the 

T o r i e s  t o 

coun tenan ce , 

and so its 

abolition was a 

long-standing 

ambition within 

the party. The 

idea was first 

unveiled by 

T h a t c h e r 

herself, during 

her brief tenure 

a s  S h a d o w 

En v i r o n m e n t 

S e c r e t a r y 

between the 

1974 elections. 

The momentum 

was slowed by 

the Winter of 

Discontent — 

the property tax 

coming to seem 

just a tad on the 

irrelevant side 

in the face of 

the piles of 

r u b b i s h  i n 

L e i c e s t e r 

Square. But by 

the height of the 

Lawson Boom in 1986, the climate was right to 

draw up the White Paper “Paying for Local 

Government”, which for the first time proposed 

scrapping the Rates system of property tax  

altogether in favour of what they called “the 

Community Charge”. Everybody else, however, 

called it the Poll Tax. 

 

Here’s how the Poll Tax worked. Instead of being 

levied according to the value of the property you 

owned and/or lived in, it was a simple flat rate 

per individual. A personal tax for local 

government services. So everyone pays the same 

as everyone else. That makes it sound almost fair, 

but the thing is that everyone paid literally the 

same as everyone else, as an absolute rate, rather 

than as a percentage of income or anything. So, 

put simply, a brickie named Dan McBloke would 

end up paying the exact same amount as Lord 

Montagu of Beaulieu, assuming he lived in the 

New Forest. The poorer you are, the higher, in 

effect, your taxes were. The tax burden wasn’t 

shifted downwards so much as dropped from a 

great height. It was astonishing in its 

barefacedness. It was the culmination of 

Thatcherism, the ultimate expression of "fuck 

you if you're not middle-class", the most obvious 

and devastating shot in the class war short of x 
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GEOFFREY HOWE 

actively forcing the poor out of their homes and 

kicking them to death. Surely even Thatcher 

couldn’t get away with this? 

 

B 
ritain’s lower classes had by now 

suffered ten years of being kicked in the 

face by Thatcher’s socio-economic 

Darwinism. Unemployment had 

dropped by 1989 from its oft-quoted high of three 

million, but would take another decade and two 

changes of Prime Minister to drop below six 

figures. Poverty was less rife than it had been at 

the start of the decade, but the gap had become a 

lot wider. When the Poll Tax was announced, it 

was like kicking a three-legged cat. 

 

Thatcher and her administration — by now 

composed solely of fanatical dries who 

worshipped the ground she walked on, and the 

odd Geoffrey Howe type who perceived that she 

was losing it — made the fundamental mistake of 

assuming they’d won already, that the lower 

classes — lower middle and beneath, mostly — 

were dying out to be replaced with the yuppie 

class, entrepreneurs and business owners and all 

that bollocks. Black Monday had already thrown 

a spanner in that one, of course, but then you can 

prove anything with facts. 

 

March 31st is the last day of the financial year. In 

1990, it was therefore the last day before the Poll 

Tax went live in England and Wales (Scotland 

having been given it first, six months earlier, as a 

reward for never voting Tory). It was a bright 

spring day, which turned out to be bad news for 

Thatcher, as the nice weather encouraged even 

more enraged proles than she was expecting to 

descend on Trafalgar Square for a pre-arranged 

rally against the tax. There’s enough space in the 

Square for around 60,000 people. At least 

200,000 showed up at Kensington Park. The 

government tugged at its collar. 

 

The gates of Downing Street, just down the road, 

were lined with the now-familiar sight of riot 

police. In the event, the protestors stopped just 

outside it and waited for something to happen. 

Throughout the rally, the police and the 

protestors maintained one of the uneasiest truces 

imaginable, the cops herding them into corners at 

every opportunity, stoking irritation into anger. 

Officially, the rally ended at 4pm. Theoretically, 

everyone could then have gone home, but that 

wasn’t likely to happen. Suddenly, a ruddy great 

mounted platoon of cops burst into the crowd. 

This may or may not have been a deliberate act 

of provocation, but there was no doubt how it 

looked to the protestors themselves. By tea-time 

it was a full-blown riot, and there was suddenly 

little to choose between the first years of 

Thatcher’s premiership, and the last. 

