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            Introduction

         

         In April 2025, I contacted Nigel Farage to tell him I was planning to write a book examining the effect that he and Reform UK have had on British politics. I asked him whether he would take a neutral position on this prospective project or whether he would be obstructive, as the subject of one of my previous books, Sir Keir Starmer, was. Farage said he was relaxed about the idea. He guaranteed that if anybody I approached as a potential source or interviewee was willing to talk to me, he wouldn’t try to stop them. And in the interests of accuracy, he said he’d answer any important questions I had relating to matters of fact.

         The end result is an extended profile of Farage and the party he leads, complete with new insights and analysis. The book tests the hypothesis that he and Reform UK are indivisible (as one contributor put it, ‘Farage is Reform and Reform is Farage.’) It also sets out to cast previously unseen light on both of these political entities, to explore their rise since Farage was returned to the House of Commons for the first time in July 2024, and to consider what the electorate might expect from a Reform UK government were Farage to xiibe installed in 10 Downing Street by or before 2029, when the next general election must be held.

         Remarkably, Reform UK is the third party that he has steered to the top of the opinion polls in the past twenty years, just one of the attributes that has made him arguably the most consequential British politician of our age. In finding out how he came to achieve this status, and how Reform UK has realigned (and is realigning) British politics, it did not seem essential to set out in minute detail every single major occurrence in his very busy life since he was born in 1964. Some events, notably the Brexit campaign, have deliberately been covered only lightly on the basis that they have been chronicled exhaustively elsewhere. Instead, I have tried to produce what I hope is a well-rounded portrait of his personality, of his beliefs and of how Reform UK has developed since it came into being as the Brexit Party in 2019.

         The first newspaper cutting I was able to locate that mentions Nigel Farage dates back to May 1994, when, at the age of thirty, he was a UKIP candidate in the European elections and a parliamentary by-election at Eastleigh in Hampshire (both polls were held on the same day the following month). Since then, millions of words have been written about him and his politics in articles, essays and books. Hundreds of thousands of words have been written by him as well in two autobiographies and scores of newspaper opinion pieces. He has also broadcast thousands of hours on television, on radio and on the internet as a host, an interviewee and an interviewer, to say nothing of the hundreds of speeches he has made in parliaments, at party conferences, at press conferences, at political rallies and at private functions around the world. All of this material is enormously useful to anybody examining his life and career; however, fresh perspectives from those who have personal xiiiexperience of him but who have not spoken about him publicly before are just as illuminating. While working on this project, I have had the time to read and listen to Farage in his own words and to have tracked down those who know or have known him. Some of them have shared hitherto unknown recollections and observations about him and about Reform UK that help to explain more about this energetic and determined presence in our national life.

         A key question at the heart of this exercise has been: is Reform UK a mere party of protest or is it something more significant? Several commentators have drawn parallels between it and the centrist Social Democratic Party (SDP), founded in 1981, which rose rapidly before fizzling out like a cheap firework. There are similarities, of course. Both were established to try to shake up the political system and both won sizeable public support in a short time. Yet circumstances make their differences greater. As the second quarter of the twenty-first century gets underway, the challenges facing our increasingly fractured country are almost certainly more complicated than those of forty-five years ago. After a sustained spell of broad consensus between the Labour Party and the Conservatives, we are living through an era of multi-party politics spurred on both by devolution and by a rapidly changing society, in which many people are increasingly drawn to poles on both the left and the right. Some voters are motivated by frustration, others by religion and others by a single issue such as the environment. The general shift in attitudes, behaviour and expectations that has taken place since the SDP’s creation, together with a population that has grown by more than 20 per cent, means that Britain is in many ways unrecognisable as the place it was in 1981.

         These conditions have proved extremely fertile for a liberal radical such as Farage, who often speaks of having spotted a gap in the market thanks to the Conservatives abandoning some of their traditional xivterritory under successive leaders, starting with David Cameron in 2005. Having come of age in Thatcher’s Britain, Farage first actively engaged in politics in the 1990s, when Euroscepticism wreaked havoc upon John Major’s government. He learned his craft as a UKIP MEP in Brussels in the 2000s, played a defining role in the Brexit debate of 2016 and, despite retiring twice since then, has continued to surf the unpredictable waves of British politics as a self-styled ‘political entrepreneur’, emerging in his early sixties as the country’s most experienced frontline politician. More than that, he is perhaps the most widely recognised man in public life after the King and has the standing of a kind of politico-celebrity. His possession of the most lethal weapon a public servant can have – a sense of humour – enables him to appeal to those members of the electorate who are not natural voters. His ability to tap into people’s concerns using his undoubted powers of communication makes him a formidable opponent. And his inclination to use all forms of technology for promotional purposes, including his own television programme, sets him apart further still.

         He has capitalised on his position and raised significant sums of money (including the largest single political donation from a living individual on record) in order to build and professionalise Reform UK. His advantages, plus a readiness to speak out on subjects that tamer MPs might shy away from, have allowed him to make the running on some of the most divisive issues of the day, in particular mass immigration and the net zero debate. As a result, some of his detractors routinely label him ‘far right’. But is this fair? Others see Reform UK as a one-man band. Again, is there more to it than that? With Westminster now devoid of so many of the characters and intellects that graced previous generations, another question that has to be contemplated is whether he has become so prominent due to the inadequacies of others or purely thanks to his own political skills. xv

         So far, Farage has lived an unusual and certainly a very full life. He has a range of personal interests outside of politics, spanning sport, the military, finance, history and nature. To those of his friends who have had the chance to peer beneath the bravado, he is a loyal man capable of deep thought and acts of kindness. To his critics, he can be ruthless, thin-skinned and dictatorial. What is the truth? And could a politician who has sold himself for years as an anti-establishment outsider transform Britain into a nation that is unified and prosperous? I hope readers will find the answers to these and other questions within these pages.

         It is important to note that this book should not be regarded as authorised. It is true that Farage and I have known each other for about twenty years, but that is principally because we both operate in and around the comparatively small world of Westminster. Frankly, it would be odd if we hadn’t met. We share views on big political issues such as Brexit and we are friends, albeit not especially close ones. I hope the value of my knowing him is reflected in my attempt to bridge the gulf between the private person and the public politician to provide a clear-eyed and impartial view of him and his politics.

         Lastly, it is no secret that I have donated money to the Conservative Party since it came under the leadership of Kemi Badenoch in November 2024. This has not stopped me from being as objective and even-handed towards Farage as I have been towards the subjects of any of my previous books about politicians on both the left and the right.

