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	It's the fifth anniversary of the Tallrite Blog.  157 issues and 989 posts later, it remains proudly “ill-informed and objectionable”, as well as the only weekly blog that I have ever come across.
How long will it continue?  I have no idea.


· Forgotten Lessons of Post Invasion Management
· Ungreen Orangery 

· Never Trust the BBC Again
· “You Don't Bring Me Flowers Any More”
· Week 157's Letter to the Press
· Quotes of Week 157
Forgotten Lessons of Post Invasion Management
Invading Europe ...
My father, still going strong at 92, sometimes regales me with tales from the second world war, where he (voluntarily) served throughout the full six years as a dentist in the RAF, with the rank of Squadron Leader.   He participated in the invasion of Normandy, then marched all over Europe - gun in one hand, forceps in the other - fearlessly pulling Allied and Axis teeth across the length and breadth of France, Belgium, the Netherlands and into Germany, as the Nazis were driven backwards to the Vaterland.  The years were 1944 and 45.  

He followed closely behind the British front line as it advanced over Europe, liberating it town by town from the hated Germans, and was able to witness at first hand what happened next, as indigenous administrations were installed to replace the Nazis.  

Once inside Germany, of course, “liberating” towns gave way to “defeating” them and occupying them.  Then came the interesting part, once the Allied airmen and soldiers had finished their shooting and captured the town.  

The German armed forces (those who had not fled) had their weapons removed, were taken prisoner and put into camps.  Then, a British army major would arrive who would be appointed Town Major, a de-facto pro-consul, with absolute power and authority over the town.  He would summon the (trembling) local mayor and instruct him to resume his mayoral duties and re-activate the civil administration in the town, including policing, with a line-reporting relationship to the Town Major.  Within a short time, normal service and order resumed, civil servants were relieved to still have jobs and be able to support their families, the town's citizens could start picking up their lives again.  Coupled with the exhaustion caused by years of all-out war, this meant there was little stomach for insurgency.  

Indeed, my father remembers how calm and orderly everything quickly became within successive German towns, once defeat and occupation had taken place.  He remarks that, driving northward through German conurbations, signs had already been erected advising Allied forces that they must apply to the Town Major before taking over accommodation in the town. It gave them quite a cosy feeling - could be Bournemouth or Southend-on-Sea. Nevertheless, they didn't dare leave the safety of their vehicles on the main roads when needing a pee for fear of roadside bombs. (Sound familiar?)  

It turned out that hundreds of such majors - mainly but not only British -  had been meticulously trained in Britain for their future roles as Town Major, at the same time as the more visible and glamorous preparations for Operation Overlord were underway.  The Americans adopted a similar methodology for the (separate) sectors of Europe and Germany that they marched through.  

In other words, from the very earliest stages of preparation for the invasion, careful provision for the post-conflict phase was integral.  No-one imagined that once Germany was conquered, all would be sweetness and light, democracy would flower all by itself and the victors could just go home.  And six decades later, the invaders have still not gone home.  Today, there are over 70,000 US troops on German soil and successive German governments, for all their moaning about America, like it that way.  And those German governments (excluding the Eastern half when under Soviet Russia's tyrannical thumb) have been impeccably democratic and peaceful throughout this period.  

Meanwhile, over in the Far East ... 
I've just finished reading “A Doctor's War”, illustrated on the right.  It is a moving account of an RAF doctor's brutal experiences as a prisoner of war of the Japanese, ending up in Nagasaki when the atomic bomb went off.  Aidan McCarthy escaped harm from it because he was in a bunker.  Despite the human suffering and material 
devastation the bomb inflicted and he witnessed and to some extent doctored to, it carried great joy for him and his fellow captives because it brought the war to an abrupt end by forcing Japan to unconditionally surrender.   Emperor Hirohito and his cosseted war planners, so brave in sending young kamikaze pilots out to die, did not want to find themselves fried at the receiving end of a third atomic bomb - dropped on Tokyo.  
So, with surrender, the roles of Western prisoner and Japanese jailer were suddenly reversed, as the Westerners rounded up their tormentors with a view to having them put on trial for war crimes; some were summarily dispatched.  
I was particularly interested to read how the Americans organised things from the moment of surrender, even before they arrived in large numbers.  Their first act was to air-drop food, clothing, medicines and  radios.  They then contacted the (now ex) POWs by radio, appointed leaders (usually the senior officer in a given camp) and gave them daily instructions.   They were to commandeer vehicles, work with local police chiefs to organise civilians and urban services in the area (water, electricity, sewage etc), to seek out and catalogue armaments and food stocks.  Meanwhile, the Japanese army was disbanded (or disbanded itself).  Eventually regular US troops began to arrive and took over these tasks from the ex-POWs, freeing them to be taken home.  
Again, the conquerors of Japan quite clearly had a plan for what was to follow their success, and they put it into immediate, and successful effect.  And they did not expect it to be a rapid and easy job to convert Japan to the stable, democratic state it became.  Again, the Americans are still there today, more than 40,000 of them, at the invitation of successive Japanese governments, which have been as impeccably democratic as Germany's.  
Dr McCarthy writes these prophetic words about the methodology of America's occupation in those early days ...    
“On the whole, the [Japanese] police were helpful and cooperative and can be credited with maintaining law and order.  If this had broken down the disbandment of the army would have meant looting, anarchy and eventual civil war.”  
Sound familiar?  
And so to Iraq ...  
As I wrote at the time, the invasion of Iraq and defeat of Saddam's forces represented a stunning military performance of unparalleled virtuoso by America and Britain, with an unprecedentedly small number of their own and of non-combatant casualties, regrettable though each of these was.  