 

This was the first time Thatcher’s actual policies 

had caused a fully fledged street battle since the 

Miner’s Strike, and no-one had liked Scargill 

either. This time, there was less dissent: polls 

showed a whopping 12% favour rating for the 

Poll Tax. Thatcher continued to defend it, and 

maybe that was the final blow. She had been 

wobbling in the eyes of her party colleagues for a 

while, but her continued defence of the most 

disastrous policy since the Poor Laws meant she 

was either deluded or simply so stubborn she 

would destroy the Party before admitting she was 

wrong. Probably both. So what choice did they 

have? For the sake of the country, and the Party, 

Thatcher had to go... 
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GEOFFREY HOWE 
CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER: 1979-1983; 

FOREIGN SECRETARY: 1983-1989; DEPUTY PRIME MINISTER, 1989-1990 

  THATCHER’S 
P  E  O  P  L  E  

 Geoffrey Howe went from Thatcher’s right-hand man to her ambassador  
before ending up her executioner. That’s quite a trajectory. 
 
Knighted in 1970, apparently on general principles, Howe had been 
Solicitor General and then President of the Board of Trade under Heath. 
He stood against Thatcher in the second round of the leadership 
campaign, but there was no stopping her by then. She didn’t hold it 
against him, appointing him Shadow Chancellor, which at the time 
meant a lot of hooting at Denis Healey. He was duly appointed 
Chancellor upon the Tory re-election in 1979, and turned out to be quite a 
harsh one. His seminal 1981 budget, which raised taxes despite the 
ongoing recession, came across to the increasing ranks of the 
unemployed and deprived as a punch in the kidneys, and over 30 dozen 
top economists wrote an appalled open letter to the Times. Howe’s logic 
was that lowering the deficit would restimulate the economy in the long 
term. And Howe’s no slackjawed moron of a chancellor: his theory was 
indeed eventually proved correct. Eventually. Not that that’s a huge 
amount of comfort to the unemployed and impoverished of the early 
eighties, whose ranks swelled even more in the wake of the 1981 
budget. 
 
After the 1983 election, a vacancy had opened up due to Foreign 
Secretary Francis Pym having a mind of his own. Specifically, he pointed 
out that landslide victories such as the one his party was heading 
towards can be a double-edged sword. Once said landslide was 
complete, Pym was taken out back, fired and kicked in the nuts. Howe 
replaced him as Foreign Secretary. He turned the role into a sort of 
ideological ambassadorship, selling the completely fucking greatness 
of Thatcherism to the world, demonstrating how it had Made Britain 
Great Again And Shit Yeah? He forged a close relationship with George 
Schultz, his American counterpart (fortunately, the eerie fifties sitcom 
dad Alexander ‘‘Nuclear Warning Shot’’ Haig resigned months before 
Howe’s reshuffle). 
 
Unfortunately (for him and Thatcher), this was also where cracks 
started to show. The first clash was over South Africa — then in the 
middle of the PW Botha era of affirmative apartheid, and boycotted by 
almost everyone, except Britain. Thatcher didn’t see what all the fuss 
was about. Mandela was a Communist who deserved to be locked up 
and the ANC was, in her words as related by Howe, a ‘‘typical terrorist 
organisation’’. Apartheid was really none of her business; when Botha 
came visiting in 1986 she tried to defend it as a step toward reform; 

Barbara Castle (by now an MEP), among others,  yelled at her so loudly that she very publicly denounced apartheid to Botha’s face at 
Chequers days later. Botha didn’t take a blind bit of notice. 
 
The second rift between Howe and Thatcher was the same one that did for Lawson, not to mention Major and quite possibly 
Cameron in years to come: Europe. Lawson wanted to join the ERM, his predecessor as Chancellor wanted the same, Thatcher 
wouldn’t budge. Lawson eventually resigned; Howe managed to smooth relations over. But only for now.  
 
In 1989, Howe was moved out of the Foreign Office after six years to replace Willie Whitelaw as Deputy Prime Minister. Thatcher was 
starting to flounder in the face of the Poll Tax backlash, particularly without the huge Anglo-Scotsman muttering in her ear. She was 
hoping Howe, a smart and experienced man, as well as a committed dry, would be the perfect man to take over. Unfortunately, at this 
point, while still a dry, he was becoming increasingly damp, while Thatcher was becoming increasingly deranged and dictatorial. She 
would still have listened to Willie, if only through force of habit, but Willie was gone, politically incapacitated by a stroke. With him 
went the last man who could tell Thatcher anything. 
 
