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Of Wickedness and Evil in an Ultra-Rightist Sense



Suella Braverman has a ‘dream’. And what is it that she dreams of? Yesterday, she let an audience at a Conservative conference fringe event in on one of her great political hopes: a Telegraph front page with a picture of a plane taking off to Rwanda. This, her big dream, is the stuff of many people’s nightmares.

Later the same day, in her first major speech as Home Secretary, Braverman thanked Priti Patel for the ‘foundations’ she had laid in toughening the immigration system, invoking the usual spectres of ‘illegal immigrants’, ‘low-skilled foreign workers’ and ‘mass and rapid migration’. But she made it clear that she would go further, with plans to bring in the harshest, most damaging immigration environment yet.

				Maya Goodfellow, The Guardian, 5th October 2022



You think there is no difference, but you’re wrong!
It’s what the worst kind trade on, that you’ll fail
Or not attempt to tell it, so that they’ll
Have you on board and sure to go along
With monstrous policies however strong
The stench of evil or the massive scale
Of human suffering it may entail
As their fore-reckoned consequences throng
To bring the difference home. I’m speaking here
Of wickedness and evil, often used
As if they might be switched with no great loss
Of moral purchase, or with no great fear
That this might leave us hopelessly confused
With cases that we daily come across.

The Graham Greene thing (Pinkie, Brighton Rock):
You’re meant to feel there’s something off-the-scale
About that teenage killer, something they’ll
Not get their heads around, the docile flock
Of good-to-bad types whom his actions shock
And horrify, from the first death (poor Hale!)
To Rose’s grief, yet who’ll forever fail
To grasp how putting Pinkie in the dock
Was somehow not the point. OK, that’s Greene,
You’ll tell me, that shrewd loader of the dice
Who’ll slip the Catholic message in to say
‘Reader, you err: there’s mercy shown between
The stirrup and the ground; grace may suffice
For ends no pious moral can convey’.

Indeed, we’re being got at, and we’d best
Resist the plot-mechanics and the way
They’re rigged to place some kind of weird cachet
On Pinkie’s standing out above the rest
For top score in the touch-of-evil test
And thereby showing how the dieu caché
Of Greene’s perverse creation has us play
Our role with blowzy Ida in the quest
For merely mortal justice. Just compare
That odd remark of Eliot (TS)
About the safely damned who walk secure
In their damnation, such as Baudelaire,
Out sauntering the boulevards and less
Hell-bothered now he deems the prospect sure.

A kind of snobbery, this ploy to get
A quick god-levered one-up on all those
Well-meaning, liberal-minded types who’ll close
The novel and discover they’ve been set
Down firmly, if with Greene’s sincere regret,
On the wrong side since at some point they chose,
Like Ida, to ignore God only knows
What occult signs or clues might else have let
Them in on His intent. So much for how
It works in fictive mode, this non-unique
(Think Muriel Spark!) yet strange desire to draw
An extra sheep-goat line that might allow
Those so inclined to treat it, that mystique,
As joint divine-and-novelistic law.

But turn from fiction to the messier sphere
Of politics and you’ll most likely find
A need for that distinction you declined
When put to work in crafty ways to steer
Us down Cathedral Close. A rare thing here,
That touch of evil, but keep it in mind
When next some politician of the kind
‘Tory Home Secretary’ bends your ear
With racist taunts. We’ve had two such in three
Years now, both women, both the kind who hate
Themselves as much as those they so despise
Since the words ‘immigrant’, or ‘refugee’,
Or – worst – ‘asylum-seeker’ names a state
Their parents faced and they must exorcise.

Amongst their fellows wickedness is more
The norm, not evil, though you might well think
The difference is one you’d rather sink
Than try to make stick every time that you’re
Confronted with some instance you deplore
And ‘wicked’ trembles briefly on the brink
Of that far stronger term from which you shrink
Since over-use will soon deplete its store
Of moral obloquy. Still just as well
To get the difference straight: it’s the true mark
Of evil that, like Milton’s Satan, faced
With cosmos-wide division (let’s leave hell
And Greene-land out of it) the choice is stark:
‘Evil, be thou my good’, calmly embraced. 

