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      FOREWORD

      
      This new edition of The Unfinished Revolution has a brilliant analysis of aspects of our time in government that complements the earlier edition’s description of the way we won power in 1997. In this foreword I focus on the fact that we are back in opposition again. However, Philip’s reflections
prompt some further ones of my own.
	


      
      First, he rightly draws attention to the enormous creative
force of the leading people, including Gordon Brown, in a
way that is both typically generous of him and also serves
to lighten what can sometimes seem an unalloyed story of
tension and dysfunctionality. Actually more than that, there
were times when the very tensions were themselves the
product of deep policy issues over which it was right and
natural there should be disagreement, and in respect of
which out of the tension came solutions that kept the government
together in the country’s interests.
      


      Secondly, there is something in the notion of the dialectical
process of politics that Philip describes that illustrates
where New Labour has to go today. The problems arising
out of the financial crisis do raise critical questions about
the relationship between, for example, the financial sector
and the industrial base that will require a whole new engagement
of inquiry and proposal. Likewise I think it clear that
the issues of social exclusion – a segment of society set apart
from the mainstream – remain largely unresolved. So there
will be a set of new solutions and policy that arise as a result
of the way in which the world is changing. My plea to my
own party here is to make sure that these new solutions aren’t old ones in disguise. But my own memo to myself is to recognise self-critically that there has to be change, and
some recognition of what we got wrong as well as the pride
in achievement.
      
     


Thirdly, one area where I completely agree with Philip,
and which is a reproach to my leadership, is that in government
I did not pay sufficient attention to continuing to build
the party. There are a multitude of reasons for this –  not
least the enormous pressure of governing –  but it was a fault.
The truth is that building a modern party base is even more
important in government. Also the way in which modern
political parties need to function has to take account of the
very different way people lead their lives today.
 



Finally, in the way Philip recounts the various crises and
swings of government, there is an interesting reflection that
occurs to me about those who govern and those who are
governed. What those in government need is a constant replenishing
of humility. It is hard, it is occasionally brutal, mistakes
are made and there is a requirement perpetually to assess and
to reassess and above all to listen. There is a risk that has to
be guarded against that you feel people insufficiently appreciate
the burden of governing. But often what it is, is really an
attempt to make you better at doing it. That is the dialectic
between state and citizen. So all the time you should be
rediscovering that initial feeling of joy, hope and anxiety that
accompanies winning power and produces a humility about
exercising it. Experience gives greater confidence in making
the decisions. But it should never excise that awareness of
your own limitations and the uncertainty inherent in political
judgement. As for the governed, they just need to remember
one very simple thing: those that govern them are no better
than them and no worse. In a democracy they don’t come
from outside the people but from within them. And in a
modern democracy governing cannot be the responsibility of
the government alone. They can’t change a society that doesn’t
want to be changed. They can’t improve, reform or take
forward a situation against the people, only with them. The
responsibility is shared. So just as the governing must listen, so the governed –  in this modern non-deferential society – must be prepared to speak and to think before doing so. In
other words, people have to be willing not simply to make
demands but to make a contribution.



Now we are in opposition again and so is much of progressive
politics in Europe. The Unfinished Revolution is an object
lesson in what to do and what to avoid in winning the struggle
to be elected. I would distil the following lessons.


 
      1. Start with an honest analysis of why you are in opposition, not in government,

      
      I never had any serious doubt about where I stood politically.
I am a progressive not a conservative. When I analyse why,
I find that I think it is less about policy and is partly about
values. It is also about an attitude of mind. I am an idealist.
I still think that idealism motivates progress. It inspires people
to believe they can change the world. It leads them to create
in their minds a destination for that change. But it is not
always a reliable roadmap, still less an engine that gets you
there. It can lead you to believe that when people disagree,
it is because they have a problem with the destination rather
than with the map or motor. So we can end up thinking a
defeat is either about the people’s failure to understand what
we are trying to do; or, as bad, about our leadership’s failure
to understand what they should be prepared to do. As
someone said to me after 1992 and Labour’s fourth consecutive
election defeat: ‘People have voted against us four times
in a row now; what on earth is wrong with them?’ There is
a slight tendency on the left to believe that the people are
misguided when they reject us; a bit like the Gnostics of the
early Christian Church, who thought the path to salvation
was the attainment of a superior knowledge only to be grasped
by a select few. We can be exasperated with those who don’t share our view, rather than trying to understand, self-critically, why they don’t.
      

      
      But another and equally potent delusion is contained in
the various versions of ‘the Leadership has sold us out’ story.
We then misdiagnose or over-complicate the reasons for
defeat. We think that the gap between the enthusiasm with
which parties are elected and the (at best) grudging respect
for parties in government, was bridgeable with different leadership,
or referable only to Labour’s experience. No government
is ‘loved’ in the way a party in the throes of a campaign,
especially after years of opposition, can be. And, at some
point, the country just wants change. So be incredibly careful
in ascribing some vast philosophical crisis of identity to a
defeat that can happen for the most prosaic of reasons. The
danger with such ascribing is that in the shadow of defeat a
whole series of highly disputable theses came to characterise
the reasons for defeat, that usually have in common the belief
the progressive party lost because it ‘departed from its roots’.
	


      
      So begin with a clear and frank examination of defeat. As The Unfinished Revolution shows, Labour spent the 1980s desperate to escape the true reasons for defeat, taking refuge first in the madness that the
         country voted for Margaret Thatcher in 1979 because Labour was insufficiently left-wing; and then making a series of tactical
         steps toward change that were almost always one election cycle behind necessity, and never added up to the strategic shift
         required. It is extraordinarily beguiling and comforting to think New
Labour lost in 2010 because the brand became contaminated; we lost touch over Iraq and financial regulation. There is some truth in the Iraq part of this at least for some electors, but not enough truth to make it a comprehensive analysis of defeat. As I say later, when in government you are bound
to ‘lose touch’ and time hurts all governments. But the notion we lost over Iraq and light fi nancial regulation fi ts uneasily with the election of a Tory government committed to both.
I know the Lib Dems are also important, but as the third party. I don’t discount the impact of these issues, but I would hesitate before assigning them a central role.