It didn’t help that this looked awfully like demotion, or even a punishment for siding with Lawson. After several months of Thatcher 
not listening to a word he said, Howe resigned in protest and delivered the speech that ended her. Meanwhile, his replacement at the 
Foreign Office had been an almost complete nobody called John Major, who was now already occupying Howe’s other major cabinet  
role. He didn’t last long there either... 
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he was never meant for the nineties. Just as the Beatles couldn’t survive more than twelve months of the 

seventies, so Thatcher’s nineties lasted less than a year before it all ended. The end of the eighties had seen 

unprecedented change and upheaval all over the world, with Soviet Communism falling throughout Europe, 

and about to destroy its own birthplace, the USSR. The symbols of the eighties were dying off; the economic 

boom that had given rise to the Yuppies had given way to a recession even harsher than the one Thatcher arrived in 

(and took the credit for ending). The ghettos were full of Mercedes-Benz. Her world was ending — or more accurately 

it was changing, and she couldn’t change with it. The one fundamental characteristic of her policies that she never 

seemed to grasp was the fact that bubbles burst, that parabolas fall after climbing, that shares can go down as well as 

up. She seemed to expect the Lawson Boom to last forever, instead of the boom inevitably becoming bust. Or more 

accurately, she expected the parasitical poor and lower classes to die out during the boom, to be replaced with the kind 

of Randian supermen who own their own houses and start their own business and cheerfully cling to the property 

and/or prosperity ladder which was supposed to, not replace the class system, but refine it so it lost those irritating 

working classes. But unfortunately for her, the working class survived from boom to bust. Ignoring them turned out 

not to make them go away. So she instituted her Final Solution. 

“The Queen is dead, boys…” 
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he Poll Tax was an obvious symptom 

of Thatcher and her cohorts’ 

pathological self-belief. It was such a 

fundamental mistake; the tax was so 

staggeringly, epically unfair that it wasn't just the 

poors and the working-classes — who already 

hated her  —that were being victimised. For the 

first time, the middle-classes were in for it as well.  

Everyone occupying a rung below, say, Matthew 

Pinsent, was being smacked about.  

From the outside, it was obviously a terrible idea, 

and the subsequent inevitable rioting underlined 

that, contrary to what she may have thought, 

Thatcher didn’t completely dominate the British 

people’s every thought. We still had minds of our 

own, and intellect enough to know when we 

were being kicked in the cock. Protests, often 

evolving into riots, continued to break out all 

over the country, while dozens were imprisoned 

for flatly refusing to pay the damn thing. Labour, 

despite being largely ineffectual in practice, 

suddenly found themselves 18.5% up on the 

Government by default. Thatcher was turning 

from saviour to liability; despite surrounding 

herself with toadying dries, the general 

population were starting to dampen. 

 

The Poll Tax wasn’t the sole reason for 

Thatcher’s final destruction, but it was the most 

obvious, throbbing symptom of the sickness that 

eventually killed her career: quite simply, being 

too powerful for too long. Thatcher is a great 

argument for Prime Ministerial term limits from 

both sides of the political spectrum, because 

while anyone left of Heath hates her on general 

principles, even Tories have to admit that her 

sticking around for so long poisoned the party, 

leading to obvious bad ideas like the Poll Tax, 

Section 28, or the increasingly belligerent attitude 

to Europe going unchallenged out of either fear 

or blind devotion. By late 1989, hadn’t been 

stood up to for years. That had, of course, been 

Willie Whitelaw’s job, but he was gone, and his 

replacement Geoffrey Howe apparently didn’t 

have his authority. Someone had to step forward, 

and that someone turned out to  be...Sir Anthony 

Meyer. 

 

ho? You might well ask. Sir 

Anthony Meyer — Sir Nobody, 

as he was nicknamed, was a 69-

year-old long-term backbencher, 

and one of the few Tory MPs in Wales (Clwyd 

North West, to be precise). Very much on the left 

of the party — to the extent that by the time he 

died in 2004, he was a Liberal Democrat peer — 

he had been a diplomat and a cog at HM 

Treasury, but had never held any Governmental, 

or even Shadow job whatsoever. Few people 

outside of Colwyn bay knew or cared who the 

fuck he was. 

 

Until, that is, November 23rd, 1989, when he 

suddenly piped up to challenge Thatcher for the 

leadership. 