Of wicked types you’ll find no shortage should
You future scanners of the present scene
In UK politics contain your spleen
For long enough to see just how things stood
With us so far as reckoned on the good-
V-bad (or wicked) scale where there’s no clean,
Decisive break-point as there is between
The evil-doer and the neighbourhood
Of mundane vice and virtue. No denying
It’s bad, the short-of-evil wicked stuff,
The graft, corruption, cash-for-questions, sleaze,
Backhanders, sweeteners, bribes, collusion, lying,
And favours done for gifts received enough
To fill a county gaol with bent MPs.

What’s come of it, you’ll ask, that line I’m so
Resolved to draw, that litmus-test for what’s
Plain evil and what moral sense allots
To the mid-range where cases mostly go
From good to wicked. Here you’ll turn up no
Home Secretaries who’ll tie themselves in knots
Of moral self-abasement to find spots
In some far place or vile regime to stow
Their hated alter egos. It’s that twist,
That loathing born of every baulked desire
For pure belonging, native or divine,
That drives the migrant- to resist
The last faint conscience-call should it conspire
With all that complicates their story-line.

And yet that photo says: ‘please know that I’ve
No willed or willing part in it, that there’s
Some force that seizes me, all unawares,
And has me turn them back when they arrive
Exhausted on our shores, those just-alive
Asylum-seekers whom the Channel spares
From drowning only for the brusque ‘who cares?’
Of one whose parents chanced to stay and thrive,
Unlike those hapless souls’. Not off the hook
By this, morally speaking, but contrast
The way those features harden in the grip
Of near-demonic hatred with the look
Of furtive wickedness that might just last 
A moment when some routine lie’s let slip.

You’ll say ‘We’re back to Greene or Orson Welles,
Back in some spooky quarter, what with all
This touch-of-evil stuff they hold on call
For conjuring up the kind of frisson hell’s
Still good for on occasion, though the spell’s
Not one that works so well with a cabal
Of squalid politicians who’d each fall
More aptly on a moral scale that tells
Simply how bad they are’. And I’d assent:
Greene-land’s a place where morals turn perverse,
Where being damned becomes a glamour-stock,
Where speech-acts kill no matter how well-meant,
And lives go on beneath some primal curse
That says good thoughts return only to mock.

This much agreed, still there’s the benefit
(If that’s the word) of seeing how the signs
Of evil grow, how hatred self-refines
From childhood fears, and how the Native-Brit
Desire in those who doubt they’re quite legit
May breed a monster fit to meet the lines
Of refugees sharp-clawed as it repines
At the mere thought of that asylum chit
They’d stamped ‘Mixed Asian-Kenyan’. Best you keep
A sense of it, the difference that consists
Not in some notion of those souls elect
Since well and truly damned but in the deep
And stigma-nurtured malice that enlists
A covert cheer for every boat-load wrecked.

For strip that old word ‘evil’ of the vibes
It’s picked up over centuries of use
By bible-bashers keen to reproduce
God-sanctioned feuds between the rival tribes
Of true believers and you’ll see the scribes
Reveal, unwittingly, what’s now let loose
By politicians seeking some excuse
To up the racist rhetoric from jibes
To verbal limpet-mines. Don’t be deceived:
There’s evil stirring every time that spite
Turns visceral and takes its chance to seize
On fears, resentments, ancient hurts retrieved,
And psyche twisted to detach the plight
Of past from all-too-present refugees.






1


 


 


Of Wickedness and Evil


 


in a


n Ultra


-


Rightist 


Sense


 


 


 


 


Suella


 


Braverman


 


has


 


a


 


‘dream’


.


 


And


 


what


 


is


 


it


 


that


 


she


 


dreams


 


of?


 


Yesterday,


 


she


 


let


 


an


 


audience


 


at


 


a


 


Conservative


 


conference


 


fringe


 


event


 


in


 


on


 


one


 


of


 


her


 


great


 


political


 


hopes:


 


a


 


Telegraph


 


front


 


page


 


with


 


a


 


picture


 


of


 


a


 


plane


 


taking


 


off


 


to


 


Rwanda.


