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VAT tax on house building 
is the new EU nightmare

T
he eurocrats daily dream up new 
ways of extracting money from the 
member states. We now learn that 
Brussels is conducting a taxation 

review that could lead to VAT being 
charged on new houses, pushing up 
prices by 20 per cent. At present in 
Britain new homes are zero rated.

The health of Britain’s housing 
market is a key indicator of the nation’s 
economic health. The building of new 
affordable homes is essential. The lack 
of housing has a seriously detrimental 
effect on the social fabric. Such a move 
would make it even more difficult for 
first-time buyers to get on the ladder.  

The imposition of VAT would also 
prove catastrophic for the building 
industry, which has already suffered 
heavy losses during the recession. Costs 
would have to be passed on to buyers 
but, under such circumstances, buyers 
would be very much harder to find.

This week rebel Tory MPs made a 
stand when they voted against the 
Government on the eU budget rise, 
proof that Westminster is finally waking 
up to the antipathy voters feel towards 
Brussels. hardly a week goes by without 
some new initiative from the eU that 
adds to this groundswell of resentment. 
A 20 per cent rise on the cost of new 
homes is yet more proof that the time 
has come for Britain to go its own way.

Crooked MP deserves jail
 

T
he shameless former Labour 
minister Denis MacShane was still 
blithely messaging on social media 
yesterday, despite having been 

suspended from the party for fiddling 
his expenses. hours later, however, it 
seemed as if the reality of his dire 
situation had finally hit home, and Mr 
MacShane resigned from Parliament. 

The Standards and Privileges 
Committee said his case was the 
gravest that they had had before them. 
Other MPs, such as Jim Devine, served 
a prison sentence for fiddling their 
expenses. how Mr MacShane, who was 
investigated by the police, has avoided 
being charged is anyone’s guess.

The public will be watching with 
interest to see what further action is 
now taken against Mr MacShane, but  
it is surely likely that the police 
investigation will be re-opened. 

An outbreak of happiness

I
T seems the Olympic bounce is still 
working its magic, making most of us 
feel happier about pretty much 
everything – even though we are no 

better off financially – according to a 
new survey. We are less stressed, more 
satisfied at work and believe we have 
more to look forward to. Oh and it’s the 
start of the weekend – even more of a 
reason to be cheerful.
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‘The body was chosen 
with great ceremony’

The Tomb of the 
Unknown Warrior 
moves a nation

T
he scarlet poppy is the 
great symbol of the First 
World War – indeed the 
British dead of all wars. 
The flower was the first 
thing to grow on the 

churned and barren battlefields 
after the conflict was over. each 
flower was a body. The idea 
stuck and the Poppy Appeal we 
have today took off after the 
formation of the Royal British 
Legion in 1920.

One of the curious features of 
the Great War was the amaz-
ingly far-sighted and demo-
cratic decision that since offic-
ers and men fought together 
they would lie together. Bodies 
were not shipped home, how-
ever rich or influential their 
families. All ranks were mixed 
up in the beautifully tended 
cemeteries of the Western 
Front and further overseas.

But that left a problem back 
home. Troops needed a memo-
rial to file past and salute, a 
place of national focus for 
respect and mourning. The 
solution was the Cenotaph, 
edwin Lutyens’ elegant column 
on Whitehall bearing the terse 
inscription The Glorious Dead. 

But at the same time as the 
Cenotaph another idea was 
brewing. Why not have a memo-
rial to all those with no known 
grave? The men who were 
blown to pieces, or whose bod-
ies sank into the mud or watery 
craters where their fibre dog 
tags perished along with their 
identities.

The idea seems to have been 
the brainwave of the vicar of 
Margate, the Reverend David 
Railton. he had won the MC 
while saving three souls in No 
Man’s Land while under heavy 
fire. While in France he came 
across and was deeply upset by 
a grave roughly inscribed “An 
unknown British soldier, of the 
Black Watch”. This is what he 
later wrote:

H
 
 
 
OW that grave caused 
me to think!... What 
can I do to ease the 

pain of father, mother, brother, 
sister, sweetheart, wife and 
friend? Quietly and gradually 
there came out of the mist of 
thought this answer clear and 
strong, ‘Let this body – this 
symbol of him – be carried rev-
erently over the sea to his 
native land’.”

