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Politics Begins at Home. 
  
 
Supposedly, charity begins at home. I’ve never really understood this particular phrase, 
as I never saw any charity, of any kind, in my house growing up. What I could say, 
however, is that politics begins at home. My first dealings with politics was seeing my 
brother so perfectly and enthusiastically parroting my parents’ political ideals and 
feeling the unnerving need to do so myself. 
  
Quickly, I came to realize everything they stood for and everything they believed was 
complete bullshit. Pure and unadulterated bullshit. (The least infuriating and least 
horrific idea I can remember is the time my mother told me ‘The Labour Party is just 
watered-down Communism’. Needless to say, there was a fair amount of face-palm going 
on in my then fifteen-year-old brain. I don’t even know where to begin in deconstructing 
that sentence for analysis…) 
  
Political life, not just in my home (and I use the term ‘home’ very loosely), but also in 
Windsor in general, doesn’t really seem to exist. I know, you all must be incredibly 
surprised to find that Windsor is not the hotbed of Anarchist activity you thought it was, 
but unfortunately this is the truth. There is very much a feeling of ‘Conservative or GET 
OUT’ in the area. There is no room for any other school of thought. And so, from a young 
age, we are all conditioned with our parents’ beliefs and values, most of them about 
‘how great the indigenous British people are’, ‘how all foreigners are thieving, violent 
benefit frauds (but that one guy from work, you know, the coloured gentleman, he’s one 
of the good ones)’, and ‘how, if people want to be gay, they shouldn’t do it in public’. 
  
If you have somehow found it within you, as a citizen of the great and noble Windsor, to 
have the audacity to actually disagree you are, at best, ridiculed. If like me you’re not so 
lucky, you are shunned, disciplined and punished. 
 
There was no room in my house for my beliefs. If my beliefs didn’t tally with the rest of 
the Conservative voting, UKIP-loving household, they were the wrong beliefs. There was 
no attempt at understanding or respect, yet it was expected from me without question. 
  
I was dismayed, but not surprised to find that the BNP has a large amount of support in 
Windsor and the surrounding areas. This may be due, in part, to the fact that Windsor is 
in close proximity to Slough. I am constantly hearing from people on the street, my 
father, my brother and people at college that ‘you rarely see a white person in Slough’. 
When I point out that according to the in the 2011 Census 57.17% (and yes kids, that 
means the MAJORITY) of people living in Slough identified as ‘White British’ (whatever 
that means…), I get the usual snort of derision. For people who normally put such stock 
in statistics when lecturing me on a topic of their choice, they can be awfully mean when 
I use stats for my own purposes. Hmm. 
  
A memory sticks out. It is perhaps my first memory of seeing people my age trying to 
come to terms with a political system that isn’t Capitalism. In middle school, when being 
taught about World War II like it was the only period of history worth mentioning, my 
classmates and I got our first official glimpse of something different to our current 
political system. Communism. (After all, Russia was there in WWII, but we tend to 
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ignore that and talk about Spitfires a lot). When we were told everyone would be 
financially and politically equal and all the other dumbed-down aspects of Communism, 
there was no small amount of confusion as my classmates tried to figure out in our 
brainwashed minds how something our parents have been telling us is evil can be 
talking about something as amazing as equality for everyone. Just as someone finally 
gets up the courage to say, ‘Well, doesn’t that make it a good thing?’ and there was an 
encouraging nod from my history teacher (who I now realise was vaguely Bolshevik). As 
things seemed to be going in an interesting direction, inevitably there was, as there 
always will be, someone who said something about money, and everyone agreed and fell 
back into Capitalism, and the teacher looked sad that he hadn’t reached anyone that day. 
  
So my friends and I had sorted it out amongst ourselves. As much as we thought things 
weren’t quite right with the world, Capitalism meant we could have money and stay in 
our parents’ good books, so no new socio-economic/political ideas were sought after. 
Eventually though, as we grew and read, I realised even Communism wasn’t the ideal I’d 
hoped it’d be, and Anarchism started looking more and more attractive. 
  
Since then, those I have managed to talk relatively seriously to about Anarchism as a 
political philosophy, and not just the idea of flipping cars and setting things on fire, seem 
to think my agenda for revolution would go something like this; 
  
1.      Destroy Government 
2.      Go on a murderous, cannibalistic rampage 
  
The handful of people I have managed to find with even the remotest interest in 
reconstructing this broken world seem to have been conditioned so thoroughly that 
hostility, contempt and mockery towards different ideas is now the natural response to 
have. 
  
For me personally, the foundation of Anarchist thought is the basic belief in the 
goodness of mankind, of our ability to better ourselves and of our desire to help each 
other to live a good life, regardless of who we are, with love and respect. 
Now THIS idea, this is something I can find huge numbers of my peers to agree with me 
on. The only trouble is, there is little to no information readily available to them, 
showing them The Only Way is Anarchism. Don’t get me wrong, there is information, I 
found it. The difference is I went looking for it. 
  
A moment I will always remember is after my first meeting with an Anarchist group and 
a friend asking me ‘Do you identify as Anarchist?’ I’d never considered myself an 
Anarchist because I’d never even thought of it that way. Its ideas were just what I 
thought. There was no need for the label because it was just my basic state of being. 
However, in that moment, the answer came clear and simple, ‘Yes.’ 
  
Where there is pressure, things either conform or crack. At first, I tried to fit in with my 
family. It would’ve perhaps made for an easier life. But after witnessing so much of this 
unquestioning conformity and seeing how, yes, it may lead to an easier life, but 
ultimately perpetuates all the things I thought were wrong with the world, I cracked. 
And rebelled against everything. 
 