      
      
      The truth is Labour wasn’t New Labour by 2010, at least not as I would recognise it. Our initial response to the financial
         crisis and the early plan for the banks was right. It was here Gordon acted at his best, intellectually rigorous, totally
         driven, sure in his touch. But in the end, we took an Old Labour way out of the financial crisis. We cut VAT and bought a traditional Keynesian analysis of how to stimulate
the economy, then raised National Insurance and the top
rate of tax to deal with the growing deficit. We slowed public
service reform when we should have accelerated it. We highlighted
the problem of immigration but ditched the one policy
capable of controlling it – a system of identity checks. We
moved from the crime agenda, not by a lot but by enough
to lose the bite of earlier policies. We did ‘lose touch’, not
with ‘our roots’ but with a public whose anxieties over tax,
spending, immigration and crime were precisely the opposite
of those on the left criticising New Labour. As a result, we
did not seem like the party of the future.


      
      2. The reason for defeat is nearly always because progressives don’t ‘own the future’.

      
      This is a very difficult objective to achieve because predicting
the future has never been tougher. Philip rightly identifies
my preoccupation with modernisation. Put as baldly as that,
it can seem rather technocratic and soulless. But for me it
was always about meeting the challenge the future posed to
the realisation of our values. The chief characteristic of the
modern world is the scope and speed of change. It imposes
on countries, corporations and people the need to adjust
fast. The same is true of political parties. For progressives,
this can often imply agonising choices over positions and
institutions in which they are heavily invested. These too
need to change. If they don’t, then the left is vulnerable to
the charge that they have avoided the need to change themselves
and so can’t win the trust to change the country.
      

      
      
      Frequently, this is because we are public-sector orientated
and the public sector is slower to change. So we end up
defending antiquated systems and practices, especially if they are held dear by trade unions and pressure groups, when in the lives people lead, technology and modern lifestyles make
those practices incompatible with the future. The right tends
to do this on personal or social attitudes; we do it with public
sector systems. Whenever I hear of a Conservative government
proposing radical changes and a progressive opposition
opposing them, I know we’re in for a familiar old movie: the
public don’t like the changes, but kind of intuit that change
is necessary; they sympathise and even show some support
for those opposing change; but when it comes to the hard
question of who leads them into the future, they heave a
sigh and vote for those that know the future needs to change.
It’s never a movie with a happy ending, at least for us.




      Labour opposed a series of changes in the 1980s that,
when you analyse them in the broad sweep of history, were
bound to come because they moved with the grain of the
future. Customisation, adaptability, quality of personal
service, all of this meant that privatising state-owned industries,
opening up sectors to competition, was going to happen.
Create more people with more income and more education,
they are going to want to make more choices; hence the
importance of tax as an issue for the aspiring working class
as well as the middle class. The absolute key to understanding
this and the emphasis of New Labour on ‘globalisation’ is
to realise that globalisation is not driven by governments,
but by people. It’s people who are choosing to live and work
differently. Stand against this and of course you will get the
nostalgia vote. You just won’t win an election.



      So not just in vision and attitude but in policy and
programme, ask one question: does this really fit the way
the world is changing? Are we the ones who ‘get’ the future,
or are we in our comfort zone?





      3. Policy positions matter.


By this I don’t mean detailed policy programmes such as
only government can produce. I mean how your policy is
strategically positioned. So for example, on law and order
are you tough or liberal? Now if you put it like that, many
progressives suck their teeth and feel uncomfortable. It’s not
as simple as that, they say. However, for the public it is.
That’s not to say you can’t add to it – as indeed we did with
‘tough on crime, tough on the causes of crime’, the New
Labour law and order slogan. The point is you can’t fudge
the basic position.


In the 1980s we went through unimaginable contortions
trying to shift from a position of unilateral nuclear disarmament
without explicitly saying so. To say so full-on was felt
to be too unpalatable to the party; so we hedged. As a result,
we just seemed incoherent; and therefore unsure; and therefore,
on defence, not to be trusted. We did the same on
industrial relations law. In fact, we did the same on the whole
panoply of Thatcher reforms. We didn’t want to say outright
that we would keep a fair proportion of them. Once I became
leader and said it, we got clarity on the basic policy position.
Then, for example, on industrial relations law we were able
to add things – a commitment to a minimum wage, to better
maternity rights, to workplace equality for women and part timers,
the right to join a union. But we could only do that
by making the first statement clearly.


      4. The positions have to fit a strategic definition of your basic politics.


Politics is a far more intellectual exercise than people ever
think. It’s not expressed like that, seen like that and it’s positively
risky to communicate it like that. But it is quite cerebral
in this sense. You will always end up with a strategic definition
of your overall political position. The question is therefore: do
you impose it on yourself or do your opponents do it for you?
At its most basic, this positioning divides into right, centre and
left. Now, I favour the centre for reasons I will give. But you
can’t escape fitting on that spectrum. Lots of progressive leaders
try to. They don’t like being bolted down. They want the freedom (and the loosening of the hard politics) to say: well
I’m left on this, right on that, etc. In my experience, it rarely
works. What is true is that, increasingly, successful leaders are
positioning themselves in the centre and beyond the traditional
left/right. But it’s amazing how many progressives end up being
positioned on the left (which is usually where Conservatives
want them) without ever really meaning to. Or, even more
common, they think using centrist language gets you round
the problem of leftist policies. It never does, because in the
end the policy positions matter and they will define the overall
strategic position. They have to be intellectually coherent. You
can proclaim that you have an attitude that likes business with
as much fervour as you can (as Labour did constantly); if the
policies don’t match up, then forget it.



      5. Good communications come from good policy.


One of the most common fallacies in politics is that you can
have great communications and lousy policy and win. You
can’t. People may admire the campaign, but it won’t prevent
defeat. The 1987 election was a classic of this genre, as Philip
relates. Owing to Peter Mandelson’s brilliance, the campaign
was stunning. We still lost by a landslide. By contrast, if you
look at New Labour in 1997 or Bill Clinton in 1992 and 1996
and Barack Obama in 2008, all had a defined product; and
then great communications worked brilliantly. Don’t misunderstand
me: strategy polling and communications are really
important. Philip was a near genius at it. But in 2010, once
Labour had lost its essential positioning and a cutting-edge
programme about the future, nothing was going to salvage it.



      6. Values are hugely important but they’re not the challenge for progressives.


This is a really tough one and I am not sure Philip and I
agree on it. Values matter. They are a badge of a party and leader’s identity. They rally and inspire. They are the reason
for the whole damn thing in the first place. But they’re rarely
the reason for rejecting the progressive choice. It’s nearly
always policy that defeats us.