Railton’s idea was taken up 
at the highest level. The Daily 
express helped pioneer a cam-

paign to bring home one man 
who would symbolise all the 
dead.  But which body to 
choose? It was done with mili-
tary efficiency and quite incred-
ible ceremony. Four bodies 
were exhumed from sites in the 
main battle areas of the West-
ern Front: the Aisne, the 
Somme, Ypres and Arras. They 
were laid out on stretchers, 
under Union Jacks, in the 
chapel of St Pol in France. The 
officer in charge, a general, was 
blindfolded and pointed at one 
of the stretchers. The other 
bodies were then quietly re-
interred.

The chosen body was then 
placed in a coffin of oak, topped 
with a mighty medieval sword 
donated by King George V, and 

taken to Boulogne. The coffin 
was then put aboard the 
destroyer hMS Verdun and 
steamed off with a 12-battle-
ship escort to Dover, where it 
received a 19-gun salute. 

From the Kent coast the cof-
fin went by train to London, in 
the same van that had carried 
the body of the executed nurse 
edith Cavell .  On the way 
crowds gathered at every sta-
tion as the train thundered 
past in the moonlight. On the 
morning of November 11, 1920, 
the body of the Unknown War-
rior was drawn to the Cenotaph 
on a gun carriage pulled by six 
black horses, followed by 12 
distinguished pallbearers, 
including several top generals 
and admirals. Crowds had 

waited all night for the proces-
sion to pass. The new Cenotaph 
(the word is Greek for “empty 
tomb”) was unveiled and the 
gun carriage trundled onto 
Westminster Abbey where the 
body was interred in the west 
nave with a guard of honour of 
100 holders of the Victoria 
Cross. They were led by Gen-
eral  Lord Freyburg,  who 
notched up the VC and three 
DSOs and was known as “the 
Salamander” for his ability to 
walk through intense f ire 
unharmed.

W
 
 
 
IDOWS and moth-
ers were given prom-
inent place in the 

Abbey, many of them imagining 
with pride their dead husband 
or son might be in the coffin 
and the object of such rever-
ence. (They think now the body 
was likely to have been a mem-
ber of the original British expe-
ditionary Force, unmarried and 
in his early twenties.) 

The queues wishing to pay 
their respects were incredible, 
over a million in the first week, 
all shuffling silently through 
the Abbey, day and night, to 
the grave. The express reported 
on two soldiers who had walked 
60 miles, both having lost 
brothers in the war. The grave 
was filled in with a hundred 
bags of French earth. 

Today, it is one of the most 
visited tombs in the world and 
the only one in the Abbey on 
which it is forbidden to walk.
The Queen Mother laid her 
wedding bouquet on the tomb, 
her brother Fergus having been 
killed at the Battle of Loos in 
1915. Kate Middleton did the 
same at her wedding.

The idea of an Unknown War-
rior instantly lodged in the 
hearts of the British people and 
was rapidly exported across 
the world. Many countries have 
a tomb to the Unknown Sol-
dier. Britain preferred “warrior” 
to soldier; the old-fashioned 
word was used to help disguise 
the hideousness of a deeply 
unchivalric modern war.

The poppy remains our chief 
symbol of remembrance. It’s 
bright, lovely and unthreaten-
ing. The idea of the Unknown 
Warr ior  retains  i ts  power 
because it represents a very 
decent human urge to honour 
the anonymous casualties of 
war. To quote one tearful old sol-
dier standing before the tomb:  
“he is not missing, he is here.”

RESPECT: Princess Anne stands at the tomb

Robert Gore-Langton
Daily Express writer
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Greg recognises that the
show will eventually end

Roeves rages at BAFTA soap snub

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

having zipped himself up at the 
wrong angle? Nah, he was just 
feigning awe and wonder as 
another chunk of ice fl oated past 
in this epic bore from the Arctic 
“which produced the iceberg that 
sank the Titanic”.

❐Richard Hammond defi ed 
precedent by fronting a good 

programme, 50 Years of Bond Cars: A 
Top Gear Special (BBC2). The only 
blight being the appearance of Roger 
Moore, who had just fl own into the 
Cote d’Azur from Harley Street where 
a team of cosmetic dentists had 
capped, not just his teeth, but his 
whole head. Frightening.

