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ANALYSIS
EVENGE is the hallmark of small minds ; recent experience
adds an observation which such minds can understand —
revenge does not pay. The West now tries to create in E.D.C.
an instrument of defence against the incursion of the East ; but
some of the best minds of Europe fear the shield more than the
opposing sword. The reasons are all too clear ; the present rulers
of the West have failed to inspire the peoples of Europe and America
with a creed and a will to live, which can enable their population
of nearly four hundred millions to resist the one hundred and
seventy millions of Russia without the aid of some sixty million
Germans living in Western Europe. This is the plain fact and no
excuse can conceal i t ; the combined West has more than double
the population and many times the scientific abilities and technical
resources, but feels unable to face the Russians without the Germans
for reasons which can only be defined in terms of morale. It
is a lamentable and tragic situation whose explanation we can leave
to the defenders of the present system ; we are immediately con
cerned only with the consequences.

R

Fear of Germans in E.D.C.
If it be necessary to include the Germans in Western defence,
why is the participation of German troops so much feared ? — is
it right to fear them ? The answer clearly is that it is right to fear
them if they are likely and able to change sides on the day of battle.
At this point the West is faced with the nemesis of vengeance.
It is possible, even likely, that German troops will change sides
in the future for two reasons : it is probable that their command
will be unreliable because it will have been chosen for its previous
unreliability, and the rank and file, who were the most proved troops
in the world for a fight against Russia, will have been reduced to
unreliability by anger at the treatment of their most respected
comrades since the war. So current fears are the reflection of the
simple fact that revenge does not pay ; we now feel the conse
quences of a loss of temper after the war which violated every
tradition of England in victory — dago values did not suit us after
3
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all. We have no idea what will be the ultimate composition of
the German command and staff within the European army ; but
it is fairly clear that men will finally be chosen who are “ antiNazi ” or entirely devoid of political opinions and feeling.
Our present rulers held it to be a near crime on our side to conduct
an open political opposition — in full accord with a classic and
reiterated English tradition — to a war which some thought un
necessary. But they appeared to think it entirely laudable on the
other side to plan in secret conspiracy for the armed overthrow
of their government in time of war ; which in other periods was
not regarded as a soldierly virtue.
Possibilities of German-Russian alliance
The Germans have a proverb : “ Wer einmal verrat immer
verraten wird ”. Present and potential Foreign Secretaries might
find it a useful study of European life to glance through a short
dictionary and find out what it means.
If the German staff be chosen from such elements they are un
likely either to prove very reliable themselves or to command
reliability in troops who will have no great regard for them. If
non-political officers are chosen, their associates will find them
selves up against the historic tradition of the German General
Staff. For generations many of these men have believed in a
Russian alliance ; they feel themselves innately superior to the
Slav, and they believe that in such an association they can always
use Russia against the West for purpose of revenge or conquest.
They never really noticed the difference between Czarist and
Bolshevik Russia ; that was one. of the profound differences
between them and the National Socialist leaders. Staff Officers
who were at all impregnated with National Socialism became
strongly anti-bolshevik; most of the rest remained disposed to a
Russian alliance whenever opportunity offered. The former are
completely excluded : the latter are sought for promotion ; par
ticularly if they were active against their own government during
the last war. Hence these fears and their justification.
Can a German army now be reliable against Russia ?
These mills have long been grinding slowly ; the problem is
now ground down to very small, clear and practical points. It
4
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is, in fact, almost impossible for the West to constitute a German
army which is reliable. The remaining question is whether it is
possible so to construct the European army that it will be impossible
for the German forces to extricate themselves in order to fight on
the other side. Again we know nothing of the final shape of the
European army, but the outline of certain problems is already
clear.
Either fairly large units of the European army will be national,
or they will be ineffective ; babel commands simply will not
operate. Who would care to lead a platoon composed of English,
French, German, Italian and Dutch, quite apart from the difficulty
of giving orders in all these languages at once ? It requires no
long reflection to see that the basic national units within the
European army must be fairly large to be effective ; the larger
they are the easier it will be to extricate them for separate action.
The dilemma is that either the European army will not be an
army, or it will be quite easily divisible into its national components.
Disarmament preferable to uncertain military alliances
The present Prime Minister once said something to the effect
that Anglo-American affairs were now so mixed up together that
they could not easily be extricated ; — he certainly managed
that.
