The Guardian view on teenage stab victims: rising youth violence shames May’s government
The prime minister has promised to act following two more chilling murders. But what frontline services need are
resources, not meetings
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The murders of two 17-year-olds last weekend have catapulted knife crime back into news headlines. Jodie
Chesney’s death stands out because she is the first girl out of 10 teenagers who have been killed by knives so far this
year. While most victims of murders know their assailant, reports suggest Jodie was stabbed in the back by a stranger
in a London park last Friday in a “random and unprovoked attack”. Last weekend’s other victim, Yousef Ghaleb Makki,
was killed in an affluent Manchester suburb, and attended a private school. These two deaths show that knife violence
involving teenagers is not, as is sometimes suggested, a problem confined to boys on tough estates. They remind us that
there is no typical stabbing and thus no single solution.
The prime minister’s assertion on Monday that there was “no direct correlation” between rising crime and police
cuts was hamfisted and disingenuous. After colleagues failed to back her up, and Metropolitan police chief Cressida
Dick joined other senior officers in asserting that there is a link, the government backtracked. But the promise of a
“series of cabinet-level ministerial meetings and engagements” promised by a Downing Street spokesperson on Tuesday
rings hollow following months of inaction.
The homicide rate in England and Wales is at its highest for a decade; so is the number of teenagers killed with
knives. Offences involving a knife or sharp instrument rose last year by 12%, while the number of those aged 16 and
under treated for stab wounds by the NHS has nearly doubled in five years. The figures are shaming. The concern is
that this week’s flurry of activity has more to do with the politics of news management than with policy-making.
A knife-carrying culture has taken hold in parts of the UK. This will take years of work to unravel, as the London
mayor, Sadiq Khan, acknowledged when setting out plans for a new, public health approach in the capital. Pioneered in
Chicago and also used in Glasgow, this method treats violence as a social contagion and employs multiple agencies to
treat and root it out. Police numbers, contrary to Theresa May’s statement, are directly relevant. Officer numbers fell by
more than 20,000 to 123,142 between 2010 and 2017. The comment by West Midlands police and crime commissioner
David Jamieson that “the swagger is back” among criminals is unnerving. More funding is required because police work
requires police. Evidence suggests that switching to a more holistic, “public health” style of enforcement twinned with
prevention makes sense.
But to focus solely on policing is to miss the point spectacularly. Austerity’s impact on other services has been
at least as damaging. Senior officers have said publicly that poverty and lack of opportunity are among the causes of
serious youth violence. Young men and boys who believe the world offers them nothing become angry, afraid – and at
risk of exploitation by criminal organisations that use them to sell drugs. Last year 32 out of 45 police forces reported
an increase in violence they linked to the networks known as “county lines”. Children excluded from school are known
to be at risk. For this reason, among others, the government must come down hard on the practice of removing hard-toteach pupils, and incentivise schools to make strenuous efforts at inclusivity. Youth services must be scaled back up as
a matter of urgency, and the provision of after-school activities for teenagers made statutory. When crime commissioners
in the worst-hit areas describe a national emergency, hand-wringing will not do.

Uruguay national Melania Geymonat and her date Chris pictured June 6, 2019 after an alleged homophobic attack on a
London bus. 8 June 2019.

‘What’s it going to be then, eh?’
There was me, that is Alex, and my three droogs, that is Pete, Georgie, and Dim, Dim being really dim, and we
sat in the Korova Milkbar making up our rassoodocks what to do with the evening, a flip dark chill winter bastard though
dry. The Korova Milkbar was a milk-plus mesto, and you may, O my brothers, have forgotten what these mestos were
like, things changing so skorry these days and everybody very quick to forget, newspapers not being much read neither.
Well, what they sold there was milk plus something else. They had no licence for selling liquor, but there was no law
yet against prodding some of the new veshches which they used to put into the old moloko, so you could peet it with
vellocet or synthemesc or drencrom or one or two other veshches which would give you a nice quiet horrorshow fifteen
minutes admiring Bog And All His Holy Angels And Saints in your left shoe with lights bursting all over your mozg.
Or you could peet milk with knives in it, as we used to say, and this would sharpen you up and make you ready for a bit
of dirty twenty-to-one, and that was what we were peeting this evening I’m starting off the story with.
Our pockets were full of deng, so there was no real need from the point of view of crasting any more pretty
polly to tolchock some old veck in an alley and viddy him swim in his blood while we counted the takings and divided
by four, nor to do the ultra-violent on some shivering starry grey-haired ptitsa in a shop and go smecking off with the
till’s guts. But, as they say, money isn’t everything.
The four of us were dressed in the heighth of fashion, which in those days was a pair of black very tight tights
with the old jelly mould, as we called it, fitting on the crutch underneath the tights, this being to protect and also a sort
of a design you could viddy clear enough in a certain light, so that I had one in the shape of a spider, Pete had a rooker
(a hand, that is), Georgie had a very fancy one of a flower, and poor old Dim had a very hound-and-horny one of a
clown’s litso (face, that is), Dim not ever having much of an idea of things and being, beyond all shadow of a doubting
thomas, the dimmest of we four. Then we wore waisty jackets without lapels but with these very big built-up shoulders
(‘pletchoes’ we called them) which were a kind of mockery of having real shoulders like that. Then, my brothers, we
had these off-white cravats which looked like whipped-up kartoffel or spud with a sort of a design made on it with a
fork. We wore our hair not too long and we had flip horrorshow boots for kicking.
Anthony Burgess, A Clockwork Orange, 1962