This is in part because progressive values are popular.
Social justice, fairness, equality, community, solidarity – most
people subscribe to these values in societies like ours. So we
don’t have to spend a lot of time persuading people to share
those values, though we sometimes have to persuade people
we represent them.

However, the perennial failure of progressive politics is
when values get muddled with policy proscriptions. The
latter change with the times; the former shouldn’t. So the
way of achieving solidarity for the early twenty-first century
is bound to be radically different from that of the mid twentieth
century. This is why the European social model so
urgently needs reform. The progressives should be the ones
leading that reform. Very often they defend the status quo
and oppose the reform. The only way that progressive politics
will lead Europe right now is if we become the reformers.
By that I mean the reformers of the very ideas and institutions
we created.

A party should be constantly in search of new ideas that
help translate the values into practical, relevant and attractive
policy. This is not about uprooting principles but about the
courage to think.



      7. The best ideas today will often come from outside the party.


There’s much more of an open market in ideas today. They
will cross party lines and traditions. Their author will often
come from outside the political inner circle. I found in government
there was more creativity in business and the third sector
than in government; and in government itself and in the public
sector the creativity was often furthest away from the centre
or the top. Never once did I go on a visit to the grassroots of
a community or service and not come away with an idea.



In government, the time to search out and examine is
much less. In opposition, use the space and time to engage
with the real world, with its thinkers, the creators and originators
of new ways of looking at things, or solving problems.
Party structures and party policy-making should use the party
organisation as a base to reach out from, not a laager to be
contained in.

One of the most interesting things about today’s world is
the generation and exchange of ideas on a vastly greater scale
than in the years before the internet. Make use of it.


      8. People know that a leader is the leader of a party, but they distrust a leader who seems in thrall to it.


This doesn’t mean picking fights with the party. It means
simply this. The public always thinks of progressives as more
party people. They think of them as more idealistic and
sometimes more militant. They guess that if the party really
had its way it might be much more radical. So they need
the leader to be not just in charge, but with a concept of
their interest that is larger and broader than that of the party.
Put plainly, they want to know that they come first. This is
why the recent decision of Ed Miliband to insist on choosing
the shadow Cabinet is right.

In this book, Philip recounts the trouble Labour had with
this notion and it is really instructive. There was always a
sense that Labour leaders were transfixed between what they
really wanted to do and what they could do. Of course,
partly this is party management and all leaders including
me have done it. But when it comes to the big-ticket stuff
– defence, taxes, crime, foreign policy decisions of real
moment to the national interest – you have to assert the
position you believe in. What happens if you don’t is very
often not much noticed in opinion polls because you’re in
opposition and it doesn’t impact people’s lives directly. But
when the real poll approaches, it is remembered and you
are punished.



      9. The maxim ‘oppositions don’t win elections, governments lose them’ is wrong.


Actually the reverse can be true. Oppositions can lose elections.
They lose if they think the government doing badly is
enough for them to win. For progressives it usually isn’t.
The people need from us a positive programme and, as I
said earlier, a core strategic definition. Even if the government
programme is in difficulty they expect an alternative
programme. Put it like this: without a decent programme,
the opposition takes a huge risk. Also scandal on its own
doesn’t evict a government, unless it’s vast.

Wherever I find opposition parties talking of how such
and such a scandal will bring down the government, I’m
nearly always looking at a party about to lose. Scandal can
hurt; can help define a government; can, most of all, distract
and discombobulate a government. But before the public
change, especially if the alternative is a progressive party,
they want to know what they’re getting; and they will resist
obstinately any idea that the ‘scandal’ of the government
earns the opposition the right to govern in their stead. Sometimes
it’s true, Governments run into such difficulty that
merely by playing it safe you can win. But in the case of
progressives, even playing it safe requires a certain level of
positioning and definition.



      10. The centre or centre-left is where progressives do best.



There is a Holy Grail in progressive politics. It is that one
day the people will decide that they’ve seen the light and been
inspired to vote for radical left policies of a traditional sort.
We just need to remember that all King Arthur’s knights went
after the Holy Grail and they all failed except one. You may
be Sir Galahad, but it would be unwise to count on it. The
Unfinished Revolution is a text about the perils of such a quest.
I would argue that for all Labour’s history it was only when
it stood at the centre that it won. Some would argue Attlee’s government was ‘left’, but in fact many of its policies were
exactly where the centre of the day was located, especially
following the 1930s and the war, when a coalition government
was mapping out policies like the NHS before Labour enacted
them (and, by the way, in 1951 we seemed to have moved
from it and lost after only six years of government).


In the second decade of the twenty-first century, there are
even more reasons why the centre is best suited to progressives
and even to conservatives. People dislike ideology. They
fear unaccountable power, whether of state or of market.
They are less wedded to voting traditions. We won over two
hundred seats in 1983 and were saved for the future, despite
having a programme most of those voting for us disagreed
with. It won’t happen today.


The centre ground meets the prevailing mood of the
governed towards their government, actual or protective.
They put a high premium on competence and effectiveness.
They want things done. So they will back radical change if
they consider it necessary. But they want it conceived on the
basis of what works, not what is politically correct.

The centre is also where the aspiring working class and
the middle class tend to congregate and I believe that’s where
the elections are won. This can pose real challenges. If a
progressive party moves to the centre it can fi nd competition
developing to its left or in new parties like the Greens or
even single-issue parties. The question then is: do you sweep
up to the left or aim for the centre, with the risk of losing
some of that left? I think it’s best to aim for the centre: if
you take this ground, you corrode the right’s support; some
of that left will come with you anyway to win; and in any
event, you have a mandate that allows you to govern sensibly.
Tack to the left and you find you are never left enough; your
programme becomes a risk; and some of that left vote flakes
off.

None of this means that the centre is static, or that you
cannot build out from the left towards the centre. For
example, it could be argued that after the financial crisis,
and in an era of the squeezed middle class, people are much more prepared to accept an analysis and politics that start from a position to the left of New Labour. If this position
is articulated and chimes with the people, it then can be
added to in order to bring more obvious centre-ground
support, e.g. with the business community on board.


So I think in the post-2008 time it is possible to construct
a different alliance of support. Of course, it has to meet in
the place where people really are on issue, like tax and
welfare, not where we might wish them to be. But the centre
ground can shift, and if it does we can shift with it. That is
where Labour is now heading. It will pick up the votes of
disappointed Lib Dems in doing so.