         
             

         

         Michael Ashcroft

June 2026 xvi
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            Chapter 1

            Weird child

         

         As a sixteen-year-old schoolboy, Nigel Farage briefly considered joining the Army. He went so far as attending an interview to discuss taking on a short-service commission, but then he came to his senses, realising that the idea of embarking on a military career was nothing more than a flight of fancy. For one thing, he considered himself a libertarian who did not like following orders. For another, he was instinctively drawn to the world of commerce, specifically the City of London. He wanted to make money. He also wanted to be free to pursue a life of simple pleasures, including, but not restricted to, days spent watching the cricket at Lord’s or going racing at Royal Ascot. Nowhere in the early ambitions of the man who once described himself as having been a ‘weird child’ was there any plan to venture into politics. Farage was certainly politically engaged during his adolescence and early adulthood, but initially at least, this future leader of three national parties had no urge to live life according to the ballot box. He would be almost thirty before he changed his mind.

         Nigel Paul Farage was born on 3 April 1964 at Farnborough Hospital in Kent. His mother, Barbara (née Stevens), was a 24-year-old 2shorthand typist whose father and grandfather had been high-ranking CID officers in the Metropolitan Police, specialising in murder and fraud. His father, Guy, was five years his wife’s senior and a City stockbroker whose own father, Harry, had been in the same line of work. Both sides of the family had links to London and the Home Counties stretching back to the nineteenth century and were by inclination Conservative-voting.

         His parents were married in 1963 and Farage was their first child. When he was born, he was taken home to 4 West Hill, a smart detached Victorian house in the peaceful Kent village of Downe in the North Downs, about six miles from Orpington. The property was given to the young couple by Harry Farage as a wedding present. Its large garden backed onto what had been the Down House estate, where the nineteenth-century biologist Charles Darwin lived for forty years but which had been turned into a museum dedicated to his life and work by the 1960s. More recent history was also to be found nearby. Biggin Hill, one of the commanding bases during the Battle of Britain, is just a couple of miles up the road.

         The year after Farage’s birth, Downe was designated part of the London Borough of Bromley, one of the new districts that made up the administrative area known as Greater London – but even today, with the church of St Mary the Virgin (where Farage was christened) dating back to the thirteenth century and two thriving pubs, most people think of this corner of England as part of Kent. Certainly Farage considers himself, in his words, a ‘Kentish boy’ and his affection for the area is undimmed. He still owns a house in the vicinity, regularly walks the North Downs and, when time allows, enjoys a pint there.

         ‘When we were young it was very much a rural community,’ 3recalls John Hudson, a childhood friend who lived in Downe until the 1970s.

         
            People weren’t wealthy-wealthy, but it was nice. There was a butcher, a post office, a general store, a newsagent and a garage. We led an outdoorsy life. It was safe. There was a sense of freedom. We’d wander off to the woods for the afternoon. In those days, children knew a lot about flowers and trees and wildlife. Nigel and I certainly did. In the summer you could smell strawberries growing in the fields. The farmer allowed us to pick them. And because Downe’s situated in a pretty high elevation, during the winter you could get snowed in and be cut off.

         

         He recalls Farage’s mother owning a Triumph Herald and being a fun and amusing character but also ‘running a tight ship’ at home. Old-fashioned values and an insistence on her children dressing smartly were uppermost. The house was always spotless and she cooked every day. ‘She had plenty of drive,’ says Hudson. Those who know the family believe that Farage takes after his mother, who has spent many hours giving lectures to the Women’s Institute and is known for her sense of humour, as much as he does his father, whose interest in militaria he has inherited.

         There was nothing grand about the Farage household when he was growing up. As Farage himself has observed quite openly, while many middle-class families in the 1960s had domestic help in the form of a daily cleaner or a nanny, his parents had neither because they could not afford it. While they unquestionably were not poor, there seems to have been recognition of the need to be careful. Guy Farage was considered good at his job on the London Stock 4Exchange, where he was a popular figure with a reputation as one of the best-dressed men in the City, but the family’s financial priorities were to bring up their children and pay school fees.

         Farage’s younger brother, Andrew, was born in 1966 and in 1968 Nigel was sent, aged four-and-a-half, to the private Greenhayes School for Boys, a traditional prep school five miles from home in West Wickham. By then, his gregarious personality had begun to show itself. Over the next year or two, he used weekends and the school holidays to make excursions to the grounds of the Darwin museum, where he would chat happily with gardeners, visitors and anybody else he encountered. ‘He had this ability to verbally prod and poke, and he’d talk to anyone,’ recalls Hudson. ‘He was always confident, very engaging and self-assured, even as a boy of six or seven.’

         In time he would also roam around the Downe Bank Nature Reserve armed with a fork and trowel, digging up relics such as clay pipes, coloured glass bottles, coins and fragments of pottery. It was this urge to collect, probably inspired by his father, that prompted Farage in 2010 to refer to himself as having been a ‘weird child’. But perhaps he wasn’t so strange. To this day he has kept some of this carefully accumulated haul ‘to feel the connection between me and the land and the people who had come before me’, as he wrote in his memoir. Many would surely understand that instinct.

         John Hudson was in the same year as Farage at Greenhayes and remembers, when the school register was taken, hearing that he said his surname so that it rhymed with the way someone from the south of England would say the word ‘garage’. ‘He definitely didn’t pronounce it “Farridge”, as some people have claimed, or “Fa-raaage” with a long second “a,”’ he adds. ‘Nigel and I shared a 5vegetable patch in the school allotment. I recall he was very good at growing radishes!’ It is a hobby that Farage has kept up. He still grows his own vegetables and forages for wild mushrooms.

         Unfortunately, after two years at Greenhayes, Farage’s parents removed him because a senior master was found to have taken showers with some of the pupils. ‘He was quite an unpleasant man,’ remembers Hudson. ‘He would punish boys in his study, so it was said, by smacking their bare bottoms with his hand.’ Farage is not believed to have been one of his victims.

         His next school, which was mixed, was called Eden Park. Until the 1980s, many small independent schools in Britain were very much amateur operations – that is to say, relatively inexpensive with basic or even austere facilities and staffed by teachers who had little, if any, formal training or qualifications. They were not the luxury places of learning that some might imagine. Eden Park was a classic example of this genre. It was run by Alice Mallick, whom Farage has described as a ‘fearsome’ lady given to killing wasps with her bare hands. She was born in 1901 and opened the school, which catered for girls and boys, in 1938. In about 1950 she moved to new premises in Upper Elmers Road in Beckenham, seven miles from Downe, where Farage attended.