 

Obviously, the Thatcherite press thought this was 

hilarious. The Cun pointed out that he was the 

only Tory MP to oppose the Falklands War, 

which right there made him a treasonous shit. 

They also mentioned that  he’d voted against a 

gay equivalent of the sus law, that his wife 

followed him everywhere, and oddly enough that 

he’d “inherited the baronetcy and pots of cash 

when his mother died”, which was not only not 

his fault, but a hereditary title and/or large sum 

of money was practically a requirement to be 

considered a worthwhile human being in the 

Tory party by then. 

 

Meanwhile, the Express screamed “SIR 

NOBODY IN KGB SEX PLOT!”, referring to 

an incident 30 years earlier when Sir Anthony 

was working in Moscow as a low-level diplomat, 

when a sexy Russian lady tried, rather ineptly, to 

tempt him into a taxi. It didn’t work. 

 

Meyer just laughed it off; the Cun, the Express 

and anyone else who tried to smear him were just 

wasting printer ink. Thatcher had nothing to fear 

from him; his chances were slow low that even if 

he’d gone through the complete works of Alex 

Comfort with that Russian woman back in the 

50s, it wouldn’t have made the slightest dent 

because there simply wasn’t enough there to 

dent. If you follow us. 
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Meyer, the stalking horse, was just there to put 

his head above the parapet and trigger the 

contest. He was counting on — or at least 

expecting — someone else to step forward. 

Everyone was expecting Michael Heseltine, 

whose entire political career is a serious of 

attempts at becoming Prime Minister, to jump 

in to represent the wets, and maybe Geoffrey 

Howe to stand for the dries if it went to a second 

round? 

 

But in the event, both 

Heseltine and Howe stayed 

their hands, publically 

backing the Prime Minister, 

and effectively sealing 

Meyer’s fate. This was the 

first time Thatcher had been 

publically challenged by 

anyone since Diana Gould, 

and she wasn’t aiming to become PM. Heseltine 

decided to wait it out, see how it went. She was 

bound to win, but how handsomely? How much 

was she really liked and supported by her own 

party? This was the first chance to find out in a 

long while, so Heseltine kept his hat out of the 

ring and watched. 

 

The polling was among Conservative MPs only, 

and the final result was, obviously, an 

overwhelming majority for Thatcher: 281 votes 

to 33. But there were also 3 abstentions and 24 

spoilt papers, making a total of 60 MPs failing to 

support Thatcher. A sixth of the parliamentary 

Conservative party. Meyer said he’d expected to 

be beaten by the abstentions. Thatcher didn’t 

seem worried when she delivered a perfunctory 

victory speech, but she must have been turning it 

over in her mind. Either that or she was so 

much in her own world that she couldn’t see the 

sharks circling. 

As for Meyer, he returned to the backbenches, 

eventually being deselected for the 1992 election 

for his “treachery” — illustrating how powerful 

Thatcher’s cult of personality was, even two 

years after her downfall. 

 

ver the year following Meyer’s non-

challenge, Thatcher continued to 

flounder as the Poll Tax went down 

like a spiked kneecap, the economy 

tanked, and Labour continued to gain ground 

without needing to do anything. Thatcher barely 

noticed, being much more preoccupied now 

with the nascent European Union. 

 

The EEC, as it still was at that point, was now 

run by Jacques Delors, a former French Minister 

of Finance, under whose purview the EEC 

embarked on a series of reforms aimed at 

federalising the organisation, replacing the 

Common Market with a 

single shared market, 

a n d  e v e n t u a l l y 

introducing the Euro. 

 

Thatcher was terrified 

of the prospect of a 

f e d e ra l  Eu ro p e a n 

superstate — which the 

EU, of course, turned 

out not to be — and in 

1988 she told Delors to 

his face that “We have 

not successfully rolled 

back the frontiers of the 

state in Britain, only to 

see them re-imposed at 

a European level with a 

European super-state 

exercising a new dominance from Brussels.” 

That Delors would, broadly, have agreed with 

her was irrelevant. Thatcher’s belligerence on 

this issue was based largely on a combination of 

xenophobia and a mistrust of anything that 

might impede the laissez-faire neoliberal 

capitalism with which she’d made herself 

synonymous. 

 

What it wasn’t based on was good economics. 