But he may find it more difficult so to mix together
Anglo-American and German affairs that a Germany under the
influence of the traditional general staff (or worse, much worse)
cannot be extricated from the Western community. It is very
doubtful whether it can be done by any technical device ; in the
end we come back to individual reliability and character. Once
again we find that “ the world is character,” and allied policy since.
the war has done much to destroy the character of E u ro p e; in
particular the German character.
In these circumstances the case for a serious attempt at general
disarmament, in contradistinction to a system of military alliances,
is more than ever indicated. When you have kicked the faces of
brave men while they were prostrate in the mud, it is well to allow
at least an interval before you hand around the arms. There are
few who would rise after such treatment and fight at once on the
right side for a principle ; fortunately there are still some.
A new approach on the lines of general disarmament, coupled
with free elections in occupied territories, would also reopen the
5
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possibility of international agreement: this hope is at present
bogged down in the question of German rearmament, which is
feared almost equally by the French and the Russians ; the English
and the Americans feel little apprehension, because they understand
little — of what they have done.
Bevan — Morgenthau
Mr. Bevan, to whom Nature accorded the gift of tongues
(abusive) without further exertion, is now mentioned as the next
Labour Foreign Secretary. Yet, not long ago he said something
which was as likely to promote a third world war as anything said
in the last eight years ; this will in no way inhibit his appointment
in a party which thrives on the principle of the unsuitable.
According to the Manchester Guardian of September 26 he informed
the Commonwealth Press Association that “ the object should be
to create a unified and disarmed Germany, which should contribute
to a world development fund the money she was saving on arms
It is difficult to conceive any proposal less likely to pacify the
Germans : not only would they suffer the danger and humiliation
of being the only unarmed nation in an armed world ; they would
also have to devote a substantial proportion of their labour pro
duction effort to the maintenance of indigent Asiatics — whom Mr.
Bevan so greatly prefers to his fellow Europeans — until such time
as the Soviets were ready to move in and take over an East which
the West had equipped. Since Mr. Morgenthau’s immediate
post-war suggestion about a pastoral Germany, no policy could
be more likely to drive Germany into the arms of the Soviet.
In a Bevanite Europe a real danger would exist that a Russian
alliance would appear to many Germans to be. the only alternative
to further detention in a mad-house staffed by the lunatics, as
Western Europe would appear to them under Bevan governments.
If it be pleaded in extenuation that Mr. Bevan is a loquacious and
irresponsible ass, may we not have a little less talk of him as the
coming Prime Minister, or the next Foreign Secretary ?
Mr, Crossman not the Cecil Rhodes of Jewish Imperialism
After learning Mr. Bevan’s plans for Germany it is interesting
to read his trusty lieutenant Mr. Crossman’s plans for Israel.
English Crossman has long presented the case for Israel in the
6
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most attractive light; so it is gratifying to understand he has not
finally cast himself for the role of the Cecil Rhodes of Jewish
Imperialism. It is true that he recently gave figures in The New
Statesman and Nation showing that “ during the Spring twelve Jews
were killed whereas the Arab casualties were about 200, a proportion
not dissimilar from that in Kenya ” and added “ apparently ruthless
reprisals against frontier marauders are in order for a great power
with colonial possessions ; but small nations which imitate these
practices must be sternly taught to know their place ” : yet the
world was relieved to receive his disclaimer “ not that it is my
intention to defend the Israeli action any more than I would defend
Field Marshal Montgomery’s demolition of whole villages during
the Arab revolt of 1937, or even Mr. Lyttleton’s more recent methods
of dealing with the Kikuyu ”.
America to Pay for British Socialism?
Later in the article Mr. Crossman drew attention to the Arab
refugee problem together with the dangers of the present frontier
arrangements, and quite rightly suggested that matters could not
rest where they are. He advocated “ dramatic Anglo-American
action for developing the vast, uncultivated tracks in Syria, Iraq
and elsewhere ” and asks “ where is the capital to be found ?
But has not Bevanite policy long suggested that thousands of mil
lions were available for the relief of poverty and for industrial
development in the East and middle-East ? — Are we to understand
that Mr. Crossman does not believe in this policy? He suggested
tapping the revenues of Ibn Saud and of the Sheik of K u w ait:
has he found already that only America is rich enough to pay for
Bevanite policies, and America will not pay, as The European
recently showed ? It is entertaining to see how quickly the fantasies
vanish into thin air when confronted with an immediate and practical
problem : how soon the airy millions yield place to the old, simple
plan of looting someone else to do what our local socialists cannot
do for themselves.