         Mallick was tough but popular and ran Eden Park along her own idiosyncratic lines, playing the piano each morning during assembly and cooking lunch herself, which was usually eaten by the children in a hut outside the main house. Elocution lessons were of paramount importance, as were reading, writing and arithmetic. This focus on educational staples served most of her charges so well that Eden Park was nicknamed ‘Mrs Mallick’s Exam Factory’ because so many of them went on to the best senior schools in the area, 6including Whitgift and St Dunstan’s. Farage was considered bright enough to sit the entrance exam for another well-known independent establishment in south London, Dulwich College. His maths was weak, but his imagination was fertile. He captured the attention of his examiners who were by all accounts struck by his essay ‘What I Did Last Weekend’. In it, he told of having stayed with an aunt and uncle in Hampshire and described their table being adorned with fine wines, larks’ tongues and ‘sweetmeats from farthest Araby’. This piece of work apparently helped to secure him a place. His parents were delighted. Each of them had a brother who had been in the school and one of Farage’s cousins was already a pupil there when he took up his own place in September 1974.

         By this point, life at 4 West Hill had changed considerably. Barbara and Guy Farage were divorced in 1970. Unsurprisingly, this was a huge blow to their elder son. He looked up to his father, seemingly unaware of the fact that he had become a heavy drinker whose bibulousness – all too easily embraced in the City of London in that era – was eventually responsible for rupturing the marriage. Sadly, it wasn’t just Guy Farage’s personal life that suffered. His career was affected as well. He lost his job at the London Stock Exchange and for a brief spell had to set himself up as an antiques dealer to make ends meet. Having been an obsessive collector of silver, miniature portraits, snuff boxes and medals since he was a boy, he had a ready supply of stock, but he found the job isolating.

         When Farage was young, divorce was still unusual enough for some schoolchildren to mock those of their peers whose parents had parted ways and he has written of the ‘unpleasantness’ that he encountered thanks to his own circumstances. Yet he has also made clear that he stuck up for himself, no doubt developing a quickness 7of mind and a thicker skin as he coped with the brickbats. A fascinating side effect of the saga is that Farage has said he resented being kept in the dark about his parents’ marital difficulties. This perhaps explains why he once observed, ‘The whole of my life since then has been ruled by the conviction that there is nothing which should not be discussed and, where possible, tempered in the furnace of debate.’ His friend John Hudson comments, ‘Anybody trying to view the divorce positively might even have called it character-building for Nigel.’

         Guy Farage’s recovery was mercifully swift. In 1971, he became teetotal and in 1972, he returned to the City. He carried on stockbroking until 2010, when he was seventy-five, and throughout his career was able to indulge his love of the military via his long alliance with the Kent and Sharpshooters Yeomanry Association, a charity that supports the serving and retired members of the regiment of the same name. Guy’s own parents made sure they stayed in touch with their grandsons and would take the young Nigel and Andrew to watch Crystal Palace play football on Saturday afternoons, instilling in Farage a lifelong interest in the club.

         The year after his parents’ divorce, Farage’s mother married Richard Tubb, who worked in his family’s independent shoe shop a couple of miles from Downe. They had a daughter, Melanie, born in 1971, and a son, Julian, born in 1975. All of them lived together at 4 West Hill. Farage’s stepfather was a sea angler and introduced him to the joys of fishing, a hobby to which he continues to devote many hours. In a sign that it was a happy household, Farage did not move out until he was well into his twenties and he remains in touch with his stepsiblings. Between the late 1970s and mid-1980s, his maternal grandfather, Robert Stevens, who finished his career as a detective 8superintendent in the Fraud Squad at Scotland Yard, lived with them. This provided Farage with another steady influence during his formative years and an opportunity to read his grandfather’s copy of the Daily Mail each day, though he is said to have preferred The Times or the Daily Telegraph.

         
            • • •

         

         Dulwich College was founded by Edward Alleyn in 1619 as the College of God’s Gift, a school for poor scholars, and was re-established on its present 75-acre site in south London in 1869. With its imposing Gothic buildings designed by Charles Barry Jr, the son of the architect of the Houses of Parliament, and a reputation for academic and sporting prowess, it has been considered one of the leading independent boys’ schools in the country for some time. The 1,400 pupils on its roll will know very well the names of its many illustrious alumni, including the writers Raymond Chandler and P. G. Wodehouse, the polar explorer Sir Ernest Shackleton, the comedian Bob Monkhouse and more recent old boys such as the actors Chiwetel Ejiofor and Rupert Penry-Jones.

         Yet the Dulwich College of 2026 is quite different to the place that Farage attended from the mid-1970s until the early 1980s. Like most pupils, he was a day boy and would take himself to school, catching a bus from Downe to Bromley South railway station and then a train to West Dulwich. ‘When I joined Dulwich College in 1974, the fees for a day boy were £490 for a year,’ says the Reverend Neil Fairlamb, who taught in the school. These days, two-thirds of parents with a son in the senior school pay fees of about £30,000 per year (including the Labour government-imposed VAT) and 9those whose child boards must pay twice as much. The remainder pay slightly less thanks to their son having a scholarship or bursary. In the 1970s, however, at least half of all pupils came from a poor background and had their fees paid in full directly by their local education authority. This was possible thanks to a scheme known as the ‘Dulwich Experiment’. Its origins lay in the 1930s, when the school fell heavily into debt and faced closure. In 1941, Christopher Gilkes, the headmaster, devised a rescue plan. Its premise was that councils would fund the places of at least 50 per cent of entrants to Dulwich each year as long as they had passed both the eleven-plus and the school’s own entrance exam. The experiment was so successful that by 1957, the fees of nine out of ten Dulwich boys came from the public purse.

         This unique arrangement was wound down by the Labour government in 1975, but the upshot was that for at least part of Farage’s Dulwich College career, it resembled a grammar school more than it did a private school. It was unquestionably far more socially and racially diverse than comparable fee-paying establishments. Although Farage’s parents paid full fees throughout, he has always been proud of being educated in an environment based, as he saw it, on the idea of meritocracy. One of his best friends was the son of a coal merchant in Penge; another boy in his year lived in a Kent mansion and had staff; while other contemporaries were ‘Asians, Afro-Caribbeans and the children of the unemployed’. In 2010 he reflected, ‘I learned from my Indian and Ghanaian friends and they, I suppose and hope, from me … I made friends with boys from different social backgrounds, which stood me in good stead for future life.’

