
LAMENTATION: THE WYRD WAY OUT
Taken from Ogg-Cast 68B, The Wyrd Way Out, February 2017

PART ONE: the Wyrd Ways Rock Show original resignation statement
Original version: 0:01:27 – 0:08:28

I said earlier that I have become disillusioned with the wider metal scene – the part that includes not 
just the music, not just the gigs, it's the social scene, that sense of belonging to one big happy 
family, us versus the world. That facade has been shattered.

Denim and leather may have brought us all together, but politics will send us our separate ways.

The seeds of discontent were sown as far back as 2010, but in these last four years they've been 
liberally sprinkled with the most powerful fertiliser, and have grown into a jungle of triffids. My 
observations are that the scene has become polarised, partisan, ideological, zealous and absolutist. I 
can't be the only one to notice a disturbing rise in the victim culture of the scene – you know, "we 
can't and won't defend ourselves, we want someone else to do it, we want new hate speech and hate 
crime laws to be passed to protect us". And to that end, freedom of opinion has been abandoned in 
favour of throwing anyone with the wrong opinion to the internet lynch mob.

This has left me wrestling with the dilemma as to whether I should remain silent, and bottle up my 
frustration until it erupted like Krakatoa, or whether I should speak my mind and risk being cast out 
into the wilderness as an apostate. The decision's not as easy as you might think; always remember, 
words on the internet have real world implications, and when I need practical help in the real world, 
such as moving large pieces of furniture in and out of my house, I find that it's quite useful not to 
have been ostracised by everyone in a ten-mile radius who might once have been able to help me.

If you will allow me to quote Milo Yiannopolous without being blackballed merely for mentioning 
his name, he says:
"Probably, 30% of the audience, everywhere I go, is what I would call 'disaffected liberals' - people 
who don't like their own side, who wonder how their own side went so crazy, and who come up to 
me afterwards and say 'you know what, I don't really agree with you on anything, but it was very 
important for me to be here'."

LINK: Milo Yiannopolous -   BBC Tries to Ambush Milo... With Exactly The Result You'd Expect     
[30 October 2016, 11:29] – start from 10:46

I don't call myself a "liberal" – it's a term that has become every bit as tarnished as "conservative", 
and I shouldn't have to qualify this by saying I'm not one of those either, lest anyone jump to that 
erroneous conclusion. But I would fit into that 30% of Milo's audience, and I do wonder how my 
side – in this case, metalheads – went so crazy, and unfortunately I see the percentage of metalheads 
who have resisted this madness is a lot lower than 30%. Even more unfortunately, I get the horrible 
sinking feeling that the average metalhead of 2016 would be outside, shouting and screaming, 
throwing a tantrum, trying to get Milo no-platformed.

This is not the metal scene I recognise. I can no longer say these are my people. This one big happy 
family that I have made the integral part of my social life for the last 18 years, the mast I have 
nailed my colours to so proudly for so long, I no longer belong to.

So on the 1st of January, 2017, I cut off all my hair.
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Call that merely symbolic if you will, but for male metalheads, having long hair is probably the 
most widely-recognised visual aspect. Never mind that I haven't worn all black for some years now, 
the hair was that one metal stereotype I never thought I'd drop unless nature forced my hand, as it 
did with, say, Kerry King or Devin Townsend.

So who is still on my side? Who are my people?

They're found only in sub-sections of the wider scene, such as the Warhorns Festival, the 
Blackwood Gathering, essentially the UK folk and black metal scenes that I've done so much to 
promote, and they appreciate it, they tell me that. My people are found there. My people may invite 
Týr to play a gig; my people will cheer loudly when they play Shadow Of The Swastika, which 
does say "fuck you, white power supremacists, you suck", but does so in the second verse; the first 
verse is delivering that same verbal kicking to white guilt leftists – a message which is even more 
important because almost nobody ever says it.