A Solution of Reason and Justice for Jew and Arab
In fact, the united Europe (which our Socialists obstruct), co
operating with a friendly and helpful America (which they deride),
would have no great difficulty in organizing the sorting out and
7
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migration of populations, for the development of new lands, which
alone can solve such problems. There is plenty of room for both
Jews and Arabs in the great area of the middle-East; all that is
lacking is union, will and energy to accomplish the task. Whatever
policy emerges must be based on reason, justice and the consent
of the leading minds in both the Jewish and Arab peoples ; all
parties and opinions have behind them errors in this sphere which
must never be repeated. Let us never again clash with the con
science of the world.
Which Apartheid ?
The large-scale migration of populations is inevitable in the
future, if friction between unsuitable peoples in many areas is not
to degenerate into chaos and bloodshed. In the much larger sphere
of Africa the matter becomes pressing. If Apartheid be understood
as black ghettos under the rule of exploiting whites, it is rightly
condemned ; if Apartheid be understood as the constitution of
separate nations living side by side.in equal dignity and friendship,
it rightly receives the sympathetic consideration of an Archbishop ;
but the latter solution must entail a large migration of both white
and black peoples. What is the alternative ? — just to brake the
wheel of black “ progress ” long enough to delay going over the
precipice by five minutes ?
British Colonial Abdication
In our last issue we asked what would happen in other areas
where the same follies had been committed as in British Guiana
but where the problems are tougher ? Immediately after those
lines were written the Economist supplied the answer : “ the
suspension of the Guianese constitution does not mean that similarly
drastic action would be possible or effective elsewhere. I t is one
thing to suspend a constitution in the year it is introduced as in
Guiana. It would be quite another to suspend a constitution
that the local politicians and their supporters operated for some
time. To say that there are dangerous possibilities, in this one
case of suspension, is to say that it would be all but unthinkable
in a less immature colony.” In other words existing policy means
that sooner or later the white man in such colonial areas must
pack up and go. Experience indicates that black Communism
8
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and not black Democracy will take his place (in backward territories
it is inevitable ; primitive peoples do not understand democracy,
but communism does understand them).
Should American Development have been Abandoned in Favour of
Red Indians — and Beria ?
In the vast areas of Africa we shall then see empty spaces of
undeveloped wealth, sparsely populated by black communists. Is
this really the guiding principle of democracy, or has it just not
been thought out at all ? For instance, should the development
of America have been abandoned in favour of Red Indians — and
Beria ? Where are we going to ? — where indeed ? Let us
insist on a clear answer : first, we need a pause — for thought
Bernard Shaw (whose posthumous reputation has suffered a decline,
from which it will recover when men are again capable of lucid
thinking) used to exclaim, when confronted with some particularly
muddy muddle of the adult mind, “ As the schoolteacher said to the
child who wrote ‘ King Solomon had a thousand porcupines ’ —
think child — think ”.
House of Commons and Elections — New constitutional principle ?
Sir Winston Churchill stated recently the “ general proposition ”
in Parliament “ that elections exist for the sake of the House of
Commons and not that the House of Commons exists for the
sake of elections
Is not this equivalent to saying that the people
exist for the sake of M.P.s and not that M.P.s exist for the sake of
the people ? If it does not mean this, what does it mean ? Did
this obiter dictum introduce a new constitutional principle ? How
strange that it passed without the analysis of debate in Parliament,
and even in the Press. Is The European to be the only guardian
of the British constitution ?
Now, pause — for Christmas — and goodwill.
EUROPEAN.
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TOWARDS HUMAN ECOLOGY
A THESIS IN SUPERORGANIC

POLITICS

by LOUIS MAINWARING GARDNER
PRESENT CRISIS in civilisation is due to the inability of
T HEsociety
to adapt itself to the realities of new technique. In
an age which sees the operative dimensions of the earth so con
tracted as to make government of the world as a single unit physically
if not morally possible, we perpetuate theories of statesmanship
established centuries before science became a determining factor
in human life.
This impasse is heightened by the extremely precarious structure
of modem society. Traditional values have collapsed ; we refuse
to restore them but cannot evolve others ; and in the consequent
moral vacuum the impact of revolutionary technology has become
the ultimate arbiter of human destiny. We are living the final
social paradox ; man is no longer the inheritor of civilisation —
civilisation has inherited man.