The Lib Dems in the UK face a big problem. The old
SDP/Liberal split is re-emerging in a modern fashion. What
could stick together in opposition comes apart in government.
The simple truth is you can’t fight several elections to the
left of Labour and then end up in coalition with a Conservative
government pursuing Conservative policy. You try to
pretend it all adds up, get a few scraps here and there, but
its essential design flaw is blatant. After a time the people
who voted Lib Dem regard the flaw as at best evidence of
flakiness and at worst treachery.


So Labour has a strategic choice: do you go after voters
on the left of the Lib Dems who believed in their manifesto,
or those towards the centre who voted Lib Dem for all sorts
of reasons to do with dislike of other parties, but who will
happily trade policies?



      11. In today’s politics, issues of culture are important and progressives have to treat them with care.


As conventional highs of ideology over issues like state versus
market have subsided to more flat proportions, so those of
culture have risen. Take immigration. I’m in favour of immigration.
I believe Britain and Europe have benefited from it.
A portion of the concern about immigration is from people
with dubious attitudes. But it’s a big mistake to misunderstand the fact that for the largest portion it is a genuine worry
about losing identity through losing control. It’s not immigration
per se that worries most people. It’s immigration
without proper controls and therefore without a say over it.
If progressives get this issue wrong, they will pay a heavy
price. The right sometimes plays such issues ruthlessly. We
have to, as the lawyers say, ‘confess and avoid’, i.e. accept
the problem, propose a solution and then get the permission
to put the problem in context and defend lawful immigration.
Law and order has similar ramifications.

In opposition, Labour is now faced with a very tricky
balancing act. Again, a New Labour approach is the solution.
What’s the risk right now? It’s simple. The Tories claim that
‘multiculturalism’ has failed (joining Conservative colleagues
in France and Germany). This positions them well on the
right. Labour then splits between its liberal and its working class
voters; and ends up in no-man’s land.

In this context, the concept of Blue Labour is interesting.
It’s essentially an attempt to reposition Labour as the party
of traditional values – as some put it, faith, flag and family
(an inaccurate shorthand, but which kind of gets the general
idea). This produces its dialectical reaction from the liberal
or progressive wing that fears religion and nationalism as
guiding sentiments. 

How we deal with this goes back to what New Labour is
about. It is traditional values in a modern setting, as John
Prescott put it. Leave out either side of the equation and
the sum is immediately imbalanced. 

So, of course, we should be in favour of patriotism, and
support the family and certainly not be dismissive or derisive
about those with religious faith. But actually that’s not the
issue. The issue is: in a modern world what do you think
those notions mean? What’s the contemporary not traditional
translation? 

I would argue today that to be anti-Europe is not to be
patriotic. In the modern world Britain needs Europe. I don’t
make that case because I think supporting the national
interest is somehow out of date. I make it because, in the twenty-first century with the new emerging powers like China
and India, with populations twenty times ours, it is not
practical for the UK to wield power and influence without
the weight of Europe behind us.

On immigration the issue is again simple: it is immigration
we can’t control. It’s illegal immigration, asylum claims that
are bogus and the legal rules that mean that even if someone
is threatening us we have to keep them here. It is the putting
of such people before those legitimately here in respect of
things like housing and benefits. This is where we need
strong, convincing policy.

But it would be utterly tragic and, by the way, useless
politics to let this trend into ‘immigration is a bad thing’. It
isn’t. Properly controlled, it’s a good thing; in fact, an essential
thing for a nation like Britain that needs constantly to
replenish its intellectual capital. It is just that in the modern
world, with its waves of economic migration vastly greater
than ever before, you need to control it, to be in charge of it.

People forget that in 2005 the Tories sought to build the
campaign explicitly around immigration. It failed because
we took it head on. We agreed it was a problem, proposed
a solution and accused them of exploiting the problem not
dealing with it. The charge struck home.

Likewise with the family; we should support families and
stand up for marriage – but point out always that we live in
2011 not 1911. We did a huge amount for families: Sure
Start, childcare, better maternity and paternity rights, and I
would also include civil partnerships. But we recognised that
the traditional family unit is less common today. That’s a
fact. It won’t be reversed. It’s not only in Britain. The key
thing is for us to be resolute in promoting responsibility.
That’s actually what people want. Parents accepting responsibility
for looking after their children. Children taught respect
and proper behaviour. People encouraged to look after their
own parents with dignity. It’s not white blokes with bowler
hats or overalls, while Mrs busies herself as a dutiful housewife
and knows her limits. I’m not saying there’s not a market
for this, just that it’s not one that should interest us.


Dealing with these issues in a true New Labour ‘Third
Way’ fashion is the only way to resolve what is otherwise an
irresolvable conundrum: that Labour’s working-class and
middle-class voters often think different things. The approach
set out here allows each to gain some recognition for their
view and to find common ground. Most important of all, it
is a position that is right in principle.



      12. Being in power is the real politics.


The worst thing about opposition is its impotence. To begin
with, opposition has a certain appeal. After you learn its
tricks – especially how to clamber aboard bandwagons and
accelerate them – it can even have the illusion of actual
power. You can set the agenda, have the run of the media,
put the government on the ropes – at least from time to time
– and generally have quite a good time of it. But it always
is an illusion of power, not the real thing. After a time it
palls, and then, if you are serious about politics, grates and
irritates.

Government is a hundred times tougher but a thousand
times more satisfying. Look back at 1997–2010, and you
may still only recall the end, with all its bitterness and defeat.
Over time, however, the achievements are clear and they are
real – real in their effects on people’s lives, real in the change
in the country, real politics. Think of the minimum wage;
the huge cuts in hospital waiting times; the improvements
in schools; the fall in crime; and a stack of things from a
successful Olympic bid to civil partnerships to peace in
Northern Ireland. Think of the relief of poverty of pensioners
and how it used to dominate the news every winter and of
the families who saw the support for children doubled. We
can agree or disagree on Iraq or Afghanistan or Kosovo. But
the country counted and in the creation of the Department
for International Development and the trebling of its aid
budget, we led the world in development policy. Most of all,
by governing for twice as long as the previous longest Labour
government, the Tories were forced to change and to pretend
as much continuity as dislocation of policy. So, however
beguiling, never forget what matters. Not passing resolutions
or winning debates; but taking power and changing lives for
the better.