Someone who has said it is the hero we that need today – Alan Averill, of Primordial. He regularly 
writes a column for Zero Tolerance magazine – and his latest 2000-word article sums up all his 
problems and grievances with the opinions, tactics and attitudes of what he refers to as the New 
Left. Though he focuses on college campuses in the West and social media sites, every single one of 
his points can be observed effortlessly amongst the wider metal scene as the lines between it and the 
New Left have become blurred to the point of oblivion. The article is titled "View From The Online 
Bunker: To Trump Or Not To Trump?". You can either search for it, read it, and discover what I 
really think, seeing as my views are 99% aligned with Alan's – or you can ignore it and live on in 
blissful ignorance, the choice is yours.

LINK: Alan Averill -   View From The Online Bunker: To Trump Or Not To Trump?   [Zero   
Tolerance magazine, 7 January 2017]

The upshot of all this is, I won't find my people at the Wyrd Ways Rock Show either. The writing 
has been on the wall for some time now – literally, with some of the words on the recently-launched 
official blog – but the staff turnover in the last year and a noticeable shift in the playlist from a time 
when I was far more likely to contribute have only forced my hand further.
[Note: the words on the blog were deleted – see Part Two of this Lamentation for clarification.]

But consider this: when I was at one of my lowest points, last September, one of those who told me 
I should speak my mind before the inevitable explosion was your esteemed host, Carl Pickles. So I 
have spoken my mind, on his show. I have always restrained myself from doing so in the past 
because I figured that to do so would see me thrown off the show at a point where I still had 
something to give. At this stage, it barely matters whether I jump or whether I'm pushed.

I could have said a lot more than I already have, I could have gone on for an hour or more... but I've 
taken up enough of your time already.

All those who have enjoyed my contributions over the last 300+ shows, you have my respect and 
gratitude. Live for what you love, aand die for what you are unwilling to live without. For of all sad 
words of tongue and pen, the saddest are these: once it was... now it is no longer.

I bid you all hail and farewell.
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PART TWO: extra ranting for long-suffering Ogg-Cast listeners
Original version: 0:08:45 – 0:23:18

So: any Wyrd Ways Rock Show listeners still with me? If so, maybe now you understand where I'm 
coming from. Ogg-Cast listeners, are you back? Good. You see, there have now been a few extra 
developments, further to what I've been discussing with Carl behind the scenes. Barely two days 
after Ogg-Cast 68 was released, Carl edited the post on the Wyrd Ways Rock Show blog that I said 
had raised my alarm as to which direction his show was heading. This caused some confusion 
amongst some of my listeners who went looking for that post, who may have then thought I was 
moaning about nothing. To cut a long story short, the post contained some rather unsavoury 
accusations made towards those who voted to leave the EU or to put Donald Trump in the White 
House; I don't know any of the latter and I never expected I did, but amongst those I consider my 
absolute closest friends whose opinions I trust above all others, it wasn't a landslide victory for us to 
Remain in the EU; far from it, it was more like a 50/50 split. None of them, Remain or Leave, are 
racists, I will stake my life on that. And when I pointed that out to Carl, he said, you know what, 
that was out of order. And as if by magic – ting! – the words disappeared... which I hadn't been 
expecting to happen, so it's left me needing to do a bit of explanation myself, but even so, I do 
commend Carl for rescinding his more inflammatory words.

So now, after a few more conversations I've had behind the scenes, I'm going to have to rescind a 
few of my own words, both what I said above, and in Ogg-Cast 68. [Note: for the purposes of this 
document, this means the words in the Lamentation "State Of The Jim Address II".] What follows is 
going to be almost entirely a political rant which most of you will be utterly sick of by now, but 
even though I still know this all needs to be said, I will again give you the chance to skip it.
[minor edit to remove information only relevant to the Ogg-Cast]

Maybe I was too hasty in declaring such large swathes of the metal scene as "not my people". I 
remind you, I can only comment on what I observe, and I'm getting responses to that along the lines 
of "hey, that's not the metal scene that I observe", and that comes from those who are rather 
different to me.

Now first of all, I draw your attention once again to that article at slatestarcodex.com called "I Can 
Tolerate Anything Except The Outgroup". If you haven't read it, do it now. Pause this speech, and 
read it first before doing anything else.

