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SAYING THE UNSAYABLE
ABOUT THE GERMANS

Dominic Lawson meets Nicholas Ridley
and hears an impassioned denunciation of a country

he accuses of trying to take over Europe

IT IS said, or it ought to have been said.
hat every Conservative Cabinet Minister
ireams of dictating a leader to the  Daily
Telegraph.  Nicholas Ridley, the Secretary
if State for Industry is, so far as I am
iware, the only one to have done so. It
aappened when the late Jock Bruce-
:3ardyne. long-time writer of the  Tele-
;raph's  economic leaders, was staying with
VIr Ridley. The then deputy editor of the
Telegraph,  Colin Welch rang up to urge
ock to file a promised leader for the next
norning's paper:
Colin Welch:  Is that
lock?
V.  Ridley:  Yes.
CW: Where is your lead-
at? We need it now.
VR: Right oh!

I'll put you on to
he copy-takers.
At which point Ridley
lelivered an impromptu
aastiche of a Bruce-
Tiardyne leader. unfor-

- unately too surreal to
, ass Mr Welch once he
ead it and divined its
rue author.

After I had visited Mr
idley in his lair. an

8th-century rectory in
heart of his Glouces-

-:rshire constituency. I
ould see why he should
ave delighted in such innocent deception.

we ate lunch together I stared through
.hat I thought was a window behind my
ost's left shoulder. But it was in fact a
aagnificent trompe l'oeil, painted by Mr
:idley in 1961.

The house's — real — garden. designed
y Mr Ridley, a civil engineer by training.
similarly baffling. One secluded section

irns cunningly into another. and from any
ne fixed position it is impossible to see
here the next turn might lead.
But Nicholas Ridley's passion for illu-

on is most definitely only a pastime. In
iodern political life there is no more
rutal Practitioner of the home truth. Not
yen  Mrs Thatcher — whose own views 


owe much to his — is more averse to hiding
the hard facts behind a patina of sympathy
or politican's charm. In a mirror world Mr
Nicholas Ridley would be Mr Cecil Parkin-
son.

Even knowing this, I was still taken
aback by the vehemence of Mr Ridley's
views on the matter of Europe, and in

particular the role of Germany. It had
seemed a topical way to engage his
thoughts, since the day after we met, Herr
Klaus-Otto Pal, the president of the

Bundesbank was visiting England to
preach the joys of a joint European monet-
ary policy.

'This is all a German racket.designed to
take over the whole of Europe. It has to be
thwarted. This rushed take-over by the
Germans on the worst possible basis, with
the French behaving like poodles to the
Germans, is absolutely intolerable.'

'Excuse me. but in what way are moves
toward monetary union, "The Germans
trying to take over the whole of Europe"?'

'The deutschmark is always going to be
the strongest currency,  because of their
habits.'

'But Mr Ridley. it's surely not axiomatic
that the German currency will always be 


the strongest .
'It's because of th::  Germwts.'
'But the European Community is not

just the Germans.'
Mr Ridley turned his tire — he was, as

usual smoking heavily — onto the orga-
nisation as a whole.

'When I look at the institutions to which
it is proposed that sovereignty is to be
handed over. I'm aghast. Seventeen un-
elected reject politicians — that includes
you, Sir Leon — 'with no accountability to

anybody, who are not
3' responsible for raising

taxes, just spending
money, who are pan-
dered to by a supine
parliament which also is
not responsible for rais-
ine taxes, already be-
having with an arro-
isance I find breathtak-
ing — the idea that one
says. "OK, we'll give
this lot our sovereien-
ty.- is unacceptable to
me. I'm not against giv-
ine up sovereignty in
principle. but not to this
lot. You might lust as

cll yive it to Adolf
I litter. frankly.'

We were hack to Ger-
many again. and I was

-• still the devil's — if not
I Hitler's — advocate:
I 'But Hitler was elected:

'Well he was, at least  he  was . hut I
didn't agree with him — hut that's another
matter.'

'But surely Herr Kohl is preferable to
Herr Hitler. He's not eoing to bomb us,
after all.'

'I'm not sure I wouldn't rather have . .
— I thought for one giddy moment, as Mr
Ridley paused to stub out his nth cigarette,
that he would mention the name of the last
Chancellor of a united Germany — 'er
the shelters and the chance to fight back,
than simply being taken over by . . .
economics.  soon he corning  here  and
trying to say that this is what we should do
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I on the banking front and this is what our
taxes Id be. I mean, he'll soon be
trying ke over  everything.'