There were both advantages and disadvantages 

in being part of the single European market, 

joining the ERM and forging closer ties with 

Europe; having Belgians literally override your 

own Government wasn’t among either. 

Thatcher’s revulsion wasn’t rational, it was a 

general principle. Nigel Lawson, her Chancellor 

for six years (longer than anyone since Lloyd 

George), was a passionate supporter of Europe 

and the ERM, and spent months on end trying 

to convince Thatcher of the advantages of 

joining both. Eventually he called in Geoffrey 

Howe, her newly instated deputy, to backed him 

up, to no avail. After months of bashing his 

head against a brick wall, Lawson finally gave 

up and vacated the office of Chancellor on the 

27th of October 1989.  He left a statement 

saying that the rift between him and the Prime 

Minister had become so great, it was now 

making the basic task of running the country’s 

economy impossible. Less than a month later, 

Sir Anthony Meyer started his challenge. 
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Lawson’s replacement was a nondescript grey 

man who’d almost literally risen without trace 

over the latter half of 1989. A couple of months 

earlier, he had been parachuted into the role of 

Foreign Secretary when Howe vacated it by 

arguing with Thatcher. Now he was Chancellor 

of the Exchequer. At the start of the year — in 

June, even — no-one knew who the fuck he was. 

By the end of the year, he’d occupied two of the 

Great Offices of State and — though no-one 

could have guessed it — was heading for a third. 

The big one. 

 

he fall started on the 1st of November, 

1990. The Conservative Party had 

spent the year slowing pulling itself 

apart over Europe, over the Poll Tax 

and over Thatcher’s inability to accept any way 

but her own. 

 

On November the 1st, Geoffrey Howe resigned 

as Leader of the House and Deputy Prime 

Minister. The previous evening, Thatcher gave 

yet another speech to the Commons about the 

plans for the EU, in which she stated unilaterally 

that the British (ie her) response to the plans 

would be “NO. NO. NO.” in audible capitals. 

Howe took this as a message. In theory , he was 

Whitelaw’s replacement as her senior advisor. In 

actuality, no-one could advise Thatcher anymore 

except her own ego, and “NO NO NO” was the 

red underline to that. Deciding it was all more 

trouble than it was worth, and a couple of weeks 

later (after recovering from laryngitis) delivered 

one of the most famous resignation speeches in 

the British Parliament. A few days earlier, 

Thatcher had tried to laugh it off, insisting that 

she was “still at the crease, though the bowling 

has been hostile of late”. (if you’re an American 

reader and don’t understand cricket: good). 

Howe countered in his delayed speech, famously 

describing any and all attempts to get anything 

done in Europe as being “…rather like sending your 

opening batsmen to the crease only for them to find, the 

moment the first balls are bowled, that their bats have 

been broken before the game by the team captain.” 

 

No-one, not even Anthony Meyer, had directed 

this kind of venom at Thatcher before. And for it 

to have come from Geoffrey Howe, the meekest 

and most polite of Tories, whose rhetoric was 

once famously described by Denis Healey as akin 

to being savaged by a dead sheep, was simply jaw

-dropping. The jaws of weary left-wingers around 

the country hit the floor. After over a decade of 

Thatcher dominating the British landscape like a 

titan, suddenly she seemed to be toppling — and 

it was her own party doing the pushing. 

 

Heseltine saw his chance, and by the end of the 

week, the fight was on. Heseltine versus Thatcher 

for the leadership of the Conservative Party and 

the office of Prime Minister. The rules were 

simple: a 15% majority among the Tory MPs 

would secure victory; any less and another round 

would be needed, for which anyone else might 

throw in their hat. No biting, no hitting below the 

belt. 

 

On the 20th of November, the Tory MPs went to 

the polls. Thatcher came out on top, with 204 

votes to Heseltine’s 152, with 15 abstentions, 

making a majority of 14% — just short of the 

amount needed to win outright. A second round 

was therefore called for a week later, and 

Thatcher determinedly said “I fight on. I fight to 

win”. 

 

But then she took stock. Her cabinet all said they 

supported her, but when pressed, none of them 

seemed to think she could win. For the first time, 

Thatcher saw the writing on the wall. Heseltine 

had made it further than her ego would ever have 

let her expect, and she was getting no reassurance 

from her supposed allies. The real world and 

Thatcher’s world finally collided, and the real 

world won. 