My favourite saying, usually applied metaphorically to non-combat situations, is “the more you sweat in peace, the less you bleed in battle”.  It was clear that an enormous amount of such “sweat” had gone into preparing for the Iraq invasion, because such success could never have been achieved without it.  
But how did we get from that heady time to the present where indiscriminate bombings by insurgents, whether Sunni or Shi'ite, are perpetrated on an almost daily basis?  
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A civil war rages between these two religious factions in all but name.  Three free elections have taken place to install the first legitimate constitution and government in the history of Iraq, a feat achieved only by Lebanon in the Arab world.  Despite appalling intimidation, an astonishing 74% of Iraqi adults voted in the third, definitive election, proving beyond all doubt that they genuinely desired a reborn, democratic Iraq. 
Yet still the carnage continues.  Every day another Omagh style atrocity, with up to a hundred children, women and men slaughtered indiscriminately by their fellow Muslims.  
Few must doubt that the planning that went into the post-invasion phase of the Iraq adventure was virtually nil.  The army, the police, the Ba'ath party were all disbanded, with no attempt either to give the suddenly unemployed people some alternative work, income or hope, or to collect their weapons.   That left youths armed and angry, ordinary people wondering how to feed their families, normal services (water, electricity, sewage, schools, hospitals) in disarray.  
In retrospect, it is perhaps not surprising that matters descended into chaos in parts of the country (thankfully not most of it).  
What is surprising, however, is that the Americans and British seemed to have been utterly oblivious to the brilliant manner in which they had handled the post-invasion occupation of Germany and Japan six decades before and within living memory.  There is clearly an enormously rich vein of information about how it was done, what worked and what didn't.  But above all, how could the planners have so quickly forgotten that lesson from the past, that the same amount of “sweat” you need to plan an invasion, you also need to expend in planning the aftermath?  
Readers of this blog will be aware that I have always supported the invasion and still do.  I cannot see how a retreat, however dressed up, cannot fail to be a defeat, which will give fresh gloating heart and a free hand to the  world’s Islamicists to continue their wicked unGodly work of converting, enslaving or killing infidels everywhere.  And such a defeat will have been inflicted not militarily but by American and British people and politicians back home.  
However, the lack of planning for how the post-invasion phase was to be managed is absolutely unforgivable, when our fathers and grandfathers had so clearly laid out both the need and the methodology, and proven to be so effective themselves.   The lessons were there for the taking.  
It is an old cliché, but those who fail to learn from history are condemned to repeat it.  Sadly, it is invariably other people who pay for such failures with their lives, as in Iraq today.  
	 Ungreen   Orangery


Every year, celebrations are held to commemorate the Battle of the Boyne when in 1690 at the site of that pseudonymous river close to the border that today divides Northern Ireland from the Republic, brave English and Irish Protestants under an orange banner defeated, for once and for all, a motley rabble of scurrilous Catholic Papists from Ireland and Scotland with all their green paraphernalia and ridiculous talk of an independent Hibernia.    

So on 12th July, people march in bowler hats and orange sashes, pipe bands play, bonfires are lit, Taigs (ie Catholics) are taunted, beer is drunk.  What fun everybody has.  

This year several absolutely monumental bonfires were prepared, using old tyres.  There’s a picture of one in Co Antrim on the previous page. 