         The Dulwich Experiment aside, the school was as traditional as 10any other in Britain. It operated a house system, offered a host of extracurricular activities and societies, and had a thriving Combined Cadet Force (CCF). It was split into three tiers. The lower school took boys aged nine to thirteen, the middle school was for boys aged thirteen to sixteen and the upper school was for sixth formers. Pupils wore an unremarkable uniform of dark jacket and trousers, lessons were held over five-and-a-half days each week, including on Saturday mornings, and everybody was expected to tackle at least an hour’s homework each night. Discipline was enforced by detention, though corporal punishment in the form of the cane was meted out for the most serious misdemeanours. Several members of staff were veterans of the Second World War and while they brooked no nonsense in the classroom, Farage has said that some of them had an open-mindedness that, in a way, helped to equip him with the skills of oratory that have defined most of his adult life. ‘[The teachers] expressed personal opinions, which meant that we came right back at them with our own,’ he has said. ‘Debate was encouraged.’

         He seems to have embraced life at Dulwich. Academically, he was never in the top drawer, but as he progressed through the school, he discovered that his favourite subjects were history, economics and geography and he showed a genuine interest in them. He credits one history teacher, David Gregory, with developing his lifelong passion for the First World War and its battlefields, which, as we shall see, led to his becoming a tour guide in France. He managed to get by in the subjects he needed to pass at O Level, such as maths and the sciences, but he did not enjoy them.

         Scholastic matters were not considered to be the most important thing, however. The school’s ethos was just as fixed on finding out what each boy was good at and encouraging him in it. In Farage’s case, as already referenced, he was an enthusiastic member of the 11Army section in the CCF. He also represented the school at cricket and golf. And he showed some entrepreneurial flair by helping to found the Investment Society, whose members pooled their pocket money and sent it in the direction of Guy Farage, who traded it on the stock market for them. Other, slightly less orthodox business schemes he pursued included selling fudge – an activity that earned him the nickname ‘Fudge’ for a time – buying and selling silver and running a concern in which junior boys cleaned senior boys’ shoes, with Farage raking off a commission as the middleman. The energy that has become his trademark as a politician was very clearly present in him from an early age. Also evident in the schoolboy Farage was a preference for dressing smartly and wearing well-polished shoes.

         ‘I remember Dulwich as a happy place,’ says his contemporary Nick Owen.

         
            It wasn’t too cliquey. It was quite inclusive. Nigel was a fairly larger-than-life person, one of the characters of the school and pretty outspoken on most things. He was fairly dismissive of people who had weaker characters. He didn’t suffer fools gladly and he was never too worried about upsetting people. I think sometimes he was like that to get a reaction and have a debate. I remember he and I took part in a formal school debate on the Common Market referendum in 1975. I was pro-Europe and even then, aged eleven, he was anti-Europe, so he’s certainly been consistent.

         

         The 1970s was a highly charged period in Britain, characterised by economic turbulence and industrial decline. It was also a time of social unrest, not least when it came to race relations. As a measure of how febrile the atmosphere could be, newspaper cuttings 12from the period show that in December 1977, a rugby match between Dulwich’s 1st XV and Diocesan College, an all-white touring team from Cape Town, was cancelled after demonstrations were threatened by anti-apartheid supporters. David Emms, Dulwich’s headmaster, was so worried about the possibility of public disorder that he refused to take the risk. Perhaps it was inevitable that such conditions turned some Dulwich boys towards politics. From the age of fourteen, Farage was one of them.

         In fact, Farage had already shown himself to be more thoughtful than some might assume. Although his mother sent him to Sunday school in Downe when he was younger, she was not especially religious – yet, aged thirteen, he decided to be confirmed as a member of the Church of England. Mervyn Stockwood, the left-wing Bishop of Southwark, conducted the ceremony in Southwark Cathedral. Although religion has played no outwardly significant part in his life since then, he has often spoken and written about the importance of defending Britain’s Judeo-Christian values and still believes they embody the code under which society should operate. ‘He certainly has a quiet personal faith,’ says Gawain Towler, a former colleague who has known him for more than twenty years. ‘And it does have an impact on his thinking.’

         A further sign of the adolescent Farage’s propensity to have been a slightly deeper thinker can be found in a story he likes to tell about an awakening he experienced aged fourteen. He was in the school library during a lunch break when he came across a copy of On Liberty, the essay by the nineteenth-century philosopher John Stuart Mill. In it, Mill writes in defence of individual freedom and in opposition to state intervention in people’s lives. The following excerpt apparently resonated with the young Farage in particular and, he has said, has informed his approach to life ever since: 13

         
            The only purpose for which power can be rightfully exercised over any member of a civilised community, against his will, is to prevent harm to others. His own good, either physical or moral, is not sufficient warrant … In the part which concerns himself, his independence is, of right, absolute. Over himself, over his own body and mind, the individual is sovereign.

         

         To Farage, these became ‘sacred words’ by which he has always lived. In his memoir, he wrote, ‘Self-determination … remains at the heart of my moral beliefs and was to become the core principle of my politics.’

         Around the same time he was weighing up the importance of Mill’s famous tract, another pioneer of ideas, the Conservative MP Sir Keith Joseph, who was Margaret Thatcher’s chief policy adviser, visited Dulwich to give a speech. The school’s proximity to Westminster meant that it attracted a fairly regular flow of frontline politicians. Politics was not routinely discussed in the Farage family home, but he quickly developed a taste for the subject, joined the Politics Society and attended as many events as he could. Again, it is worth quoting his own recollection of Joseph’s visit to convey what he maintains was a pivotal moment in his education.

         
            It was then, in the Great Hall at Dulwich College listening to [Joseph], that I converted to the model of economic liberalism that would dominate Thatcherite policy for the next decade. [Joseph] expressed a vision of free-market conservatism where hard work yielded success and that those who were financially successful should be able to keep more of their own money.

         

         He was so moved by Joseph’s arguments that he immediately joined 14his local Conservative Party, and with the benefit of hindsight it is not difficult to see how he and so many others came to be swept along by the promise of the Thatcherite dawn. By then, the ‘Winter of Discontent’ in 1978–79 was biting hard, with strikes spreading across multiple sectors. There was a deep-seated anger in the country at Labour’s failure to govern. The air of something akin to anarchy would have been noticed by any boy living in a conventional Home Counties setting.

         In March 1979, the Labour government was brought down. Five weeks later, Thatcher became Prime Minister. According to one friend, Farage delivered leaflets on behalf of the Tories during that election campaign and also acted as a teller on 3 May, election day. The formation of a new government led by a woman ensured that politics remained just as much a talking point at Dulwich as it had been during the rest of the crisis-ridden decade. That Thatcher appointed Sir Keith Joseph as her first Secretary of State for Industry did not, presumably, escape Farage’s attention. Neither would her creed of the politics of conviction, which broke the consensual approach taken by every Prime Minister since 1945, nor her focus on rebuilding Britain’s broken economy and clamping down on trade union activity. There is no question that Thatcher’s politics had an effect on the youthful Farage, who has said he found her arrival in Downing Street inspirational. They also most likely had a bearing on the decision he was soon to take about what he wanted to do when he had finished his A levels.