Some ow I imagined (and I admit it,
because Mr Ridley is for ever accusing
journalists of making things up) that I
could hear a woman's voice with the very
faintest hint of Lincolnshire, saying 'Yes,
Nick, that's right, they  are  trying to take
over everything.' I can at least recall, with
no recourse to imagination, the account of
one of the Prime Minister's former advis-
ers, of how he arrived for a meeting with
Mrs Thatcher in a German car. 'What is
that  foreign  car?' she glowered.

'It's a Volkswagen,' he replied, helpful
as ever.

'Don't  ever  park something like that
here again.'

The point is, Mr Ridley's confidence in
expressing his views on the German threat
must owe a little something to the know-
ledge that they are not significantly diffe-
rent from those of the Prime Minister, who
originally opposed German reunification,
even though in public she is required not to
be so indelicate as to draw comparisons
between Herren Kohl and Hitler.

What the Prime Minister and Mr Ridley
also have in common, which they do not
share with many of their Cabinet col-
leagues, is that they are over 60. Next
question, therefore, to Mr Ridley: 'Aren't
your views coloured by the fact that you
can remember the second world war?' I
could have sworn I saw a spasm of emotion
cross Mr Ridley's face. At any rate he
answered the question while twisting his
head to stare out of the window:

'Jolly good thing too. About time some-
body said that. It was pretty nasty. Only
two months ago I was in Auschwitz,
Poland. Next week I'm in Czechoslovakia.
You ask them what they think about they
second world war. It's useful to remem-
ber.'  It  is also useful to know. that Mr
Ridley's trips to Poland and Czechoslova-
kia are efforts, in the company of some of
Britain's leading businessmen, to persuade
the East Europeans of the virtues of doing
business with Britain. How very annoying
to see the large towels of Mr Kohl and his
businessmen already covering those East-
ern beaches.

But, hold on a minute, how relevant to
us,  now,  is what Germany did to Eastern
Europe in the war? Mr Ridley reverted to
the sort of arguments he must have inhaled
with his smokes when he was a Minister of
State at the Foreign Office:

'We've always played the balance of
power in Europe. It has always been
Britain's role to keep these various powers
balanced, and never has it been more
necessary than now, with Germany so
uppity.'

'But suppose we don't have the balance
of power; would the -German economy run
Europe?'

'I don't know about the German eco-
nomy. It's the German  people.  They're 


already running most of the Community. I
mean they pay half of the countries.
Ireland gets 6 per cent of their gross
domestic product this way. When's Ireland
going to stand up to the Germans?'

The strange thing about Mr Ridley's
hostility to the Bundesbank and all its
works, is that, if he had ever been Chancel-
lor of the Exchequer — a job he admitted
to me he had once coveted, but no longer
— then he would probably have matched
the Germans in his remorseless aversion to
inflation. But as he pointed out,  'I  don't
think that's relevant. The point is that
when it comes  to  "Shall we apply more
squeeze to the economy or shall we let up a
bit?" this is essentially about political
accountability. The way I put it is this: can
you imagine me going to Jarrow in 1930
and saying, "Look boys, there's a general
election coming up, I know half of you are
unemployed and starving and the soup
kitchen's down the road. But we're not
going to talk about those things, because
they're for Herr POhl and the Bundesbank.
It's his fault;  he  controls that; if you want
to protest about that, you'd better get on to
Herr MI"?'

There might be more financial discipline
in a British economy run under the influ-
ence of men like Herr POhl, Mr Ridley
agreed. But, he added, suddenly looking
up at me through his bifocals, 'There could
also be a bloody revolution. You can't

! change the British poziple for the better by
saying, "Herr Pöhl says you can't do that."
They'd say, "You know what you can do
with your bloody Herr.POhl." I mean, you
don't understand the British people if you

I don't understand this point about them.
It They can  be  dared; they can be moved.
But being bossed by a German — it would
cause absolute mayhem in this country, .
and rightly, I think.'

The rumbustious tone of Mr Ridley's
remarks and the fact that our conversation
was post-prandial may give the misleading
impression that the politician was relaxing,
and not choosing his words too carefully.
Far from it. Mr Ridley had the smallest
glass of wine with his lunch, and then
answered all my questions with a fierce
frown of concentration, one hand clutched
to his forehead, the other helping to
provide frequent supplies of nicotine.

el

'It's outrageous! We'll be paying the same as
a rottweiler.'

