
Maggie: 
Let us not temper our opinions. 
 
Margaret Thatcher, the now late “Lady,” picked an especially good time to die.  The release of 
Iron Lady such a short time ago, with Meryl Streep humanizing Britain’s sectarian princess, did 
its part to inspire a more humane appearance than the caricatures being used to portray her 
now.  And it is just far enough from the 2008 financial crash for her acolytes to brush aside the 
claim that it was her policies that directly led to the crash.  Far enough from Britain’s recovery to 
make revision plausible, in fact easy.  Far enough from her career to leave handfuls of young 
impressionables upon which history may be imprinted. 
 
Before her body has finished cooling... 

... her acolytes and detractors have began attempting to revise her legacy.  Revise they 
are, have and are still doing.  This is an interesting time for her to die. The acolytes and would 
be inheritors have come out proclaiming her brilliance as an individualist and proclaim her as a 
messiah of conservatism.  The detractors counter with claims of their own.  So… 

...As the sycophantic effigies to Margaret Thatcher continue to pour in (tempered by the 
vitriolic post-mortem revenge beatings dressed as essays that are right behind them), it may be 
prudent to keep a real account of the now deceased.  In other words, if we are going to 
remember her at all, then we are going to do it properly.  
 
Margaret Thatcher was against measures to stop Apartheid in Africa and was quick to call 
Nelson Mandela a terrorist.  She had, however, less reserve in praising the likes of Pinochet 
and Suharto.  The former the best documented human rights abuser in Chile, the later a mass 
murderer.  Thatchers take on these two?  On Pinochet: “brought democracy to Chile.”  On 
Suharto: “we are clearly the best of friends (referring to Suharto’s regime and her own).” 
Britain support, under her leadership, of Saddam Hussein up until his 1991 invasion of Kuwait, 
is hardly admirable.  This included arms.  Not to mention the happenings of the Falklands war. 
When not sipping tea with Pinochet or writing birthday letters to Saddam Hussein (also to 
Muammar Gaddafi in 1981), she was commending Hosni Mubarak for his “strength.”  This is by 
no means an exhaustive list.  British South East MP Yasmin Qureshi claimed that “Mrs Thatcher 
also said Britain was being swamped by blacks”, for example. 
 
Her hatred of unions can be felt even in her autobiography (perhaps extended memoir is more 
accurate, long-extended memoir), wherein she refers to them as cartels. That she champions 
privatisation explains the love shown her by the likes of the the Economist publication- most 
outrageously under the title Margaret Thatcher Freedom Fighter.  Her economic contribution to 
the country can (has), very easily, be written off as the result of an influx of excess income in 
Great Britain at the time (otherwise known as good timing).  Most of her charm and mesmerism 
can probably be explained by a latent sexism (in the case of many feminists and masculine 
types).  She is, afterall, the first woman Prime Minister Britain has ever had.  To prove the point, 
read the story often offered by Christopher Hitchens about his sexy encounter with the woman. 
It can be found easily online.  Then read, Christopher’s friend, Ian McEwan’s recent essay on 



Margaret Thatcher and you will have an idea of what I am speaking about. 
 
Yet, her unfailing disinterest in the opinions of others is interesting, despite what it may have 
inspired: a whole school of politicians who quite simply don’t give a damn, or at least think that 
belief is all that is required for the proper running of a country.  Still, as a pose it was impressive. 
It may be an irony that so many are intensely interested in what she thought, and what the world 
continues to think about Lady Iron.  Despite the dismissal of her economic salvation of Britain, 
by the likes of Paul Krugman, there may be something to the claim, at the least it deserves to be 
dealt with properly.  There are arguments to be made in favor of her pragmatism, made in 
fragments by Michael White in “Margaret Thatcher: looking back on the life of the Iron Lady”, 
found on the Guardian’s site.  And so far as I have been told she was a good chancellor for 
William and Mary.  You can be the one to decide if this list outweighs the other. 
 
An interesting digression is the tone of which she is referenced.  Many, including those in favor 
of her death, cannot seem to help but call her by or something more familiar (something that I 
have chosen to mimic).  This is an interesting display of her effect.  An effect that is sectarian, 
callous, self-aggrandizing, mythos creating, and continued still. “Maggie.”  “Iron Lady.”  “Grocer’s 
daughter.”  Or, more simply, “Lady.”  (“Maggie! Maggie! Maggie! Out! Out! Out!”- the phrase Ian 
McEwan chose to open his piece with).  These are the subtle cues of her influence.  Her 
seeming temporary mothership of the country.  This familial closeness tells us that her influence 
will exist for a long while.  Although the frequent comparisons to Winston Churchill may be out 
of place.  Many treatments of her also read more like a memoir than an account of Thatcher’s 
time in office, but I suppose that is to be expected and is in any case irrelevant.  Irrelevant, 
except to reiterate exactly how visceral her affect was (is). 
 
The collection of opinions published here last week was a bit uncritical.  It was most certainly 
not representative of the view held by many, and often for easily understandable reasons.  For 
someone whose image continues to curdle the blood and milk of some, while plucking the 
heartstrings of others, for someone whose legacy is so important: that just won’t cut it. 
If we are going to remember her then... let us not temper our opinions.  Afterall, for Maggie, 
“there is no such thing as society.”  It would be disingenuous for us to act as though there were 
now that she is gone. 
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