         Not that he was by nature an earnest schoolboy. ‘He smoked cigarettes from an early age,’ says one contemporary.

         
            He used to be quite crafty. He’d go and smoke in the porters’ rooms with the porters, because that’s where they smoked. He 15got on well with them. But he was caught once and sent off to see the deputy head, Terry Walsh, who was a lovely man who also happened to be a chain smoker. Walsh said to Nigel something like, ‘Smoking, Farage? Bloody stupid.’ And Nigel looked at the overflowing ashtray on Walsh’s desk and spluttered, ‘Smoking, sir?!’ And Walsh said to him, ‘No, I mean you’re stupid for getting caught!’

         

         His fondness for tobacco was not restricted to cigarettes. He also took snuff, which he carried in an antique snuff box. Another vice was alcohol, though as a day boy there were few opportunities to drink during school hours. He was caught a couple of times, however. On each occasion he showed himself to be a lucky rebel. Aged thirteen, he and three friends clubbed together to buy half a bottle of whisky, which they shared in the school grounds before morning assembly. When one of the group, a boy called Winterbourne, later collapsed feeling unwell, an inquiry was launched and the quartet was sent to see a senior master separately. Farage was interviewed last. Unlike his classmates, he admitted to having drunk some whisky, though he refused to say who had supplied it. His guilty plea meant he was the only miscreant to escape a beating. Then, aged fifteen, he and another boy, Simon Pipkin, bunked off during a CCF field trip to the South Downs and spent the afternoon drinking beer in a pub. They vomited on the coach back to Dulwich. Again, Farage owned up. The master in charge, Major Salter, could have sent him and Pipkin to the headmaster where a suspension would have been a likely punishment, but in recognition of Farage’s honesty, Salter subjected the boys to a course of square-bashing instead.

         Despite Farage’s interest in politics and current affairs as a teenager, he felt he would be better suited to getting a job than becoming 16a university student. His careers master, J. G. Dewes, who in the 1940s and 1950s had been an opening batsman for Middlesex and England, told him to consider becoming an auctioneer on the basis that he was clearly a confident young man and would be good at selling things. Yet Farage was determined to follow in his father’s and grandfather’s footsteps by working in the Square Mile. The challenge he set himself was to do so on his own terms rather than under his father’s wing. Fortune came calling during the Christmas holidays of 1980, when he had just completed the first term of his sixth form.

         For several years, Farage had earned pocket money as a caddy at the West Kent Golf Club, a private establishment situated a stone’s throw from his front door in Downe. By the age of sixteen, he was a member of the club. It was in this regard that he met Bob McPhie, the managing director of a City metals trader called MacLaine Watson & Co. They barely knew each other, though it seems likely McPhie knew Guy Farage, and as they played a round of golf in the gloom of a cold December afternoon, Farage explained that he was champing at the bit to enter the world of work. Afterwards, over a drink in the clubhouse, McPhie offered him a day’s work experience straight after Christmas. Farage quickly studied what metals trading involved and did some research into McPhie’s firm, impatient for a glimpse into what he hoped might represent his future. Snow fell heavily the night before the appointed work experience date in early January 1981, making Downe pretty much inaccessible to traffic. Undeterred, Farage woke early and tramped six miles by himself in the dark to Orpington, putting on a clean pair of shoes before catching a train to London Bridge. He was shown round MacLaine Watson’s premises and then treated to lunch by McPhie. 17He must have shone because McPhie told him that a junior position would be kept open for him if, upon leaving school the next year, he wanted it.

         Nick Owen, who played on the school golf team with Farage, says that from this point, eighteen months before Farage was due to sit his A levels, he was effectively treading water, just waiting to get on with the rest of his life. ‘He knew he was going to the City and he couldn’t believe I was going to waste my time going to university,’ says Owen. ‘We’d talk about it while playing golf. He was well liked on the team, incidentally.’

         He was not, however, universally popular at Dulwich, where contemporaries remember him as having been an individual rather than part of a group. Despite this, in the summer term of 1981, when he was on the cusp of entering his final year, it was announced that he would be among the select band of boys who would be prefects from September 1981. This caused a certain amount of outrage among a handful of members of staff, one of whom was Chloe Deakin, a well-heeled English teacher in her early twenties. She took the trouble to write a stiff letter to David Emms, the headmaster, advising him that some of their colleagues had major reservations about Farage. In her letter, in which she admitted she was ‘not acquainted’ with Farage, she maintained that one teacher had called him a ‘fascist’, another believed him to have expressed ‘racist and neo-fascist views’ culminating in Farage being removed from a lesson, while a third had recounted that Farage and others had shouted ‘Hitler Youth songs’ late one night during a school CCF camping trip to Sussex. She urged Emms to reverse his decision.

         The issue of race was running particularly high at the time. That spring, between 10 and 12 April, the Brixton riots had taken place, 18sparked by unemployment and tensions between black youths and the police. Some 5,000 people are estimated to have been involved in the disorder, in which scores of shops were subjected to looting, others were burnt out and dozens of vehicles were set on fire. In the accompanying violence, 279 injuries were inflicted on police officers and a further forty-five injuries to members of the public. Dulwich College had in fact offered its facilities to the police as a makeshift base during that fraught period, an invitation that was accepted.

         David Emms ignored Deakin’s letter, explaining in 2013 to Channel 4 News, after the programme ran an item about it, that Farage was guilty of ‘naughtiness not racism’ and that some staff were ‘fed up of his cheekiness and rudeness’ and wanted to ‘expel him’. He added, ‘I saw potential in him, made him a prefect and I was proved right.’

         Emms was clearly a fan. He is even said to have written in Farage’s final report, ‘Life at the school will not be the same without him.’ Emms’s deputy, Terry Walsh, who, like Emms, has since died, echoed these thoughts, telling Channel 4 News that Farage might have voiced support for extremist organisations such as the National Front ‘because he knew it would rile’ some members of staff and some of his contemporaries and it was therefore ‘a joke’. Walsh added, ‘I don’t think he ever, ever believed that. He was much too caring and considerate of other people.’