And although he has not been so out-
spoken on the matter of Europe before, it
is no secret that Mr Ridley was a supporter
of Enoch Powell long before Mrs Thatcher
was ever a force in the political firmament.
I reminded Mr Ridley that he had voted for
Enoch Powell in the 1965 contest for the
leadership of the Conservative Party, and
asked him, 'If Mr Powell had been elected
then, and become Prime Minister in 1970
would there ever have been a need for
Margaret Thatcher?'

At this point, Mr Ridley's frown of
concentration became an angry scowl, and
to aid his pondering further he removed his
spectacles and poked himself in the eyes
with the ear-pieces.

I think that is possibly . . . right. But
then you have to put against that some
extraordinarily correct but totally un-
reasonable belief that Enoch might have
developed, which would have meant that
his Prime Ministership would have been a
failure.'

I must say that at this point I was
overcome with admiration for Mr Ridley.
Any other politician in the same position
would either have said, to be safe, 'Yes,
there would still have been a need for
Margaret Thatcher', or less sycophantical-
ly, 'I don't think there's much point in
answering such a hypothetical question.'

Similarly, when I asked Mr Ridley, how
he felt, as a self-described 'Thatcherite
before Mrs Thatcher', seeing old Heath-
men like Kenneth Baker, Douglas Hurd
and Christopher Patten gain greater pre-
ferment under the lady, he was quite
unable to come up with the diplomatic
evasion. Instead he produced an express-
ion half-way between a smile and a gri-
mace, 'I don't want to go into colleagues,
and that. That's getting close to what you.
put in your memoirs. I'm not going to say
things about current differences in the
Government because I think on the whole
it's a very good government. And of course
everybody in it has slightly different views
about things.'

'Slightly?'
'Well, less than slightly, but I'm not

going to divulge those or talk about them.'
'Why not?'
'Because it would weaken the Govern-

ment.'
'It might help to strengthen the Govern-

ment.'
'Yes, but I'll do that my own way, not

your way.'
'You think your way is successful?'
'Oh yes. I'm quite happy.'
'Does that mean you are still winning the

important battles in Cabinet?'
'That presupposes that there are battles.

We're moving pretty well along in the right
direction. If I felt out of sorts with the
whole thing I would resign. It's not an idle
threat.'

That certainly will be believed. Mr
Ridley is still serenaded by the Right as the
only minister to resign from the Depart-
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nent of Industry after Mr Heath's famous
1-turn of 1972. Mr Heath still insists that
le sacked Mr Ridley. The truth — as usual

such matters — appears to lie some-
ghere in between.

Whatever, it seems that only Mrs
'hatcher changing her views on Europe —
. nearly incredible proposition — would
ause Mr Ridley to leave the Department

Warsaw
ESTERDAY, the man at the car repair
mp couldn't pronounce my name. 'Jak?
;hat? Heppelban? Eppelbem? Could you
)ell that please?' Not -that I am unaccus-
)med to this kind of confusion. As recent-

as last month,  a  gratuitously flattering
nglish publisher ('I'm a great admirer of
)Ur work, my dear') introduced me to a
4league, 'Have you met ,Miss Ap-
eyard?'
The man at the car repair shop was not

nglish, however; he was- Polish. Apple-
aum is  a  POlish name. Polish-Jewish, but
ice  a  rather common name in Polish-
'caking territories, at least since-1797. In
at year the Prussians, who then occupied
large chunk of what is now Poland

icluding Warsaw) decided in their Prus-
in way that Polish Jews needed pro-
Ainceable surnames. One version has it
at Prussian bureaucrats with an eye
wards tax collection dispensed. names
cording to wealth. Poor Jews became
:.hwartz' (Black), Rich Jews became
oldberg' (Gold Mountain). I prefer to
nk that 'Apfelbaum' (Appletree) was
tply the fruit, so to speak, of some bored
il servant's imagination. My own branch

Apfelbaums became pronounceable
lin in a New York city immigration
ice some three or four generations later.
en the Applebaums moved to Bessem-
Alabama, where the evolution of their

-ne came to an end.
While the Bessemer Applebaums can be
given-for losing contact with Poland, it
3dd to fmd how few Poles can spell a
ne whose history is so intertwined with
ir own. More shocking is how many
;er recognise it as Polish-Jewish, or even
vish at all. One more sad piece of
dence testifying to the absence of Jews

of Industry in such traumatic circumstances
for a second time.