      13. The rhythm of government is a different rhythm from opposition.



We took too long to change rhythm on taking office in 1997.
The rhythm of opposition is like permanent salsa; that of
government an extended symphony, with a different pace for
the different movements. In opposition, you wake up and ask:
‘What shall I say today?’ In government, you ask: ‘What shall
I do today?’ The impact of the saying is immediate. The impact
of the doing is only apparent over time. I learnt as government
progressed that the day-to-day news coverage mattered much
less than laying down deep themes of objectives and achievement.
You think, when in the middle of it all, that the public
is imbibing each drop of political soap opera, shenanigans and
scandal. They’re not. On occasion they will drink deeply. But
most of the time they’re taking the odd sip.

However, on the big picture – their lives, the country, its
direction – they form a view that is surprisingly untouched
by the transient and surprisingly registers what matters.


      14. Optimism and hope inspire.


When you get on a plane, the last thing you want to see is
a depressed pilot. You want someone upbeat, with something
to live for! So even when attacking the government in charge,
it’s vital to give people a sense of lift, a sense that the future,
whatever its challenges, is not without hope. The most brilliant
example of this recently was of course Barack Obama.
But actually, if you go through most successful campaigns,
an appeal to optimism and the better self is part of it all.


This is especially important for progressives. Progressive
folk don’t get motivated just by the thought of being in
power. For them, rightly, there has to be a higher purpose.
That purpose is based on a world view that is essentially
optimistic. We tend to believe in the best of human nature,
our idealism makes us think all problems can be solved, our
spirit is young not old. We are not world-weary or cynical.
We are the preachers of possibility.


After thirteen years leading the Labour Party and ten years
as Prime Minister, I still feel like that. I remain essentially
optimistic. I believe in trying to change the world not manage
it. I think there are no problems humanity cannot solve if it
has the will and the belief. My experience of politics in
opposition and government has altered; my policy proscriptions
in 2011 are rather distant from those of 1981, but my
disposition to hope rather than despair has, if anything,
increased. I’ve seen politics work, in the poorest places of
Africa and in the highest councils of global politics. Not
always, not persistently; but enough for me to know politics
can deliver, does deliver and is infinitely better than resignation
to the blankness of indifference. In 2011, one million
people will die of malaria in Africa. We can prevent it. I
predict that in a decade we will. We should have done it
sooner. But we will do it. Not by sitting there idle, but by
acting in outrage and compassion at so many lives wasted.
A decade ago, hundreds of thousands more were dying of
HIV/AIDs. Many fewer now. It didn’t happen by chance,
but by choice.


So we can make those choices and we should. That is what
politics is about. That is the true story behind The Unfinished
Revolution. We made the choices to obtain power, we made
the choices in power. In doing so we contributed, in ways
large and small, to progress.



      Tony Blair
London, August 2011



   


      
      

      
      ‘We are communal histories; communal books.’
MICHAEL ONDAATJE, The English Patient
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      INTRODUCTION: THE LAND THAT
LABOUR FORGOT
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      Suburban dreams

      
      As a boy I used to walk around my garden planning political campaigns. Some of the earliest books I can remember reading were
         David Butler’s Nuffield election studies. Among the first thoughts I can remember were why Labour was on the left and the
         Conservatives on the right; why Labour was red, the Conservatives blue.
      

      
      I knew that I was Labour, but I had little idea why. I never had any doubt that it was the right party. I was born with it.
         Equally, I had a visceral opposition to Conservatives and Conservatism. I am not sure where these feelings came from, but
         I know I had them at a very early age. My parents were Christians, and I drew my values from them: compassion; an instinctive
         support for the underdog; a sense that all people are born with equal intrinsic worth. But I was torn by contradiction: I
         wanted to protect the poor yet I wanted talent to soar; I wanted fairness yet I wanted aspiration to be uncapped.
      

      
      I was not calm about all this, I was obsessed.

      
      As time passed it did not get easier. I wanted to know why Labour supported a liberal society and the Conservatives supported a liberal economy. I wore the grass out on this one. I
         simply could not understand why liberalism was right in one place and wrong in another. I could not make sense of politics,
         but I knew that politics was at the heart of my life.
      

      
      I can remember the shame that touched my family when Suez was invaded by the British in 1956, and the shadow of fear we felt
         when Hungary was invaded by the Russians.
      

      
      I can remember being stunned when the Conservatives triumphed in the General Election of 1959.

      
      I can remember the excitement of early television coverage of general elections flickering through on our black-and-white
         screens.
      

      
      I can remember the words of John F. Kennedy at his inauguration, and thinking: how could anything so beautiful come to be
         written? Who did it? How was it done?
      

      
      When Hugh Gaitskell died I worried about who would be the best leader for Labour. I backed Wilson because I was confident
         that he would win, but I was not sure about his politics.
      

      
      When Labour won in 1964 I felt a thrill of excitement that has never left me. I remember the pride I felt at putting Labour
         stickers on my school bag, and in the windows of my home.
      

      
      I remember joining the Labour Party in the spring of 1965, when I was fifteen; going to my first Labour Party meeting in the
         small detached modern home of Terry Molloy in Highclere Gardens in Knaphill; forgetting about my O-levels and doing nothing
         much for a year but canvass for the second Wilson election.
      

      
      I remember my first contact with the ‘Reading system’ of canvassing, which I never understood then and still don’t now. I
         remember knocking on door after door and trying to persuade people to vote Labour, all the time thinking: why are people so
         unsure, why don’t they want to vote Labour?
      

      
      Above all, I remember the night of 31 March 1966, when Labour won its majority of 96. I remember the exhilaration of the result,
         sitting high on the balcony watching the count below, but I also remember Cranley Onslow – the soon-to-be re-elected Conservative MP – telling me that if Wilson was given enough
         rope ‘he will hang himself’. I privately thought he was silly, but he proved to be right. Labour would not form another majority
         government for thirty-one years, confounding Wilson’s ambition and becoming the natural party of opposition.
      

      
      The people Labour betrayed

      
      I learned my politics where I grew up, around the small town of Woking in Surrey. Not in great northern cities, the Welsh
         valleys or crumbling urban estates. Not in places with great political traditions and dramatic folklore.
      

      
      I learned my politics in an unexceptional suburban town where most people were neither privileged nor deprived, but nearly
         everybody was struggling to get by – which was not pretty, and grew uglier – where people lived in unassuming council estates
         or in tiny semi-detached houses, where university was out of the question for most and where nearly everyone went to secondary-modern
         schools.
      

      
      I did not have a deprived upbringing. I had an ordinary upbringing, born and brought up in a twilight suburbia, where post-war
         council estates nestled alongside small, detached, red-brick Victorian villas.
      