         More allegations were made in an anonymous letter published by The Independent in August 2019. The author, who in November 2025 unmasked himself as Jean-Pierre Lihou, said he had been a contemporary and friend of Farage at Dulwich in the late 1970s. He acknowledged that Farage had ‘enchanted’ pupils and staff as a teenager, had ‘enthralled’ them with an English project about fishing, 19had been a ‘great speaker’ at school and had been so committed to the CCF that he had been clinical about polishing his corps boots.

         ‘I don’t believe you have fascist sympathies now, but there are things that tell me your views might not have changed that much despite the many years [passing],’ Lihou wrote. He added, ‘I vividly recall the keen interest you had in two initials of your name written together as a signature and the bigoted symbol that represents from the many doodles over your school books. Nigel Farage, NF, National Front.’ Lihou also said he could remember Farage ‘singing the song starting with the words “gas them all, gas ’em all, gas them all”.’ He went on: ‘I can’t forget the words. I can’t bring myself to write the rest of it, for it is more vile than anything the teachers at Dulwich would ever have been aware of.’ He further maintained that Farage talked about the fascist politician Sir Oswald Mosley. Farage has repeatedly denied these allegations regarding his school years.

         These were very specific accusations and in November 2025, six years after they were first made, The Guardian revisited them. The newspaper said it had spoken to more than twenty people who were in the school with Farage (one of whom, Bob Jope, had been a teacher). Many of this group went on the record to support the idea that Farage had a ‘racist past’. One contributor was Tim France, a member of the school’s CCF, who said he remembered Farage ‘regularly’ performing a Nazi salute in their classroom. Another was Peter Ettedgui, now a successful film director, who is Jewish. He said that Farage would ‘sidle up to me and growl “Hitler was right” or “Gas them”.’ Some people, including the Attorney General, Lord Hermer, seized on these testimonies as proof that Farage held extremist views as a child. Others questioned the merit of anybody judging the alleged wisecracks and taunts of a 1970s schoolboy by 20the values of the twenty-first century. Farage’s position was to ask why these accusations surfaced in this manner at a time when his party, Reform UK, had led the opinion polls for a year. He believed they were politically motivated.

         Ultimately, it is impossible, without evidence, to convert these claims into facts. The Guardian kept the story going into January 2026, by when it said it had spoken to thirty-four former pupils who maintained they had seen Farage ‘behaving in a racist or antisemitic manner’. Yet in its coverage, even the newspaper itself was forced to ask, ‘Who’s telling the truth about Farage’s schooldays?’ It did not have a definitive answer, concluding that ‘extreme views in any person’s history matter, particularly if that person may be a future prime minister.’ Incidentally, nowhere in its reports was there any mention of the influence of Sir Keith Joseph in the schoolboy Farage’s political evolution. If there had been, it is to be hoped that the newspaper would have also found the space to point out that Sir Keith was, like several of Thatcher’s most prominent colleagues, Jewish.

         Perhaps something is to be gained from the recollections of a Dulwich College contemporary to whom The Guardian did not speak. Nick Owen, whose father, Ivor, was a journalist on the Financial Times for half a century, does not dismiss the idea that Farage could be contentious as a schoolboy, but he has an alternative view about the true meaning behind his behaviour.

         
            If Nigel said controversial things, he did it for show and to provoke debate. He wasn’t scared of raising issues and crossing the boundary about race and religion, but I think at that age you don’t know when to stop. It was a very different time. Nigel certainly wasn’t a liberal. He’s always divided opinion. But that was always his character.

         

         21Owen adds, ‘I also remember that he would always challenge a weaker teacher if he thought they were a waste of space.’

         Another source says that Farage was simply prone to teasing people – whether they were members of staff or contemporaries. He did so, it is said, not because he was malicious but because he refused to take life too seriously. ‘It’s just his brand of humour,’ says one friend. If true, it is a trait that he has carried into adulthood, as many of his speeches to the European Parliament confirm.

         Farage himself told Channel 4 News in 2013 that the idea he had ever sung Hitler Youth songs was ‘silly’ because he didn’t even know the words. As for having ever made racist remarks as a schoolboy, he told the programme, ‘Yes, of course, I said some ridiculous things … not necessarily racist things … it depends how you define it.’ He confirmed that he had been thrown out of lessons ‘dozens of times’ and said that some of the teachers in the school were so far to the left that they wanted to abolish the CCF and even advocated banning the wearing of poppies each year. ‘Was I a difficult, bolshie teenager who pushed the boundaries of debate further than perhaps I ought to have done?’ he asked. ‘Yes.’ He went on: ‘Have I ever been a member of any extremist organisation, left or right? No.’ Finally, some days after The Guardian’s coverage appeared in November 2025, Farage issued a categorical denial of the allegations, having initially prevaricated in his response.

         He has undoubtedly not let the various charges levelled against him since 2013 interfere with his relationship with Dulwich College. Rather than shying away from the school, as some with a sense of shame might do, he sent one of his sons there and he continues to attend Old Boys’ functions when possible. He has also given speeches there and for a time he was in contact intermittently with at least one surviving member of staff, the Reverend Neil Fairlamb, who 22says he believes Farage came from ‘a relatively modest background’ and ‘relished the feeling of sizing up to more privileged boys and playing a gambler’s hand.’ Fairlamb goes on:

         
            He did not shine academically but relished the political society I was involved in – and what a panoply of speakers we had. Three ex-Prime Ministers (Heath, Wilson and Douglas Home), Michael Heseltine, Jim Prior, Sir Keith Joseph. Labour politicians mostly stayed away, but we did have ‘Red’ Ted Knight from Lambeth. All this fired up Farage. He had no wish to go to university but went straight into the City and started networking and cultivating the underdog sympathies that made him a fighter against those more privileged.

         

         In mid-June 1982, a couple of weeks before he left school and immediately after the conclusion of the Falklands War, Enoch Powell addressed the Politics Society, the last guest speaker of the term. Fairlamb says that Powell came by train from Victoria and ‘treated the boys as the House of Commons, with a learned disquisition on the constitutional position of the Falklands after the defeat of Argentina.’ Farage, who has said that by this time he had already mounted a ‘spirited defence’ of Powell, was transfixed. He wrote in his memoir that the former Conservative MP, by then sitting as an Ulster Unionist MP, ‘dazzled me for once into awestruck silence’. In adulthood Farage has expressed his admiration for Powell, who, incidentally, counted Labour Party stalwarts Tony Benn and Michael Foot as his two best friends in politics (in so far as a politician can be friends with any of their colleagues). While many might assume that Farage was drawn to Powell’s politics because of his trenchant views on immigration, amplified by his 1968 ‘Rivers of Blood’ 23speech, it is perhaps too easily forgotten that he was a Eurosceptic of longstanding who was more often than not at odds with the Conservative Party. Powell had more than just a fine mind and a knack for public speaking. He was by common consent also a rebel and an outsider, two labels that Farage would, in due course, wear with great pride himself. 24
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            Chapter 2

            The new life

         

         Having cast off the shackles of Dulwich College, Nigel Farage spent the summer of 1982 celebrating his freedom by playing golf and going fishing. When his A level results arrived in August and he was found to have scraped mediocre grades in his history, geography and economics exams, he didn’t much care. A few weeks later, while many of his contemporaries were organising round-the-world gap year trips or preparing to start university, he was limbering up to begin the job that Bob McPhie had offered him the previous year. On 1 September, not quite eighteen-and-a-half years old, he put on a suit and tie and embarked on the first of what would turn out to be many years of 6 a.m. starts, commuting from Orpington station to London Bridge on the edge of the City.

