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A History of Satire
Magnus Taylor

Satire was invented in
1783 by a man named Swift
who told us that eating babies
was a bad thingeven if they
wereIrish. This discovery was
seen as being a good thingas
previously Merrie Englande
was a place devoid of any kind
of sophisticated humour.

Occasionally groups
of boisterous young men
would gather together in local
taverns and sup large
quantities of mulled mead,
ale, or sloe gin.In order to
stave off the inevitable
crushing weight of collective
boredom, they would throw
rotten fruit at each other and
attempt to invade France

armed only with a couple of
rusty table knives and a
knitting needle.

Nowadays satire is all
around us, in the food we eat,
the clothes we wear and even
the tainted air we breathe.
George Dubya waddles out
apelike from behind every
lamppost declaring war on
Mars whilst dear old buck
toothed Tony snaps at his
cowboy booted heels. Have
we turned into a nation of
petty, pernicious cynics
incapable of enjoying simple
and childish pleasures like
puppies, clouds and getting
caught in the rain? 

Perhaps it's the very
buttock clenching awfulness
of 'the modern age' that
means ifwe took all the world

seriously for even halfof the
time, we would rapidly
descend into a bunch of
uselessly dribbling imbeciles? 

Your helpful satirical
wizards have conjured up a
solution to this terrible
quandary. Henceforth, we
shall take none ofthe world
seriously all of the time and
only some ofit seriously for
anything that's left over. In
this way we'll be able to
pretend that we really don't
mind living in a small,wet
island on the fringes of
western civilisation.

Sometimes we all need
to be reminded that nothing's
as bad as it seems ifyou draw
it as a cartoon and stick an
amusing caption underneath.

MH Review

Criticism of Sacha
Baron-Cohen's first feature-
length outing as Borat unites 
the worst of 'Little Britain.' It
draws pompous self-named
intelligentsia and  self-
righteous subscribers to social
paranoia into rank, leaving
no-one in between. In the
genius ofits creation it leaves
not a soul untouched by its
hard-hitting exposure of
prejudice. Whether depicting
positive racism or
unrecognised homophobia,
this exploration of western
culture leaves no-one sitting
comfortably.

I think part of Borat's
greatness is that he brings out
the bigot in all ofus. I hereby
confess to being racist,
homophobic, sexist, small-
minded and bigoted, and

furthermore I would be
worried if you did not find
yourself to be the same.
Seated in the soft darkness,
fondled by accessible humour,
Baron-Cohen masters your
responses. In this production
every response is an exposure.
Easy company and worn
seating are no lulling
compensations for the
stripping bare of
complacency.

Baron-Cohen's mass
appeal keeps us guessing - he
metamorphoses at just the
moment that the power of his
work seems graspable. It is
this adolescent-like rebellion -
better to be silly, or to fail,
than to give people an easy
ride - that so enthrals us. It
baffles and irritates anyone
who dares to place him as an
idol, making serious social
statements. It breaks down

the stuffy barrier that so often
links great social commentary
with impenetrable texts, and it
pushes responsibility into
mass-culture, challenging
people to think and be
responsible for their attitudes
and actions on a personal
level.

Unlike the carefully
planned pages of the press,
which scare, challenge, then
reassure, Borat's hold on me
stems from the fact that it
does exactly the opposite. It is
a film that, although surreal,is
genuine and aims to prevent
blasé response. Baron-Cohen
did not take years or spend
billions to root out bigotry in
society:it came quickly and
easily to the surface. Those
who did not appear outright
awful became the unseeing
and the unvigilant, saying
nothing and colluding in

silence.
Prejudice is the curse

of analysis and memory, and
although it can be shrunk
using effort, compassion and
logic, its influence will never
be removed completely.
Borat's gift for exposing it
teaches us to ridicule its
existence, to be vigilant to it in
all its guises, and to shift its
presence into uneasy
recognition, not
discrimination or silence.
Propaganda, ethnocentricity,
conformity, rebellion,
recognition: there should be
nothing our mind is exposed
to that we do not analyse and
interpret. Borat - with his
sharp humour, his moments
of slapstick rebellion,and his
piercing insight - is a medicine
that is delivered sweetly and
can be painfully hard to
swallow. RR

Borat and the Bigot

insert amusing caption here - we can’t think of one.
(Clarice Holt)
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