      
      The party I loved instinctively was to betray the people who lived here, its natural supporters: ordinary people with suburban
         dreams who worked hard to improve their homes and their lives; to get gradually better cars, washing machines and televisions;
         to go on holiday in Spain rather than Bournemouth. These people wanted sensible, moderate policies which conformed to their
         understanding and their daily lives.
      

      
      Labour became a party enslaved by dogma: it supported unilateral disarmament, immediate withdrawal from the Common Market,
         nationalisation of the twenty-five largest companies, and marginal taxation rates at 93 per cent. It abandoned the centre
         ground of British politics and camped out on the margins, forlorn and useless, offering a miasma of extremism, dogmatism, intolerance
         and wilful elitism which put the hopes and dreams of ordinary people last.
      

      
      I remember having dinner in 1983 with Michael Foot and his wife, Jill Craigie. They could not understand why the Labour Party
         had lost the election that June. Labour had offered education, choices and opportunities, but the people had turned on them.
         They read the Sun and abandoned the Labour Party. Yet it was not the people who had betrayed Labour, but Labour who had betrayed the people.
         The failures and convulsions of the late 1970s and early 1980s were so bitter as to disqualify Labour from power for a generation.
         Even in the 1997 General Election, an overseas observer of a focus group in Putney said to me, ‘What did you do to these people
         that they fear you so much?’
      

      
      Labour had failed to understand that the old working class was becoming a new middle class: aspiring, consuming, choosing
         what was best for themselves and their families. They had outgrown crude collectivism and left it behind in the supermarket
         car-park. I knew this, because they were my life.
      

      
      The land meets the sea

      
      I was born in 1950 in Beddington, south London, into a family with huge qualities but little ambition. This now seems derogatory;
         it was not then. My parents, both teachers, wanted to do what was right, not what was aspirational.
      

      
      My father was not tall, about five foot nine, but he had a big voice and a strong presence. He could easily command a large
         audience, but was always nervous when he did it. As a child he was beautiful, and as a young man classically handsome, but
         he was never tidy and allowed his hair, first blond and then white, to flop carelessly around his forehead. It was always
         too long. His shoes were never quite clean, his suits dishevelled, and his glasses often held together with a paper-clip.
      

      
      He favoured ingenious solutions to household problems: handles were attached to doors by unlikely combinations of matchsticks and rubber-bands, shelves would be fixed with a pencil
         stuck in a wall. These temporary solutions, apparently too unstable to survive the day, would last for years. He was like
         this not out of laziness or lack of aptitude, but simply because he did not care about the ordinary workings of physical things.
         All he cared about were his work, his family and his mission. And his mission was clear: to use his skills as a teacher to
         transform the lives of the children in his care.
      

      
      He was born in 1913 in a large, detached Victorian house in the centre of Ringwood, near Bournemouth, the son of a mobile
         tailor who travelled the New Forest measuring and making clothes. I remember him with a tape-measure always around his neck.
         My father was in every respect a country boy, swimming in the fast, clear water of the Hampshire Avon and able to catch trout
         with his bare hands. In summer he played cricket among bemused New Forest ponies in Carvers, the great playing field that
         extended beyond the rambling garden of his house, and in winter he played football. A local newspaper headline of the day
         read: ‘GOLDEN GOULD SCORES AGAIN’.
      

      
      He went to high school in Brockenhurst and then to teacher-training college in Winchester. His life, and his father’s life
         before him, were centred on the New Forest. His politics were nonconformist, individualist, Liberal. Although he later joined
         the Labour Party, he did so only out of pity, for I had become a rather hapless secretary of my local party; desperate for
         members, I begged him to help.
      

      
      He was a fine and talented man who would have made a success of any career he chose. But he chose to serve people, and in
         particular children, whom he loved. For him, to be a teacher was the summit of his ambition. It was something to strive towards,
         something to become. He was totally committed to the concept of public service: he believed that you did things not to make
         money, but because they were right; you existed to make a contribution and to serve the public.
      

      
      
      He started teaching on the Herbert Morrison estate in St Helier, Mitcham, which gave him his first taste of urban deprivation.
         Unable to serve in the war because he had lost all of one lung and a good part of the other to TB, he taught in makeshift
         air-raid shelters as enemy bombers raided south London. He met my mother during the war when he was bombed out of his digs
         and arrived, unannounced and homeless, to be a lodger at her mother’s house. They were married as the war ended in 1945, and
         then went to Barnsley for his next teaching post before returning to Beddington, where he took up his first headship at the
         tiny Church of England primary school. They lived in a house attached to the school, where I was born.
      

      
      My mother was Dutch. Her father, an artist and a Communist, lived on a houseboat in Amsterdam. They moved to England before
         the war and she went to school in south London, before training to be a teacher in Chichester. She was tall and gangling,
         but attractive, when young; her style was fresh, clean and wind-swept. She too put service first, always wanting to teach,
         to contribute, but if my father’s watchword was duty, hers would have been compassion. She was softer than him, more romantic
         about life, more optimistic about the human condition – not an English pragmatist, but a continental idealist. Her bookshelves
         were full of bright orange early editions of the Left Book Club. She liked ideas, she loved politics. She was a socialist.
      

      
      Whatever the strange pull of destiny that brought together this odd mixture of Hampshire and Holland, it worked. He, rooted
         in the Hampshire countryside; she, by the waters of the Dutch canals. He, the land; she, the sea. It was not an easy marriage
         because both were so ill so often; she adored him and he loved her, but he was exasperated and eventually worn out by her
         constant sickness.
      

      
      She was ill from an early age, with a degenerative condition of the brain which we never fully understood. My father said
         that when I was a child she would wander off and leave me to cry. My first brutal encounter with her illness came when she
         stumbled into our kitchen, her face covered with blood, her left hand crushed after tripping on the gravel outside. This was the first stage in an odyssey of illness which hung over my childhood and a
         large part of my adult life.
      

      
      Periodically she would have fits, when she would lose consciousness and her breathing would slow alarmingly. Gradually she
         spent longer periods in hospital, the longest being at the Atkinson Morley Hospital in Wimbledon, which specialised in diseases
         of the brain. There, she lay in bed next to a woman who for no apparent reason, and without warning, had lost the use of her
         mind. Her husband came to visit her each night, desperately upset that he could no longer speak to his wife, and she looked
         back, her eyes small seas of panic as the words no longer came. Overnight she had become a vegetable. This was my first contact
         with hidden tragedy; a subterranean world of blameless people whose lives had been wrecked without warning.
      