 

On November 22nd, she announced to the 

Cabinet that she would not take part in the 

second round. She then left the Commons for 

almost the last time — she almost never showed 

up there again. It was, of course, the end of an 

era, and no-one summed it up better than 

Thatcher herself, in one of her last statements as 

leader of the Conservative Party: 

 
“It’s a funny old world.” 
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T 
hatcher was made a Baroness almost immediately after resigning as PM. She left the 
Commons in 1992, having barely shown her face there since her ousting. Over the 

next 21 fucking years, she slowly withdrew from public life. Her first stroke came in the 

mid-nineties; by 2002 she had been forced to retire from public speaking. She lost Denis 

in 2003 and never truly recovered; though she could occasionally be seen tottering 
around at various public functions and memorial services, she was increasingly frail and 

her brain was turning to mush. By the time the 2010s rolled around, she rarely left her 
home, being looked after by Carol (Mark being too busy trying to overthrow random 
African democracies and generally being a massive cunt), who reportedly had to keep 

reminding her that Denis wasn’t sitting right next to her. Despite being Thatcher, this 
was still a sad thing to happen to anyone short of Hitler. When she died, she was living 

in the Ritz hotel, but probably didn’t know it. 
 

So, what have we learned, Charlie Brown?  Does Thatcher really merit a 72-page special 
edition? Why were we waiting so ardently for her to die? 
 

The “death parties” that erupted in the more working-class areas of the country were 
immediately seized on by the likes of the Cun and the Mail as proof that the lower 

classes were no better than animals; depraved, sickening and thoroughly disobedient. 
These are the same people who cheered when the Belgrano went down, however. 

 

We don’t condone a street party to celebrate the death of anyone. We didn’t like it for 

Osama Bin Laden and we don’t like it for Margaret Thatcher. However, in both cases, 
we can understand it. Bin Laden murdered 3000 people in one day, and that was just a 
good day at the office to him. Thatcher transformed Britain into something glossier and 

with a larger presence on the world stage, but also harsher, more expensive to live in, 
blithely unconcerned about the quality of life of anyone below the middle income 

bracket. Millions of people were hurt in the slipstream of her great revolution, a 
revolution that benefitted far fewer than it harmed. Water, electricity, gas: these things 

aren’t ours anymore. The NHS started its slow decline under her soft-privatisation 
reforms, and she did much the same with the BBC. Trade Unionism as a concept was 
destroyed by the crushing of the miners. The working-class ceased to have any power or 

influence whatsoever. Yes, we understand the death parties. We don’t like them, but we 
understand them. The Thatcherites were clearly too angry about the fact that they were 