S
NUBBED once 
more, and in its 
10th anniversary 
year, River City 
has been 

overlooked in the 
BAFTA Scotland 
nominations. And that 
has angered one of its 
stars, Maurice Roëves.

Having played Robert 
Henderson who held 
Shirley (Barbara 

Rafferty) hostage and 
threatened her young 
charge, Nicky 
(pictured), he says: “It is 
just a pure and simple 
display of snobbishness.

“There is an attitude 
that regards soaps as an 
inferior kind of television 
drama. The opposite is 
the case. It is one of the 
most demanding forms 
of acting.” According to 

Jude MacLaverty, 
director of BAFTA 
Scotland: “It is not so 
much it has not been 
recognised as it is just 
what the juries decide. 

“River City comes 
under the category of 
TV drama and that 
category did not run this 
year because we only 
had a nominal set of 
entries.” Which seems 

reason enough for the 
drama to receive a 
stand-alone gong. There 
are around 90 jobs on 
crew and support, with 
approximately 30 core 
cast and around 150 
extras used.

A considerable 
number of the BAFTA 
Scottish membership 
would feel much the 
poorer without it.

Doc    Showbiz
BY SCOTLAND’S No1 SHOWBUSINESS WRITER, GAVIN DOCHERTY

O
NE of the nicest guys in 
rock music could well 
become one of the oldest 
still out there performing. 
A fact that is not lost on 
Greg Lake as he prepares 

for a national tour.
The singer/songwriter of King 

Crimson, and Emerson, Lake and 
Palmer, has titled the gigs Songs of 
a Lifetime, and they will be 
book-ended with a autobiography 
out in the New Year.

“I am at the back end of my 
career,” the 62-year-old, refl ects. 
“Even writing the book sometimes 
feels a bit like an obituary. I hope I 
don’t die anytime soon.”

After all his years of musical 
confessions, Greg still has secrets 
to get off his chest. Thus, he has 

embarked on 
a solo effort in 
which he will 
be paying 
tribute to his 
musical 
infl uences and 
sharing 
anecdotes. He 
will also be 
open to 
comments 
and questions 
from the 
audience.
“It is not one 

of those legend-in-his-own-
lunchtime, sitting-on-a-stool-
strumming shows,” he offers 
defensively. “It is highly produced, 
dramatic, very loud at times, 
shocking as well.”

The music ranges from The 
Beatles’ You’ve Got To Hide Your 
Love Away to Elvis Presley’s 
Heartbreak Hotel and the Johnny 
Kidd and the Pirates’ Shakin’ All 
Over. He will probably be talking a 
bit about touring with Ringo Starr 
a few years ago, an instructive 
experience for a rocker once 
famous for his taste in exotic cars.

“I learned from him the fact that 
material things do not have any 
value, really,” Greg muses. “You 
don’t own anything, ultimately. You 
have it for a while and you die and 
then someone else has it.” So 

speaks a rocker who survived the 
alcohol and cocaine-fuelled years 
while the likes of Jimi Hendrix 
succumbed.

“I was very lucky not to have died 
when a lot of the other guys did, 
because I was always doing the 
same stupid stuff they were,” Greg 
muses. “One of my saving graces is 
that I have never looked upon 
myself in any sense as being any 
sort of star or special person. I was 

just very lucky to have picked up 
the guitar at the age of 12.”

Greg is not interested in 
preserving his rock-star myth. 
Instead, it almost seems as though 
he wants to undercut it.

He says: “I have nothing to fear. 
No skeletons in cupboards. I own 
my own copyright so I am sorted 
fi nancially. People always think I 
make millions every year from the 
Christmas song (I Believe In Father 

Christmas) but that is not true.” In 
his other day job he plays with 
Express Newspapers owner and 
chairman Richard Desmond’s RD 
Crusaders. “We play for charity,” 
Greg explains. “It gives Richard a 
chance to play the drums. God 
bless him, he’s not bad.”
●Greg Lake Songs of a Lifetime, the 
Queen’s Hall, Edinburgh and Clyde 
Auditorium, Glasgow November 15 
and 17.
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