LINK: Scott Alexander -   I Can Tolerate Anything Except The Outgroup   [slatestarcodex.com, 30   
September 2014]

Have you done that? Good. Right, now pay particular attention to the part where it defines what 
makes an outgroup as "proximity plus small differences" – and the example given was – Achtung, 
Godwin's Law – Nazi Germany. The Japanese did not look like the Aryan Übermensch that the 
Nazis proselytised so vigorously, and they spoke a language that may as well have been from 
another planet, but due to a marriage of convenience they were in the Nazis' ingroup. The German 
Jews lived in the same country, spoke the same language and had much the same appearance as the 
Nazis, give or take a hooknose or two, but they were placed so firmly in the outgroup that six 
million of them paid with their lives.

We can define "proximity plus small differences" as I have observed in the metal scene, if we start 
with its roots. This was the sound that crawled out of industrial Birmingham in the late 60s – 
literally, in the case of anyone amongst the early bands who worked at a foundry – and a decade 
later, it became the sound of unemployment as that heavy industry shrank, leaving a lot of young 
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men with not a lot to do except pick up a guitar to relieve the tedium of waiting for the dole queue 
to move. Sure, I'm simplifying massively it here but never forget: heavy metal as we know it is 
strictly blue-collar and working-class in its origins.

Those who are still blue-collar, working-class metalheads to this day, are not the problem.

Almost all the friends and acquaintances (and maybe a few adversaries) I've picked up in the last 18 
years have been directly or peripherally related to universities – which are hotbeds of radical left-
wing politics wherever and whenever you go – this isn't a new phenomenon, not by a long stretch. 
So it should probably not surprise me that those who are the problem, those who have dumped me 
firmly in the outgroup – are almost universally university-educated, middle-class, Guardian and 
Huffington Post readers, who treat Jeremy Corbyn with religious reverence, despite claiming to be 
atheists. Hallelujah, they say, praise his name, for he is the Messiah who will lead us to the 
promised land. Some would call these people Champagne Socialists – but I'd go further than that. 
I'd call them Champagne Marxists. I have heard some of them praise the name and works of Karl 
Marx every bit as much as Labour's latest Dear Leader. I've heard some of them actually voice their 
support for Marxist principles, such as the destruction of the nuclear family. That one went down 
really like a sack of cold sick. I've heard none of them recognise that they'd be up against the wall 
with the rest of us if their glorious revolution ever happened. But for all these flaws, most 
irritatingly of all, the chief defining characteristic of a Champagne Marxist is that overwhelming 
sense of smugness, that says "because of what I believe, I'm better than you." Not for nothing did I 
draw the parallel with the Young Turks in Ogg-Cast 68; Ana Kasparian has actually said "I'm better 
than you" and two seconds in YouTube's search bar is all you'll need to find the proof.

Champagne Marxists are very angry, and will frequently pontificate about the things they're angry 
about all over social media, usually because they don't like the result of their country's last election 
and all the fallout from it. In the UK, champagne Marxists universally support Jeremy Corbyn, as I 
said, because he's just that far to the left. But in the 2015 General Election they could have voted for 
Ed Miliband to bring about a Labour government. They didn't. "Red Ed", as the media called him, 
pointing out that his recently-deceased dad was a communist, still wasn't far enough to the left for 
the Champagne Marxists, they called Labour "the Red Tories" and voted, en masse, for the Green 
Party. They'd only switched their allegiance to the Greens because in the 2010 Election they voted 
en masse for the Liberal Democrats, thinking that the party was "Liberal" with a capital L which 
means practically up there with Lenin. Thus they were given a rude awakening when we had a hung 
parliament and the Liberal Democrats revealed themselves to be kingmakers, or "sell outs" as the 
Champagne Marxists called them when they formed a coalition with the Conservatives, who are, in 
the eyes of Champagne Marxists, indistinguishable from the Third Reich.