         The offices of MacLaine Watson & Co. were in Old Broad Street, close to the Bank of England, and Farage has often looked back on his time as an employee there with fondness. The firm had been established by two British businessmen in the early nineteenth century as a dealer in ‘soft’ commodities such as coffee and cotton, but by the time he joined it had long since diversified and was a member of the London Metal Exchange (LME). Founded in 1877, 26the LME is the global centre for industrial metals trading, the place where the majority of all non-ferrous metal futures business takes place. In 1982, five products were traded there – tin, copper, lead, zinc and silver. Others, including aluminium, were added as the decade progressed.

         Now, as then, thousands of lots are traded daily by a small band of open ‘outcry’ dealers on the LME’s trading floor, the Ring, a space thirty feet in diameter that’s circled by distinctive red leather seats. Although they seem to behave like bookmakers at a race meeting and have a language of their own, the way the dealers shout out sales and purchase prices as they bid verbally between each other is considered vital to the process of price discovery, even in the electronic age. Today, as in 1982, the Ring remains an open ‘outcry’ system – the last one still operating in Europe and one of few surviving links with the City of the nineteenth century. The LME is, in many ways, a closed world according to those who have worked within it, heavily dependent on who you know as much as how good you are at your job.

         The open ‘outcry’ metals market opens at 11.40 a.m. and closes at 5 p.m. Trading happens in five-minute sessions for each product. Clerks standing behind the Ring pass on up-to-date market information, accept new orders and communicate deals and prices. Inter-office trading is also conducted by computer. Almost all of the LME’s business comes from outside Britain. Most contracts are drawn up for delivery up to three months in advance – ninety days being the length of time that ships typically took to reach London from Chile when the first copper contracts were agreed in 1877. The LME’s members argue that its methods guarantee the most representative prices. Physical deliveries are made to LME-registered warehouses in Europe, America and Asia and then LME warrants can be issued. 27

         ‘The LME is the oldest exchange in the world and Nigel loved it, loved the history of it,’ remembers Steven Spencer, a Ring-dealing member of the LME who first met him in 1982. ‘He was respectful of it. He was also a stalwart of the LME Golf Association.’

         The varied backgrounds of those whom Farage encountered in the City in the early 1980s meant it was not unlike the situation he had found at Dulwich College. Not only was it almost exclusively male but also, in his words, it was ‘a cross-section of different parts of society’ and ‘a mixture of old gentlemen’s club and very aggressive young men’, many of whom came from ‘the Essex marshes’. This suited him down to the ground because, he has said, ‘nobody cared how posh or how rough you were; you were rated on how much money you could make’. Such an environment also gave him an entirely different worldview compared with anybody of his age who had opted to cross the bridge from their teens to their early twenties via a university.

         Shortly before he joined MacLaine Watson, the firm had been bought by Drexel Burnham Lambert Inc., a Wall Street broker, but initially, at least, it retained its British character. Just as the City itself had barely changed for decades, MacLaine Watson was a traditional place, with its own trading room that was invariably filled with a thick fog of tobacco smoke. Farage’s first post was in the back office and he was paid £4,000 per year – well below the average British salary at the time, which, according to Hansard, was about £5,100 for women and approximately £6,500 for men. His duties were dull, principally revolving around him executing transactions on behalf of traders. Their job was to nail down a price so that manufacturing clients, whether they made cutlery or cars, could strategise. The only excitement in his early days came when he lost a silver warrant worth £90,000. Despite hunting high and low for the missing 28document, it was never found, but Farage was still awarded his annual £300 bonus.

         Within six months, he was elevated to the front office, where he was required to meet clients, generate business and authorise trades. This put him closer to the action and meant, he has said, that he was ‘handling millions’ of pounds. Negotiating successful deals in a market where prices can change sharply is a pulse-quickening occupation, which is why it is generally considered a young man’s game. As Farage learned the business, he grew to love it. ‘Traders buy and sell for their own trading house, brokers do so for a client and market-makers are people who are obliged to offer a price to any member of the metals exchange who wants to buy or sell the metals in which they trade,’ he explained in his memoir. By the mid-1980s he was, in his opinion, ‘a pretty good trader’ and broker.

         Former metals trader Steven Spencer says, ‘The 1970s and 1980s were a boom time. Regulation was lax and margins on trading were much better than today with electronic trading. Brokers could make bid-offer spreads and trade both sides.’ Farage quickly developed an appetite for risk that has never left him, but while the spoils were there for the taking, expensive mistakes were quickly punished. He has said he can remember some colleagues responsible for major slip-ups being fired on the spot.

         Many who were active in the City at that time were heavily reliant on alcohol. Some drank to cope with the pressure-cooker environment. Others did so purely socially, understanding that it greased the wheels of the job. Farage was in the latter camp and adapted to this aspect of his professional day pretty effortlessly. It could mean having a quick late morning drink with a colleague in Coates wine bar near the MacLaine Watson office or lunchtime pints of beer in a pub like the Jamaica Wine House. Equally, if business was quiet or 29a client was in town, a long lunch beckoned. At the end of his first week at MacLaine Watson, he was introduced to Simpsons Tavern, an English chophouse founded in the eighteenth century and based in Ball Court, an alleyway just across from the Royal Exchange. It was to become a favourite haunt. The seating arrangement, in which customers sometimes had to share a table with strangers, suited his personality perfectly. He has said he was often happiest basking in its historic atmosphere and chatting to other City workers over steak and kidney pie with bubble and squeak.