happening to actually sit down and wonder why. Or maybe they just assumed we hated 
her because she was a woman. Yeah, that’s clearly it. 
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In no particular order: Gary Speed, footballer and manager, 42, suicide; Douglas Adams, writer 
and environmental activist, 49, heart attack; Elisabeth Sladen, Sarah Jane, 68, cancer; Nicholas 
Courtney, the Brigadier, 81, cancer; Caroline John, Liz Shaw, 62, cancer; Mary Tamm, 
ridiculously beautiful first Romana, 64, cancer; Jon Pertwee, the Doctor, 76, heart attack; Patrick 
Troughton, the Doctor, 67, heart attack; Peter Cushing, nicest man on Earth, 81, prostate cancer; 
Amy Winehouse, singer, 27, being Amy Winehouse; Peter Hawkins, the Daleks, the Cybermen 
and God knows what else, 82, natural causes; Roy Skelton, Daleks and Zippy, 79, stroke; John 
Scott Martin, tiny wizened man and chief Dalek operator, 82, Parkinson’s disease; Jeff Buckley, 
singer-songwriter, 30, drowning; George Best, footballer, 59, multiple organ failure; Richard 
Biggs, Dr. Franklin on Babylon 5, 44, spontaneous heart explosion; Andreas Katsulas, G’Kar on 
Babylon 5, 59, lung cancer; Natasha Richardson, actress, 45, skiing accident; Lynn Redgrave, 
actress and aunt of the aforegoing, 67, breast cancer; Michael Sundin, momentary Blue Peter 
presenter, 28, AIDS; Caron Keating, Blue Peter presenter, 41, breast cancer; Robert Altman, 
film director, 80, cancer; Dursley McLinden, almost famous actor, 30, AIDS; Mark Frankel, 
Leon the Pig Farmer, 34, motorcycle accident; Susannah York, actress, 72, bone cancer; Sidney 
Lumet, director, 86, natural causes; Blake Edwards, director, 88, natural causes; Richard 
Whiteley, TV presenter, 61, pneumonia; Roly, dog, 15, natural causes; Jerry Finn, record 
producer, 39, stroke; Kirsty MacColl, singer-songwriter, 41, rich cunt in a boat; Elizabeth 
Taylor, Elizabeth Taylor, 79, heart failure; Michael Jackson, weirdo and genius, 51, overdose; 
Kurt Cobain, musician, 27, suicide; John Lennon, you know who that is, 50, murder; Stanley 
Kubrick, director, 70, heart attack; Diana, Princess of Wales, still a better person than Thatcher 
ever was, 37, car accident; Michael Foot, scarecrow of socialism, 583, natural causes; James 
Callaghan, unluckiest Prime Minister prior to Gordon Brown, 96, natural causes; Anthony 
Ainley, the Master, 71, no-one knows; Dwayne McDuffie, comic writer, 49, no particular 
reason;  Bobby Robson, England manager and super-nice man, 76, cancer; Bill Hicks, preacher, 
32, pancreatic cancer; Brad Renfro, actor, 25, heroin overdose; Richard Briers, actor, 79, 
emphysema; Gil Scott-Heron, prophet, 62, AIDS probably; Mike Weiringo, awesome comics 
artist, 44, spontaneous heart explosion; Glenn Quinn, actor, 32, heroin overdose; Andy Hallett, 
actor and singer, 33, heart failure; Neil Armstrong, walked on the fucking moon, 82, heart 
failure; All the Golden Girls except Betty White, combined total of 246, old age, cancer and a 
stroke; Simon Cadell, actor and smoothest voice ever, 45, lung cancer; Paul Eddington, Prime 
Minister, 68, skin cancer; Isaac Asimov, writer and biochemist, 72, AIDS; Brian Moore, 
commentator, 69, probably his heart; Jack Elam, boggle-eyed maniac, 82, heart failure, Roger 
Ebert, critic, 70, cancer; Nutmeg, cat, 10, non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma; Robert Mitchum, tiny-
faced actor, 79, lung cancer; James Stewart, only nice Republican, 89, pulmonary embolism; 
Jonathan Brandis, actor, 27, suicide; Pat Morita, Mr Miyagi, kidney failure, 75; Marty 
Feldman, comic actor, 48, heart attack; Andy Kaufman, presumably, 35, cancer; Ricky 
Garduno, cartoonist and animator, 35, accident; Harry Morgan, Colonel Potter, 96, natural 
causes; Carmine Infantino, comics artist, 87, old age; all the Goons, at various ages and for 
various reasons; Joan Sims, lady, 71, diverticulosis; Jade Goody, also a better person than 
Thatcher ever was, 27, cancer; John Peel, lord, 65, diabetes; Tony Jay, Frollo and Megabyte, 73, 
fucked up surgery; Patrick Allen, the voice of God, 79, natural causes; Phillip Madoc, greatest 
living Welshman, 77, natural causes; Don LaFontaine, the voice of American God, 68, 
pulmonary embolism; Steve Gerber, comic writer, 60, pulmonary fibrosis; Ronnie Barker, 
legendary comic actor, 76, heart failure; Kurt Vonnegut, writer, 84, fell down a staircase; Bob 
Hope, Bob Hope, 100, being so old it wasn’t funny anymore; Heath Ledger, actor, 28, accidental 
overdose; Brittany Murphy, actress, 32, pneumonia; Stephen Gately, Boyzone, 33, spontaneous 
heart explosion; Jeremy Beadle, television presenter, 59, pneumonia; Derek Jarman, director, 52, 
AIDS; Freddie Mercury, megastar, 45, AIDS; Alan Clarke, director, 54, cancer; Les Dawson, 
miserabilst, 62, heart attack; Frank Zappa, hungry freak, 52, cancer; Kenny Everett, comedian 
and DJ, 50, AIDS; Everyone else who ever died of AIDS; George Harrison, Beatle, 58; Ian 
Stirling, Ayrton Senna, James Herriot, Robin Cook...and Diana Gould. 

THE FALLEN 
A far from definitive list of people outlived by Margaret Thatcher since 
she became PM, thereby proving the existence of a loving God to be 

impossible 
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