Meanwhile, back in the present, Labour – Jeremy Corbyn's Labour, the party favoured by 
Champagne Marxists with a fanaticism that we would usually only se in born-again Christians, 
aren't banging the drum for the people that they should be. Labour has abandoned the white 
working class. Yes, you heard what I said there – but it wasn't me who brought race into it, it was 
the Champagne Marxists. You can be any colour under the sun except white, and you'll be fawned 
over by the Corbynistas, whether you're coming to the country to contribute as a brain surgeon or 
something equally marvellous, or if you've arrived at Heathrow screaming "Allah ackbar, death to 
the kuffar and the infidels!" at the top of your voice. It makes no difference to them. Labour is 
supposed to be the party of all the working class, but not under Jeremy Corbyn and his disciples. 
The white working class is best summed up as the character we would call "White Van Man". He's 
a tradesman, probably a plumber, builder, electrician – and he drives a Ford Transit, because it's a 
great British van – even though the current three versions are all built in Turkey, it's still got the 
right badge... which is American. But historically, Transits have been built here and sold in the 
hundreds of thousands for half a century so on paper, we're still OK. White Van Man will have a 



rolled-up copy of The Sun on the dashboard of his Transit, he'll watch football on the weekend, he'll 
drink builder's tea and beer, and he might even have an England flag on his house, or maybe in the 
Transit.

White Van Man is everything Champagne Marxists hate, and they treat him with undisguised 
contempt and scorn. "You're scum!" they say. "You're RACIST SCUM! RACIST, SEXIST, 
MISOGYNIST, ISLAMOPHOBIC, HOMOPHOBIC SCUM! We spit in your face! *spit*" So, 
when the time comes to vote, White Van Man doesn't pick the party whose activists and footsoldiers 
are calling him scum, especially if the party chooses to liberally pepper its election rhetoric with 
those same -ist and -phobe words. White Van Man looks for a party who speaks to him in his own 
language.

Enter Nigel Farage and UKIP. They are unashamedly populist; they will promise the earth to White 
Van Man, they will listen to his concerns about matters such as immigration rather than just 
contemptuously dismissing him, and never mind that behind the scenes they're little more than 
Arch-Conservatives with all the filters removed who will not support him in any way. They speak to 
White Van Man in his own language – so they get his vote. After all, he's going to be considered 
"scum" by the Champagne Marxists anyway, whoever he votes for, so why not give UKIP a shot? In 
for a penny, in for a currency that's definitely not a euro.

And so, as referendum after election doesn't go the way the Champagne Marxists demand, they 
scream and shriek and stamp their feet and hurl the toys out of the pram and increase the volume 
and the frequency of their accusations against those who dared not to march to the beat of their 
drum. So it was when the hated Conservative-Lib Dem coalition was replaced with a Conservative 
majority government in 2015. So it was when the UK voted to leave the EU in 2016, aided and 
abetted by White Van Man's new favourite face. And later on that year, in America... you get the 
idea, lather, rinse, repeat.

The Champagne Marxists who I have described at great length comprise the vast majority of the 
metal scene that I can observe. These are the people who have quite successfully soured my 
relationship with the scene in its entirely. These are the people who convinced me it was time to 
shed my hair, which I can say I don't regret doing. The White Van Man section of the scene I've had 
no clashes with; they might not have been UKIP voters, they might not have a job that involves 
driving a white van, but they would fit in quite well to the White Van Man category, and I'm getting 
on with them just fine.

It may also be there are the odd few people listening here who are spitting feathers at my definition 
of Champagne Marxists. I can provide two explanations for that. Either: you are one, and the truth 
hurts, in which case, make some dramatic changes or piss off. Or, you're not one, but have been led 
to believe you are, because you went to university or you occasionally pick up a copy of the 
Guardian. It is important to note that not everyone who is university-educated and/or middle class 
and/or Guardian readers – hashtag not all graduates – not all of these will be Champagne Marxists 
– but, all Champagne Marxists will be university-educated, will be middle class, and will be 
devotees of the left-wing media.