         Simpsons and other old-fashioned City restaurants like the George and Vulture were the venues where Farage honed the art of the, as he refers to it, PFL (‘proper fucking lunch’), during which each person is expected to consume at least two bottles of wine. Although at 5ft 10in. he is neither noticeably tall nor heavy-set, he was always able to hold his drink and, for better or worse, alcohol was the platform on which many of his closest friendships and business relationships were built. ‘He was desperate to be friends with everyone because he was so social,’ says a former colleague.

         
            It was genuine. In the pub, he’d talk to anybody about anything. And there were many lunches. He knew everybody. He kept his ear very close to the ground. We drank a lot. A long lunch would either last for a couple of hours so that you were back at work by 3.30 or, if you were with a client, lunch could go on into the evening. It was a ‘people’ business. You had to be sociable. The 1980s were pretty wild times to be a broker in the LME and he was a very active broker.

         

         By 1985, aged twenty-one, he has said he was making £20,000 a year – the equivalent in 2026 of about £62,500, according to the Bank of 30England’s inflation calculator. Bonuses came on top. Drinking and trading were his life, but it was not the naked pursuit of money that spurred him on. Rather, he viewed both activities as others might regard a favourite hobby. Farage didn’t have a deep interest in accumulating luxury items such as a big car or a big house; he was simply hungry for success and felt he had much further to go. Work, rather than spending time with the opposite sex, was his priority. Fizzing with energy and determined to broaden his horizons, he used his contacts to open talks about moving from MacLaine Watson to a firm called R. J. Rouse, which operated in the commodities and financial markets. The negotiations were ultimately successful.

         At this point Farage continued to live at his mother’s house in Downe, and it was while returning there on Monday 25 November 1985 that he suffered a catastrophe. He had gone to the pub for some post-work drinks and become involved in a friendly debate about the Anglo-Irish Agreement, which had been signed by Margaret Thatcher ten days previously. Farage was critical of the deal on the basis that it betrayed the Unionists. ‘I believe that the new generation of trigger-happy pseudo-Republican punks believe themselves validated by that pact,’ he once said. He caught a late train back to Orpington. On exiting the station, he lit a cigarette, stepped out into a busy road at a pelican crossing and was hit by a passing VW Beetle. He is said to have been thrown into the air before landing on the kerb on his head.

         He was driven by ambulance to Bromley General Hospital, where his blood alcohol levels were deemed too high to receive a general anaesthetic. He had to be sedated until a surgeon could operate. Miraculously, there was no brain damage. The most serious injury he sustained was to his left leg, which he was fortunate not to have amputated. A lump of bone still sticks out of it. He also broke several 31ribs, lost some teeth and has experienced tinnitus ever since. The accident was bad enough for him to have to stay in hospital until January 1986 and his leg remained in a cast for almost a year. He was also forced to give up playing golf competitively due to disruption to his hand-eye coordination. However, there was one silver lining. During his confinement he met and fell in love with a nurse, Clare Hayes, who was to become his wife. As it turned out, he would need her personal and professional support again far sooner than he realised.

         Farage began his new job at Rouse in 1986. He switched firms at a potentially favourable time. In October that year, ‘Big Bang’ took place and overnight, the City of London was opened up to a flood of foreign money. Deregulation allowed banks and brokers to merge and they became market-makers. Accordingly, Rouse was soon bought by the French bank Crédit Lyonnais and renamed Credit Lyonnais Rouse. For any young man on the move, this introduced the possibility of still-greater professional progress, even if, in Farage’s words, ‘it marked the end of the gentlemen’s club which had been the City and the cold, grey dawn of corporatism’.

         After working in the office on Boxing Day in 1986, he drove back to Orpington and decided to call in at the Queen’s Head in Downe for a drink. While standing at the bar, he experienced an excruciating pain in the lower left-hand side of his body. Not feeling any better two days later, he went to the Accident & Emergency department in Bromley, where he was examined and advised that he had a twisted testicle. He was told to prepare for an immediate operation and was taken by ambulance to hospital in Farnborough. When a doctor there re-examined him, Farage was told there had been a misdiagnosis. The cause of the pain was, according to this second doctor, an infection and instead of an operation he would need a course of antibiotics. 32

         Farage took the drugs but after a few weeks the agony had not subsided and, alarmingly, his left testicle was swollen. After several more weeks, it was the size of a lemon and he could barely walk. He went to see his GP near Downe and was swiftly referred to an NHS consultant, who simply advised him to keep taking the antibiotics. By now panicking, Farage rang his boss at Rouse, who advised him he was covered by the company’s private medical insurance scheme. Through this, Farage saw a private GP in London who insisted on his having a scan. He was placed under the care of a Harley Street groin surgeon, Jerry Gilmore, who concluded he had a tumour and his testicle would have to be removed. In early February 1987, he was admitted to the Princess Grace Hospital in Marylebone, where he was operated on. Afterwards, Gilmore broke the news that he had testicular cancer. Secondary tumours in his stomach and lungs could not be ruled out.

         Farage was apparently accepting of the situation and has said he prepared himself for the worst, but, unsurprisingly, he must have felt wretched. When his mother visited him in hospital and advised him that he needed a haircut, he told her there was no point because he assumed he would have to undergo chemotherapy, which would make his hair fall out. Then, quite unexpectedly, on Friday 13 February 1987, he was given the all-clear. His oncologist warned him that chemotherapy would leave him sterile so instead he was required to attend the London Bridge Hospital twice a week to have his alpha-fetoprotein count taken. If it rose, he would be forced to endure drugs or radiation treatment. These blood tests went on for six months, until Farage was told that the cancer had not returned. However, the overall effect of the experience was lasting. While acknowledging that the NHS can deliver both the best and worst type of service, he used his memoir to rage against its decision not to 33give him a scan immediately, observing, ‘It has left me with a clear belief that without private healthcare I would probably be dead.’

         Revitalised and raring to go, he and his girlfriend, Clare, soon bought a small house in Farnborough and began making future plans. They were married in July 1988. Their first child, Sam, was born in January 1989, when Farage was twenty-four. Around this time he also received a promotion at Rouse and was tasked with setting up a metals trading department. His income was boosted further, but by his own admission, he was ‘drinking and gambling it away as fast as I made it’ and ‘screwing up’ his marriage because he was absent from home so much of the time.

         Yet he was not fully committed to the path of self-destruction. His two brushes with mortality lingered in his memory and, knowing that time is a person’s most precious asset, he became convinced that he wanted to do something more meaningful. Increasingly, politics became a preoccupation. He had begun to regard himself as a Thatcherite rather than a Conservative and was troubled by those within the Conservative parliamentary party, such as Michael Heseltine, who were plotting Britain’s move towards greater integration with Brussels. Farage had been sceptical of the implications of the
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