A society is stable only when its relative parts are geared to
change at comparable speeds.
The Victorian era, despite its obscene barbarism, did possess
the virtue of equilibrium, and thereby was capable at least of an
unconscious response to the initial shocks of the industrial revolution.
The same cannot be said of the twentieth century, wherein science
develops at a pace far outstepping the evolution of a corporate
conception of adjustment between the static and dynamic features
of society as a whole. It is obvious that sweeping revaluations
are necessary, both political and scientific, if man is to recover
an ascendancy over his environment and imbue his existence with
consciousness of design.
The state of applied science to-day is reminiscent of the times
when surgeons were barbers and chemists vendored love-philtres.
Thus, although it is certain that Europe cannot survive without
an unprecedented programme of African colonisation requiring,
amongst other things, advancement of electrical communications,
increase of air travel and the control of tropical disease, a con
certed approach to this question is conspicuously absent. .
Divisional effort, however brilliant, is as futile in this as in most
10
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other contemporary undertakings. The making of a permanent
civilisation in the modem age is possible only if specialised science
is supplemented by non-specialised science, or to be more precise,
superscience — the integration of knowledge and discoveries
through the agency of corporate institutions.
Since our difficulties do not arise from dearth or inaccuracy of
information but are due, on the contrary, to over-abundance and
confusion of data, the systemisation of research plainly must be
intensified and expanded. The dual function of analysis and
synthesis must graduate from national to supra-national levels
of execution. No speculation is extravagant in this context, and
we should envisage, possibly by micro-filmic documentation, the
establishment of a universal digest of bibliography along with
indexed archives of the world ; the whole corresponding to a
planetary memory of world-cerebrum.
Nothing less will serve for an era of inter-relation in which,
to give but a few remarkable instances, radio is applied for
metereological purposes and chemistry enters the agricultural and
veterinary fields.
Provision should also be made for continuity of enterprise. An
illuminating example of lineal endeavour has already been furnished
by the Benedictine monks of Solesmes, who have addressed them
selves for about sixty years (covering three generations) to the
reconstruction of Gregorian music.
Scientific projects set in train must not be interrupted by demise
or any other fortuity, since many experiments may occupy a century
at the least. This is specially applicable to the study of man. It
is astounding to realise that when the intellections of the physical
sciences have become so abstract as to require expression in equations
of symbols, our ideas of human potentialities are no more than
rudimentary. It should be the supreme mission of the new science
to redress the disparity existing between the knowledge of inert
matter and that of life, and to orientate its conspectus of observation,
thought and experience towards the re-making of man himself.
Plans for the organisation of science invariably fail to take
cognizance of relevant state action; H. G. Wells’s plea for a world
encyclopaedia is an able one, but to recommend its production
to the aegis of private philanthropy, as he did, is absurd.
Mere departments of scientific and industrial research are
equally inadequate, since to reach the optimum development of
modem resources the state itself has to be transformed from an
U
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instrument of charlatanry and fiscal legerdemain into a vehicle
of creative politics.
The tissues of durable human relationships derive from status,
not contract. Society is not a mechanical function but a natural
organism ; it is an ethico-cultural institution, assessing man in a
category superior to individual aggrandisement and in relation
to separate and collective environmental factors.
Enlightened government is an apparatus effecting constant
transitions from the personal to the organic, from the organic to
the superorganic, aspiring always to higher and higher spheres of
achievement. The problem of the identity and possibilities of
these spheres is the basic pre-occupation for the politics of the
future.
The potentialities of science are so staggering that they renew
with a most formidable countenance the perennial question of
power and its limitations.
The rise of a master-interest, e.g., theology in the middle ages,
commercialism in the nineteenth century, inevitably promotes the
dangers of oligarchy, and as Robert Burnham has convincingly
shown, the managerial revolution of our own time has already
afforded alarming powers to expert technicians whose functions are
not even understood, let alone regulated, by the public. Soon we
shall witness the advent of full-blown professional atomism with
a personnel of rigid exclusivists, and it is hardly chimerical to fear
the appearance of global-minded war lords with the morals of
condottieri.