 


This,


 


her


 


big


 


dream,


 


is


 


the


 


stuff


 


o


f


 


many


 


people’


s nightmares.


 


 


Later the same day, in her first major speech as 


H


ome 


S


ecretary, Braverman thanked 


Priti Patel for t


he ‘foundations’ 


she had laid in toughening the immigration system, 


invoking the usual spectres of 


‘


illegal immigrants


’


, 


‘


low


-


skilled foreign workers


’


 


and 


‘


mass and rapid migration


’


. But she made it clear that she would go further, with plans 


to bring in the harshest, most


 


damaging immigration environment yet.


 


 


 


 


 


 


Maya Goodfellow, 


The Guardian


, 5


th


 


October 2022


 


 


 


 


You think there is no difference, but you’re wrong!


 


It’s what 


the worst kind


 


trade on, that you’ll fail


 


Or not attempt to tell it, so that they’ll


 


Have you on board and sure to go along


 


With monstrous policies however strong


 


The stench of evil or the massive scale


 


Of human suffering it may entail


 


As their f


ore


-


reckoned consequence


s throng


 


To bring the difference home. I’m speaking here


 


Of wickedness and evil, often used


 


As if they might be switched with no great loss


 


Of moral purchase, or with no great fear


 


That this might leave us hopelessly confused


 


With cases that we daily come 


across.


 


 


The Graham Greene thing (Pinkie, 


Brighton Rock


)


:


 


You’re meant to feel there’s something off


-


the


-


scale


 


About that teenage killer, something they’ll


 


Not get their heads around, the docile flock


 


Of good


-


to


-


bad types whom his actions shock


 


And horrify


, from the first death (poor Hale!)


 


To Rose’s grief, yet who’ll forever fail


 


To grasp how putting Pinkie in the dock


 


Was somehow not the point. OK, that’s Greene,


 


You’ll tell me, that shrewd loader of the dice


 




1     Of Wickedness and Evil   in a n Ultra - Rightist  Sense         Suella   Braverman   has   a   ‘dream’ .   And   what   is   it   that   she   dreams   of?   Yesterday,   she   let   an   audience   at   a   Conservative   conference   fringe   event   in   on   one   of   her   great   political   hopes:   a   Telegraph   front   page   with   a   picture   of   a   plane   taking   off   to   Rwanda.   This,   her   big   dream,   is   the   stuff   o f   many   people’ s nightmares.     Later the same day, in her first major speech as  H ome  S ecretary, Braverman thanked  Priti Patel for t he ‘foundations’  she had laid in toughening the immigration system,  invoking the usual spectres of  ‘ illegal immigrants ’ ,  ‘ low - skilled foreign workers ’   and  ‘ mass and rapid migration ’ . But she made it clear that she would go further, with plans  to bring in the harshest, most   damaging immigration environment yet.             Maya Goodfellow,  The Guardian , 5 th   October 2022         You think there is no difference, but you’re wrong!   It’s what  the worst kind   trade on, that you’ll fail   Or not attempt to tell it, so that they’ll   Have you on board and sure to go along   With monstrous policies however strong   The stench of evil or the massive scale   Of human suffering it may entail   As their f ore - reckoned consequence s throng   To bring the difference home. I’m speaking here   Of wickedness and evil, often used   As if they might be switched with no great loss   Of moral purchase, or with no great fear   That this might leave us hopelessly confused   With cases that we daily come  across.     The Graham Greene thing (Pinkie,  Brighton Rock ) :   You’re meant to feel there’s something off - the - scale   About that teenage killer, something they’ll   Not get their heads around, the docile flock   Of good - to - bad types whom his actions shock   And horrify , from the first death (poor Hale!)   To Rose’s grief, yet who’ll forever fail   To grasp how putting Pinkie in the dock   Was somehow not the point. OK, that’s Greene,   You’ll tell me, that shrewd loader of the dice  