      
      My mother died on 24 June 1972 at three o’clock in the morning. I saw her last the night before, when she was gasping for
         her final breath. She held my hand and I said the wrong thing, that I would always love her, for it added to her panic. Somehow
         she turned to me and managed to say, ‘Whatever you do, look after your father.’ I said I would, and I did. These were the
         last words she spoke to me, probably the last words she ever spoke. They came back to haunt me as he fought cancer during
         the General Election of 1992.
      

      
      My father gave me duty, my mother idealism. They gave me both the land and the sea.

      
      A New Labour childhood

      
      In 1954 we moved to Byfleet and then in 1957 to Brookwood, part of the borough of Woking. My father was head teacher at the
         Knaphill primary school, which I attended and where I was happy, although a little in the shadow of my flame-haired, ferociously
         successful elder sister Jill. Our summers were spent in caravans at Highcliffe or Poole, or in my grandfather’s house, playing
         in Carvers and sleeping in huge down beds, fishing in the same fast Avon waters which my father had swum in forty years before.
      

      
      The only black cloud looming on the horizon was the 11-plus, which I had to take and was expected to pass. Every day, it seemed,
         the exam was mentioned, with assurances that I would do well. However, it was clear to me that my parents were bluffing and
         they were inwardly terrified I would fail. I was dyslexic and struggled at school. I was inundated with extra homework, old
         exam papers and tests to assess my intelligence. I refused to do any of it, resigned to my fate.
      

      
      The day of the exam was awful. I walked into the room physically shaking, took one look at the paper and saw nothing but a
         blur. It was completely incomprehensible. I went home to lunch despondent but not desperate, determined to fight back in the
         afternoon, only to be greeted by my parents – my mother in tears, my father ashen – telling me I had failed already. I hated
         myself; I hated the system.
      

      
      My father tried to persuade me to let him find a better school than the one I was now resigned to, but I stood by my emerging
         egalitarianism and insisted that I should go to the same secondary modern as all the other children. At the time this gesture
         seemed commendable; now it seems priggish. Either way, this was the school from hell.
      

      
      First, everybody there knew they were a failure; already life had made its initial choices, and we were in the second division
         and not the first. Second, this was a secondary-modern school pretending to be a public school. The headmaster, a Mr Barnes,
         flounced around wearing his Oxford gown and addressed us daily as though we were at Eton. Life was playing a cruel trick on
         us: shunted into the bottom drawer, we were put into four houses – Raleigh, Langton, Grenville and Balfour – and were expected to conform to the conventions and prejudices of a genteel public
         school buried in the leafy lanes of Berkshire.
      

      
      Third, there was the sadism. The extent of the corporal punishment is hard to exaggerate. It was like an epidemic. Boys were
         caned in classrooms, in rooms behind classrooms, in lockers, in the hallway. We were caned individually, in groups, outdoors,
         indoors, upstairs, downstairs. Whole classes were lined up in front of fences for a collective caning. And if the teachers
         were bad, the boys were worse. I still remember one boy in particular who acted like a young sociopath, beating me up on the
         bus on the way home from school each night.
      

      
      Then there was metalwork. Metalwork was at the heart of the school’s rationale, preparing people for life not through using
         their minds, but through using their hands, and we spent two full mornings a week doing it. Mostly, we filed, but sometimes
         we were allowed to use the lathe. Always it was grindingly, gruesomely boring. One of my favourite lines of poetry remains
         Henry Reed’s ‘Japonica glistens like coral in all of the neighbouring gardens, / And today we have naming of parts.’1 But that was about the waste and frustration of a few weeks’ military training. For most people in our metalwork class, if
         the school had its way, this was a sentence for life. My friends and I endured the misery of these lessons thinking, ‘So,
         this is it, then.’ Whenever I hear people talk about vocational schools as opposed to academic schools I still shudder. Most
         of those who claim to believe in vocational education wouldn’t send their own children anywhere near it.
      

      
      When I was fourteen I was taken to the Royal Aircraft Establishment at Farnborough and shown a great open space that seemed
         to be just one vast metalwork lesson, full of people filing and lathing and assembling and measuring. The teacher with us
         looked around with pride and said, ‘If you do really well in your O-levels, this will be your future.’ And Farnborough was
         for the children who did well. God only knows what the school had in mind for the majority who would pass no exams. I was
         horrified: I was looking at the rest of my life. I decided then and there to fail my O-levels and escape, which I did.
      

      
      I do not mean to disparage those who work in places like the Royal Aircraft metalworks, or their contemporary equivalents;
         quite the opposite: I admire them. The people I disparage are those who fail to respect the struggle and tedium of most people’s lives, which are dominated by work that is boring, unfulfilling
         and increasingly insecure.
      

      
      At school I learned to respect people’s basic impulse to work hard and try to get on. I began to understand the common-sense
         responses of ‘ordinary’ people. I developed sympathy for hard-nosed attitudes on crime and defence. David Owen, in his book
         Time to Declare, describes how, as a student working on a building site, he came to respect the tough, uncompromising views on defence of
         his fellow workers.2 This sounds condescending, but Owen was right. I developed a strong populist sense at a very early age that the opinions
         of the majority should be taken seriously.
      

      
      Whenever I hear people being criticised for their blinkered and reactionary views on crime, or welfare, or aversion to paying
         taxes, I always ask silently: have you known the dreadful, repetitive tedium of manual work, not just for the long university
         holidays, but for life; lived in cramped houses, in communities where walking the streets late at night is not a safe option;
         known the cancerous insecurity of work as clerks or office administrators, not poor, but never safe, and always worrying about
         the cost of providing for your family?
      

      
      I sat in the shadow Cabinet room as the self-interest and materialism that was gripping the electorate in the 1980s was described
         during a polling presentation. I heard the tut-tutting of disdain from the assembled advisers and officials and thought to
         myself: you all live in big, comfortable houses, have Tuscan holidays and drive large cars. What do you know about the way
         ordinary people live?
      

      
      The secondary modern lacked any ambition for its children. I was told that I did not have the ability to take A-levels. I
         remember talking to my friends in what purported to be the school library and somebody started to talk about university, explaining
         that it was a place where people like us, who attended a school like ours, never went. I had no idea what university was,
         but I was determined to go. Eventually I managed it, but almost no one else did, although nearly everybody in the upper streams was quite capable of doing so. The potential that this school, and others like it, killed
         or maimed was nothing short of educational genocide. That is why I abhor selection at the age of eleven, but also why I abhor
         the potential that is still being wasted by a comprehensive system that was so badly flawed in design and execution.
      

