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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurOn the street, which was ankle-deep in discarded fast-food wrappings, I saw a woman 
who had pulled down her slacks and tied a pair of plastic breasts to her bare buttocks, while a man crawled 

after her on the sidewalk, licking them. At midnight along this street with the sound of rock music pounding 
insistently out of club doors presided over by steroid-inflated bouncers, among men vomiting into the gutters 
I saw children as young as six, unattended by adults, waiting for their parents to emerge from their nocturnal 

recreations.The doctor and consultant psychiatrist Theodore Dalrymple looks at Great Britain - the nation 
which produced Newton and Darwin, Shakespeare and Dickens, David Hume and Adam Smith - and 
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marvels at what it has become.Its inner cities and council estates are places where 'the whole gamut of 
human folly, wickedness, and misery may be perused at leisure... abortions procured by abdominal kung fu; 
children who have children; women abandoned by the father of their child a month before or a month after 
delivery; insensate jealousy; serial stepfatherhood that leads to sexual and physical abuse of children on a 
mass scale.'This timeless and beautifully-written collection of essays, looking at the collapse of the British 
way of life from an unashamedly conservative perspective, lays the blame squarely on the shoulders of the 
liberal intellectuals, who tend 'not to mean quite what they say, and express themselves more to flaunt the 
magnanimity of their intentions than to propagate truth.'When a well-known criminologist wrote that "the 
normalisation of drug use is parallelled by the normalisation of crime", and criminal behaviour no longer 

required special explanation, he surely didnt mean that he wouldnt mind if his own children started to shoot 
up heroin or rob old ladies in the street. Nor would he be indifferent to the intrusion of burglars into his own 

house.But, of course, it is the poor who are mugged and burgled, not the criminologists.The mans 
complacency was by no means unusual. A few days earlier I had met a publisher for lunch, and the subject 
of the general level of culture and education in England came up. The publisher is a cultivated man, widely 

read and deeply attached to literature, but I had difficulty in convincing him that there were grounds for 
concern. That illiteracy and innumeracy were widespread did not worry him in the least, because he claimed 

they had always been just as widespread. (The fact that we now spent four times as much per head on 
education as we did 50 years ago and were therefore entitled to expect rising rates of literacy and numeracy 
at the very least did not in the slightest knock him off his perch.) He simply did not believe me when I told 
him that nine of ten young people between the ages of 16 and 20 whom I met in my practice could not read 

with facility and were incapable of multiplying six by nine, or that out of several hundreds of them I had 
asked when the Second World War took place, only three knew the answer. He replied smoothly almost 
without the need to think, as if he had rehearsed the argument many times that his own son, age seven, 
already knew the dates of the war. The trouble is, he said in all seriousness, your sample is biased. True 

enough: everyones experience is founded upon a biased sample. But it didnt occur to him to doubt whether 
his sample of one, the son of a publisher living in a neighbourhood where houses usually cost more than 

800,000 really constituted a refutation of my experience of hundreds of cases, an experience borne out by all 
serious research into the matter.Have you actually ever met any of the kind of people Im talking about? I 
asked him.Life at the Bottom is full of insight, knowledge and mordant humour, and is a true classic by a 
great modern writer.From Publishers WeeklyFilled with poignant stories of women and men trapped in 

destructive behaviors and environments, this volume puts forth a vision of the modern world and of 
intellectualized modernism as hell but offers few concrete or theoretical solutions. Dalrymple, a noted 

conservative columnist in London's the Spectator, collects pieces he wrote for the conservative City Journal, 
using his own work as a physician in British slums and prisons as fodder for an analysis of the underclass: 