And of course, we need to address what is not just an elephant in the room, but more like a woolly 
mammoth. I can hear your words already. Who the fuck do you think you are, Doctor Jim, to set 
yourself up as a defender of the working class? Well, I'm not trying to do that. You know I went to a 
private school between the ages of 4 and 17. You know I graduated from Cambridge University, the 
most deliberately elitist of them all, alongside Oxford, and I did so because I knew I could reach 
their standards, and in 2001 I did. And then four years after I moved to Nottingham, I had a PhD 
thesis on the shelf. So you're right, I'm not blue collar, I'm not working class, I'm not White Van 



Man, although I have owned a white van in the past. But I find that I'm still closer to White Van 
Man than I am and will ever be to the Champagne Marxists. I've even been told by someone who 
was surprised to find that I have two degrees from Cambridge, they said "you're the least 
Cambridge person I know", meaning that I show none of the more obvious Cambridge stereotypes. 
I take that as a compliment.

Remember what the original article said; proximity plus small differences makes the outgroup. I'm 
university educated, most people would call me middle class even though I would object to that, but 
I don't read the Guardian – my newspaper of choice is the Times – and my life beyond May 2020 
depends on Jeremy Corbyn not making it to Number 10 and he and his political ilk will never have 
my support as long as I draw breath. Small political differences between me and those in my 
immediate vicinity who I have a lot in common with... makes the outgroup. Rather larger 
differences in lifestyle, income and location – including all across the world – can still make the 
ingroup.

Epilogue:

As you will no doubt all be aware, two months after this piece was recorded, Theresa May called a 
snap General Election with the intention of strengthening her position and crushing Jeremy Corbyn 
like a beetle under her favourite leopard-print stiletto heels. As it became ever more obvious that 
her plan was falling apart faster than an Austin Allegro built on a Friday afternoon, the 
approaching General Election date of 9th June 2017 did absolutely no good for my nerves or my 
opinions of those around me who'd become the Dear Leader's chief tubthumpers. In the end, 
Comrade Corbyn lost with a similar result to Gordon Brown in 2010, but because the Vampiress 
(cheers for that one, Sargon) had made such an utter pig's ear of the Conservative campaign, the 
Corbynistas took it as a moral victory, with the youngest and least politically literate of their 
number wondering why he wasn't Prime Minister if he'd won, which they thought he had. Certainly 
he was grandstanding about it the way Lenin would have done in Moscow in 1917. But, if there was 
anything to be salvaged from this utter clusterfuck, it's that it should have bought me two more 
years before there's another General Election, which I'd assume now will be in May 2022, even if 
Theresa May is ousted from the top job between now and then ("now" being March 2018 as I write 
this, so the gap is still wider than four years).

Also, in January 2018, I discovered a video of Jonathan Pie, a character created by the comedian 
Tom Walker. While I am unfamiliar with his other work, these Jonathan Pie videos have become a 
favourite amongst those of a Champagne Marxist persuasion… and hearing the self-satisfied 
capital-L Liberal smugness that drips from his every word in a typical video, it's not hard to see 
why. This video was different; it was Jonathan Pie reacting to the victory of Donald Trump in 
November 2016 and going on an unhinged rant that blamed… HIS OWN SIDE. I can't find any 
interviews or information shedding light on Tom Walker's personal political beliefs, but those of his 
Jonathan Pie character are very far to the left by intention. The screeching and screaming and 
stamping of feet and throwing of toys far, far away from the pram by the hysterical anti-Trump 
faction has continued unabated since November 2016, and I have long since given up trying to 
convince any Champagne Marxists that they are in the wrong and WHY they are in the wrong about 
the Conservative victories in 2015 and 2017, or us checking into the EU departure lounge in 2016. 
I have, in effect, made EXACTLY THE SAME POINTS about the Champagne Marxists treating 
White Van Man with contempt, scorn and insults that Jonathan Pie did about Hillary Clinton's 
footsoldiers branding Trump supporters as racists, misogynists, deplorables. "How do you think 
people are going to vote if you talk to them like that?" And the worst thing is, even though we are 
making EXACTLY THE SAME POINTS, the Champagne Marxists will not listen to me, but they will 
listen to Jonathan Pie, even though he's a fictional character. Because he is politically oriented the 
right way – and I am not, even though I'm also not oriented the wrong way.