      
      The best thing about school was my friends. Most of them were tough kids: Thatcher’s children, although they did not know
         it yet. John Huntley was sensitive and intelligent and wanted to become a vet; in fact, he became a scientist. He was my fishing and country friend. Most nights we would cycle off after school and find some hidden place to fish, hoping to forget
         the day. He had the misfortune to be the first in our class to be caned for something he did not do.
      

      
      The rest of my friends were tough-minded and thick-skinned. Roger Gosden, the son of a carpenter; William Mitchell, a plumber’s
         son; John Stuartson, whose father worked in a factory; Barry Williams, the son of a soldier. These were not privileged boys,
         not middle-class. They were what would now be called skilled working-class. They should automatically have been Labour supporters,
         but they were not, because their fathers all wanted to get on. Roger’s dad was endlessly improving his house, adding odd bits
         and pieces to it that did not really work. They would buy and test the latest offerings of the emerging consumer society.
         They were beginning to take holidays abroad.
      

      
      And they were tough about their politics. Every political judgement they made was rooted in hard, uncompromising common sense.
         With Brett Robinson, the son of a civil servant, I canvassed the whole of Woking, or so it felt, for the 1966 General Election.
         The tiny, grim, forbidding red-brick houses of Goldsworth; the bigger villas further from the centre of the town; the massive
         over-spill council estate of Sheerwater; the mishmash of suburban housing in Knaphill and Brookwood. Housing that was not
         pleasing to the eye because each owner, like Roger Gosden’s dad, had tried to put their own stamp on it: small porches erected
         incongruously over front doors; cheap modern windows clashing with Victorian red-brick walls; different shades of paint which
         owed no allegiance to the house next door; little extras stuck on to make the houses look better, but making them much worse.
      

      
      Even then their owners were tough on crime, tough on welfare, tough on the Soviet Union. They were fiercely patriotic, as
         was I. But in the course of their lives they had felt an almost tangible sense of British decline: the great post-war British
         confidence and achievements were ebbing away. They believed in fair reward for hard work; in responsibility; in standing on
         your own two feet. They wanted to get on, and they wanted a better life. Given the life they had, this was not surprising.
         They were early recruits to the new middle class. They might just have voted Labour in 1966, but it was easy to feel the aspirational
         appeal of the Conservatives. These were the voices, of my friends and their families, which the left stopped listening to.
         They were to become the new voice of Britain.
      

      
      By this time I was enthralled by politics and would spend hours arguing with my friends: arguing for Labour, for fairness,
         for compassion, for society. This was grinding work – my compassionate values clashing uncomfortably with their hard-nosed
         ambition and unsentimental view of the world.
      

      
      It was in this tension – between my soft, inner world of decency, fairness and compassion and my hard, outer world of tough-minded
         working-class aspiration – that my politics began to be formed. Tough and tender; strong but fair. Already I was becoming
         a New Labour child.
      

      
      Competing trajectories

      
      I left school at sixteen with one O-level in geography. The Friday flogger, Tom Lee, begged me to stay, but I was away, and
         never again – with one exception thirty years later – did I feel a breath of freedom like the one that night when I walked
         home from school.
      

      
      
      Already I was obsessed with politics. I loved canvassing and telling, and attending tiny political meetings addressed by the
         local Labour candidate, Michael Downing, in deserted church halls. I loved the posters we used to put up, and the leaflets
         we put through doors. After Harold Wilson won in 1966, I attended the vast rally in the Royal Albert Hall which Wilson addressed
         and where Kevin McNamara was introduced after his stunning victory in Hull. But even though I loved it, I thought it could
         never be my life: that was for others, always on the other side of the television screen.
      

      
      Instead, without any prospects, I decided to join the 1960s. I knew it was happening, and I wanted to be part of it. There
         was scarcely a political demonstration or rock concert I did not try to attend, a peripheral figure wanting to be part of
         the times. In Swansea I tried to disrupt the Springboks’ rugby tour by running on to the pitch, but made it only to the perimeter
         fence; at demonstrations in Grosvenor Square I joined in enthusiastically, from the back; in Bath and on the Isle of Wight
         I sat in the mud and heard distant groans, and thought, ‘Why am I here?’ I joined Community Service Volunteers, working first
         in Pontefract with delinquent children, and then in Camberwell with recidivists recently released from long prison sentences.
         But the people at CSV thought I was using voluntary service as a substitute for life and threw me out. I was seventeen, with
         one O-level and no money.
      

      
      I had no obvious prospects, but I still had a dream – a dream of going to university, that place the boys at school had talked
         about. It took me months of Saturdays poring over prospectuses in Guildford Library to find out that the new University of
         Sussex accepted students with no O-levels, as long as they had A-levels. I pounced, persuading the East London College that
         I needed a couple of A-levels to become a social worker. Three years later, with four A-levels and still only one O-level,
         I got into Sussex.
      

      
      At a stroke, my life changed. The clouds parted and the sun came out. I studied politics, learned almost nothing, developed
         few new political ideas and refused to sit many of the exams, but this at last was the beginning of life. I dutifully attended
         Das Kapital reading classes but soon gave up. I knew that capitalism would not lead to revolution, and thought that this was a good thing.
         I rejected the diatribes of the student Marxists as mad nonsense, completely unconnected to the life I knew. Yet it was the
         International Socialists and the International Marxist Group who dominated student politics at university. In the face of
         their rantings I defended bourgeois democracy, even going on Sussex University television to defend the right of the Conservative
         MP Andrew Bowden to speak on campus. I thought free speech was indivisible and I did not believe that liberty should be so
         easily tossed away. I was still not fully sure what I believed in, but I knew it was not that. I managed a reasonable degree
         at Sussex, but I had learned little.
      

      
      At the London School of Economics, where I completed my Master’s degree in political theory, it was different. Here I was
         taught personally by Michael Oakeshott, the conservative philosopher. I studied Hegel, and for the first time found a system
         of ideas with which I felt comfortable. I liked Hegel for his concept of the dialectic. I was captivated by the idea of an
         identity evolving through contradiction and negation: ‘To be what it really is, it must become what it is not.’3

      
      Hegel helped me to resolve the paradox that had consumed my early life: the clash between the competing claims of the individual
         and the collective. I had explored the
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