"not poor... by the standards of human history" but trapped in "a special wretchedness" from which it cannot 
emerge. Most of his patients put their violence in the passive: the murderer who says "the knife went in" as 
though he had no control; the man who beat his girlfriend and then exclaimed, " `I totally regret everything 

that happen' [sic] as if... [it] were a typhoon in the East Indies." The fault, Dalrymple asserts, is not bad 
environments, but a pervasive liberal view and agenda that creates "passive, helpless victims," encourages 

the idea that the acceptance of "unconscious motivations for one's acts" obviates personal responsibility, and 
the "widespread acceptance of social determinism." Dalrymple makes many astute observations on British 

social attitudes about wealth, the tattooing of white youths and urban redevelopment, and his writing is 
graceful and often witty. But his main points get hammered home too quickly and too often. His critique of 

liberalism and the welfare state, while sometimes provocative, is spelled out in the introduction and repeated 
again and again. While Dalrymple is preaching to the converted, his vivid writing and often heartbreaking 

stories rise above his deeply felt but repetitive social analysis. Copyright 2001 Cahners Business 
Information, Inc.Prsentation de l'diteurOn the street, which was ankle-deep in discarded fast-food wrappings, 
I saw a woman who had pulled down her slacks and tied a pair of plastic breasts to her bare buttocks, while a 

man crawled after her on the sidewalk, licking them. At midnight along this street with the sound of rock 
music pounding insistently out of club doors presided over by steroid-inflated bouncers, among men 

vomiting into the gutters I saw children as young as six, unattended by adults, waiting for their parents to 
emerge from their nocturnal recreations.The doctor and consultant psychiatrist Theodore Dalrymple looks at 
Great Britain - the nation which produced Newton and Darwin, Shakespeare and Dickens, David Hume and 

Adam Smith - and marvels at what it has become.Its inner cities and council estates are places where 'the 



whole gamut of human folly, wickedness, and misery may be perused at leisure... abortions procured by 
abdominal kung fu; children who have children; women abandoned by the father of their child a month 

before or a month after delivery; insensate jealousy; serial stepfatherhood that leads to sexual and physical 
abuse of children on a mass scale.'This timeless and beautifully-written collection of essays, looking at the 

collapse of the British way of life from an unashamedly conservative perspective, lays the blame squarely on 
the shoulders of the liberal intellectuals, who tend 'not to mean quite what they say, and express themselves 

more to flaunt the magnanimity of their intentions than to propagate truth.'When a well-known criminologist 
wrote that "the normalisation of drug use is parallelled by the normalisation of crime", and criminal 

behaviour no longer required special explanation, he surely didnt mean that he wouldnt mind if his own 
children started to shoot up heroin or rob old ladies in the street. Nor would he be indifferent to the intrusion 

of burglars into his own house.But, of course, it is the poor who are mugged and burgled, not the 
criminologists.The mans complacency was by no means unusual. A few days earlier I had met a publisher 

for lunch, and the subject of the general level of culture and education in England came up. The publisher is 
a cultivated man, widely read and deeply attached to literature, but I had difficulty in convincing him that 
there were grounds for concern. That illiteracy and innumeracy were widespread did not worry him in the 

least, because he claimed they had always been just as widespread. (The fact that we now spent four times as 
much per head on education as we did 50 years ago and were therefore entitled to expect rising rates of 

literacy and numeracy at the very least did not in the slightest knock him off his perch.) He simply did not 
believe me when I told him that nine of ten young people between the ages of 16 and 20 whom I met in my 

practice could not read with facility and were incapable of multiplying six by nine, or that out of several 
hundreds of them I had asked when the Second World War took place, only three knew the answer. He 

replied smoothly almost without the need to think, as if he had rehearsed the argument many times that his 
own son, age seven, already knew the dates of the war. The trouble is, he said in all seriousness, your sample 
is biased. True enough: everyones experience is founded upon a biased sample. But it didnt occur to him to 

doubt whether his sample of one, the son of a publisher living in a neighbourhood where houses usually cost 
more than 800,000 really constituted a refutation of my experience of hundreds of cases, an experience 

borne out by all serious research into the matter.Have you actually ever met any of the kind of people Im 
talking about? I asked him.Life at the Bottom is full of insight, knowledge and mordant humour, and is a 

true classic by a great modern writer. 