These days everyone who's not a Protestant fundamentalist seems to be a climate changeology fundamentalist.  So in homage to Saint Al Gore, I did a few calculations to estimate how much CO2 this pile would generate.  Turns out it is equivalent to flying about a thousand people to New York.  

· Assume an average tyre diameter of 65 cm, thickness 25 cm (per my own car) and weight 9 kg
· to get an average tyre density = 4w/d2t = 108 kg/m3.  

· Diameter at the base of the cone in the photo is, by counting,  about 35 tyres, ie 35 x 0.65 = 22.75 m.  

· Height of the cone is 26 tyres, from the ground to the colour change, which when scaled up works out at 60 tyres in total, ie 60 x 0.25 = 15 m.  

This gives

· volume of cone = ⅓d2h/4 = 2,032 m3, 

· weight of cone = 108 x 2,032 = 219 tonnes, 

· of which approx 70%, ie 153 tonnes is more or less pure carbon. 

Relative atomic masses tell us that 12 gm of carbon generates 44 gm of carbon dioxide, so the conical pyre will have spewed out 153 x 44/12 = 561 tonnes of CO2 into the night  air.  

According to the CarbonNeutral Company a flight from Belfast to New York produces 0.6 tonnes of CO2 per person on board.  

Thus this bonfire did the equivalent environmental damage of flying 935 Orangemen clad in sashes and bowler hats to New York, say about three airliners.  
Distinctly un-green behaviour.  

It seems that in Ireland you just can't be green as well as orange.  But the Irish always knew that.  That's why there's a neutral white band to keep them apart. 

The Irish Times kindly published 
a letter from me based on this post
Never Trust the BBC Again
It is hard to imagine a greater, more public, less defensible, indeed less necessary, betrayal of public trust than that just wilfully undertaken by the BBC.  

The BBC had been following Queen Elizabeth around for about  a year for a fly-on-the-wall documentary.  This included a photoshoot with renowned photographer [image: image2.jpg]


Annie Liebowitz, in which there was a sharp exchange of words when the Queen was asked to remove her crown.  

In a short video about the documentary that the BBC released to journalists to garner a bit of free advance publicity, this altercation was shown, followed by a shot of the Queen storming out and muttering darkly, in an apparent hissy fit at Ms Liebowitz's effrontery.  

Yet this was an utter, deliberate FRAUD.  The clip of the Queen was taken on her way in to the photoshoot, not after it.  Switching clips around in this way totally changes the essence of the story by maliciously portraying her as apparently having a teenage tantrum.  

View this clip (clicking on “BBC clip that sparked Queen row”), where you can see the original “incident”, followed by the true sequence of events.  Listen also on the same link to the audio item “BBC's shabby treatment of the Queen”.  
It is inconceivable that the short publicity video was not constructed with great care and approved at a high level within the BBC.  The Queen is far too important and revered a personage to treat superficially.  Even if, as it has suggested, a mere contractor put the short film together, it still would have obtained the imprimatur of the BBC's highest bosses before being released to the squalid hacks.  

Even the BBC's “apology” when caught out is a miserable and deceitful one.  
“The clips shown were not intended to provide a complete picture of what actually happened ... The BBC would like to apologise to both the Queen and Annie Liebowitz for any upset this may have caused.”
· There was no failure to “provide a complete picture”.  
· What was provided was a picture that was both wrong and duplicitous.  
· The Queen and Ms Liebowitz “may” have been caused upset?  
· Can the BBC envisage any circumstance where its nasty little charade that would not have upset them?  
· And what about the rest of its long-suffering financial backers, those who are forced to pay its licence fee?  
· Don't they deserve an apology for the deliberate misuse of the money strong-armed out of them?
This affair proves for once and for all something that many of us have suspected for a long time.  The BBC is perfectly prepared to use its unique, precious, global reputation of utter trustworthiness to manipulate and deceive in order to put across its own preferred version of events and views.  

Its anti-capitalistic, atheistic, pro-dictator, anti-Semitic bias has been evident for a long time.  Now we have proof-positive that it regards the distortion of facts and images to reinforce its bias as a thoroughly routine way of conducting its business.  

And remember that British people, whether or not they watch or listen to the BBC, are forced to fund it through a special tax (euphemistically called a TV licence fee), on pain of imprisonment, no less.  This completely insulates it from the rough and tumble of market forces.  

From now on, nothing the BBC ever says or portrays can ever again be assumed to be true, without cross-checking.  

At least not until it is privatised and forced to survive in the real world of competition, transparency and accountability.  