Or, as Nicholas Ridley put it to me
with his habitual, but constantly surprising
and un-English directness, 'I've been
elected to Parliament nine times. I've been
in office for 14 years, I'm still at the top
of the political tree, and I'm not done
yet.'

in the nation where 75 per cent of the total
world Jewish population once lived.

Sometimes the ability to travel incognito
in Poland, my racial origins unrecognised,
has unexpected benefits. During the elec-
tions last year, I went to Bydgoszcz to see a
small group of tedious, bearded fanatics
who wanted to set up an alternative Soli-
darity. They were very pleased a Western
journalist had come to write about them,
and kept offering tea and biscuits. But
their opinions seemed unclear. They didn't
have any problems with Lech Walesa, they
kept saying, just with some of his advisers.

Slowly, I began to get the drift.
I started asking leading questions. What,

exactly, is wrong with the advisers? Is it
their politics? Their values? Don't they
have Polish Catholic values? Aren't they
Polish? They kept offering evasive
answers. Finally, vexed by my apparent
naivety, one of them burst out: 'No, no,
no, don't you understand, they are Jews.
Walesa has been misled by the Jews.'

rq

'Now the Cold War's sorted out, I'm
making a start on the garden.'

The climax, the timing, were perfect. I
began to laugh and couldn't stop. The
troglodytes were dismayed. Still trying to
be professional, I made an excuse and went
to wash my face. I heard their panicked
whispers. They had missed out on the
name but now suddenly took in the dark
hair and American accent: `But we must
explain to her . . . things are different in
Poland . . . we're not anti-semitic, we
don't really mean that they're actually
Jewish, we mean something else .

When I told this story to an American
Jewish friend, he stared at me in horror.
How could I think it was funny? I tried to
explain. Perhaps we laugh naturally at
those weaker than ourselves. and Polish-
Catholic nationalists in Bydgoszcz pose no
threat to me, or anyone else for that
matter: why treat them seriously at all?
(Their electoral candidate lost heavily, I
later noted, while one of the victorious
Polish senators from Bydgoszcz was in fact
a Jew from Warsaw.)

The anti-semitism of anti-semites who
don't recognise the name Applebaum, or
who can spend an hour enjoining a journa-
list named Applebaum to broadcast their
views, is surreal and also silly. It recalls
elderly British gentlemen who talk about
India as 'the colonies,' or pretenders to the
Aztec throne. Polish .anti-semitism is the
'special proVinc:e of those who haven't quite
got a grasp on reality. Very often, Polish
anti-semites develop elaborate conspiracy
theories to explain why Poland is so poor
and ugly, usually including references to
freemasons as well. They speak with misty
nostalgia of Poland's glorious cultural
heritage which reached its zenith in the
16th century and then declined, because
of, yes, the Jews. The Jews partitioned
Poland, the Jews started the second world
war, the Jews plotted the Bolshevik revolu-
tion. Mikhail Gorbachev is a Jew, Mrs
Thatcher is a Jew, but I can't point to a Jew
because there aren't any and I've never
seen one.

Nazi anti-semitism, a by-product of
strength and knowledge rather than weak-
ness and ignorance, had a different quality
to it. I fear the same is true of contempor-
ary Russian anti-semitism. Both are mass
phenomena, leading to real violence and
creating a real climate of fear. The Soviet
Jews I've met are afraid. The Polish Jews
I've met are sometimes annoyed or occa-
sionally angry, but not afraid. Despite
rumours to the contrary, ('The Jews Again',
19 May) tens of thousands of people are
not marching in the streets of Warsaw or
Bydgoszcz calling for a 'Jew-free Europe.'
Not that this is impossible. But it isn't
happening now.

Which is why it is wrong to put Polish
anti-semitism, Nazi anti-semitism, Russian
anti-semitism and also Hungarian and
Rumanian anti-semitism in the same categ-
ory. all of Eastern Europe and Weirnar
Germany compared. It is too easy to put all
of the 'new countries' in Eastern Europe

TOO FEW
JEWS

Anne Applebaum on
Poland's loss of a great

natural resource
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