Meanwhile, I hope that other state broadcasters, funded by special taxes and which model themselves on the BBC, such as Ireland's RTÉ, take careful note. 

“You Don't Bring Me Flowers Any More”
What a great song this was as recorded back in 1978 by Neil Diamond and Barbra Streisand.  She reprised it in a €500-a-seat chaotic, rain-sodden mudbath of a concert in Co Kildare last week where, ever the diva, she demanded two hundred of the “fluffiest peach-coloured bath towels” be placed backstage for her use (how do you use 200 towels in one evening?).  Funny girl.  

The ukulele is probably the most ridiculous stringed instrument ever invented, good only for comic performers like George Formby with his “When I'm Cleaning Windows”. 
The idea of a ukulele orchestra is even more ridiculous, and using it for a lyrical love song utterly so.  
But then, by way of disproof, watch this great effort by the Ukulele Orchestra of Great Britain, a name as clunky as the instruments they play.  It'll bring a smile to your lips.  

Week 157's Letter to the Press
One letter, and it was actually published (by the Irish Times).  I guess slagging off Protestants always goes down well in the south of Ireland!

· Twelfth of July Bonfires P!
Madam - On Wednesday night, the eve of the Twelfth, several monumental pyres of tyres were set on fire in Northern Ireland as part of the annual celebrations of the Orange community.  
From the photographs of just one of these massive cones in Co Antrim, you can count the tyres involved and from this estimate the cone's base diameter (23 metres), height (15 metres), volume (2,077 cubic metres) and weight (224 tonnes).  Allowing for steel reinforcement and other materials, some 70 percent of this weight is more or less pure carbon - ie 156 tonnes - which when burnt would have spewed into the night air 575 tonnes of carbon dioxide.  
According to the CarbonNeutral Company, a flight from Belfast to New York produces 0.6 tonnes of CO2 per passenger.  Thus, the environmental damage caused by the celebratory bonfire was the equivalent of flying 958 people to America, or about three aircraft.  
Who would have thought that Orangemen could be so, er, un-Green?  - Yours etc.
This letter is based on my post,
 “Ungreen Orangery”
Quotes of Week 157
Quote : “I fully understand how tough the war is on the American psyche. And I know people are looking at their TVs and asking if it is worth it.”
President George Bush
“The terrorists are in this to win it. The question is, are we?”
Senator John McCain comments
Quote: “When I started in the States, my sister said to me, ‘Rule number one: smile at everyone 24/7’. She said because I was wearing the hijab everyone would think I was a terrorist. I took her advice – grinning at everyone like crazy.”
Wise advice for Rajaa Alsanea, 
a youthful lady dentist, 
but better renowned as Saudi Arabia's 
first ever chick-lit author.

Victoria (Posh Spice) Beckham, 
on moving to the US, 
seems to have listened to similar advice:
“I think they have this impression that 
I'm the miserable cow who doesn't smile. 
But I'm actually quite the opposite. 
I'm going to try and 
smile more for America.”

(Hattip: Graham in Perth)
  
Quote: “I don't call myself a hero. Heroics had nothing to do with it. [The would-be bombers] got what they deserved. I think the judge was chillingly accurate with what he said and I don't think [at 40 years without parole] he gave them a day too long.”  
The indisputably heroic old soldier 
Arthur Burton-Garbett (72), who pursued 
Ramzi Mohammed, one of the 
failed London bombers, through the 
Oval underground station with, 
in the words of the judge, “determination and fearlessness, to say nothing of impressive speed”.

Quote: “To be honest, the French gave us the medical report, that stated that the cause of Abu Ammar's [Yasser Arafat's] death was AIDS.  I am not saying this, they did.”
Ahmed Jibril, Secretary-General of the 
Palestinian Front for the Liberation of Palestine General Command, recounting, 
on Hizballah's Al-Manar television, a conversation he had had with Arafat's successor as 
Palestinian president and head of Fatah, 
Mahmoud Abbas (aka Abu Mazen) 
and his entourage. 

That Arafat was gay and probably died from AIDS 
has been an open secret for a long time.  
This is the first semi-official confirmation.

Quote : “The first lady [Maria Kaczyńskiais] is a witch, who should be submitted to euthanasia ... Lech Kaczyński [her husband, the president] is a conman surrendering to the Jewish lobby.”
Fr Tadeusz Rydzyk, head of Poland's 
ultra-Catholic Radio Maryja, 
withdraws support for the country's president 
(and prime minister), 
the Kaczyński twins, 
for not tightening up on abortion
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