It is popularly believed that the professorial character is one of
benign idealism and devotion to learning. This is a most dangerous
illusion. The circumstances in which the Anatomy Bill was passed,
the early history of The Lancet, as well as recent evolution con
troversy, amply prove the contrary. Scientists can be as bigoted
and tyrannical as any of their fellows, and we m ust be on guard
against the possible dictatorship of their class, which would be
as unwelcome as were past hegemonies of plutocrats and
bourgeoisies.
Carrel suggested that old age was but a disease and that man
may yet attain immortality.
Before we summon science to implement this daring speculation
let us remember Tennyson’s Tithonous, who obtained the gift of
eternal life but forgot that of eternal youth, and so lived on in
progressive senescence. European man must not follow a similar
12
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path. Grand, futuristic designs are not worth canvassing, since
amidst the fluid and dynamic forces of modem life revolutionary
doctrines are frequently translated into the static formulae of re
action. But let us resolve on this much : that possessing, as we
do, the physical means of greatness, we shall not fail through moral
or intellectual disability.

THE PISAN CANTOS
II.

CONSIDERATIONS IN CRITICISM
by ALAN NEAME

ITERARY FASHION is set hard against commentaries on
poetic texts. At the time of writing, a commentator must
stand his ground in face of what amounts in fact to a liberation
movement whose warcries are : Critic ! Let go that poet’s tongue !
Let the poet speak for himself! Down with the footnote !
Being much in sympathy with this trend myself, I ought to make
it clear at the outset that the notes offered at the end of this article
provide no substitute for a thorough understanding of the themes
of the poem under discussion. The notes do not provide either
answer or key, nor are they intended to do so ; their purpose
is to encourage the reader to reach for his copy of The Pisan Cantos
and read the poem again from beginning to end.
The current reaction against the paraphernalia of notes, alternative
readings and interpretations that frame so many poetic texts, is
at its best anti-scholiastic. It draws much of its immediate force
from Mr. Ezra Pound’s appreciative writings on Dante, his protests
against the smothering of a poet’s own words under piles of
scholarly irrelevancies, and his invectives against those parasites
of literature who attach themselves to a genius and, like the lice
in the fable who crawled among the feathers of the eagle, sun their
infected selves in the empyrean of another’s achievements. This
is where the strength of the reaction lies, for it cannot be over13
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emphasised that what the poet writes is far more important than
anything others may write about his work or about him ; any more
than it can be denied that readers of Dante or Chaucer are constantly
distracted from the poets’ word to pore over some genealogical
table or excursus on medieval medicine. As for the literary lice
who have a vested interest in uncreative writing, we can each of
us name one of them.
The theorists of this school, in their efforts to free the living
word of the poet from heavy-handed scholars and light-fingered
quacks, have fashioned a fine double-edged weapon for use in the
critical battle : The great poet communicates sufficiently and
directly. The poet communicates sufficiently, that is he conveys
the minimum of information that his reader may reasonably be
expected to require, and never less ; he communicates directly to
the reader, mind to mind, and therefore has no need of com
mentators, annotators or glossary-mongers to act as go-betweens.
This simple proposition sets forward complementary ideals at which
a serious poet can aim, an ideal economy and an ideal lucidity,
while at the same time it cuts off the literary louse from his
traditional host and victim. At its best therefore the movement
for the liberation of the word from scribal tyranny performs a
function both creative and surgical.
But at its worst this same movement fosters superstition and
an ignorant fundamentalism. For if, as some do, we take the
proposition : The great poet communicates sufficiently and directly,
as an exclusive statement of fact rather than as a statement of an
ideal, all critical analysis of an admired poet falls into the categories
of impiety. Only the panegyric remains acceptable. A note or
a comment, much worse a stricture, in the eyes of this lollardic
party, impugns the poet’s greatness. To be more specific, if with
Gilling-Smith we hold a priori that Pound is greater than Shakes
peare, there is nothing more we dare say about Pound than that
over and over again he is greater than Shakespeare. If on the
other hand we confess the need of a little explanation here and
there, we find ourselves at once in a dilemma. Either we expose
ourselves as nitwits lacking the rudimentary equipment for ap 
preciating the best, or, supposing for one moment that we can vindi
cate ourselves on that score and to some degree justify our need for
a gloss, that justification of our deficiency reflects as unhappily
upon the poet. It is tantamount to an admission either that the
economy of the poet is too economical; that he has failed to
14
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communicate the essential m in im um ; or, that his clarity is
occasionally clouded, so that an intermediary is needed to penetrate
the mists that gather about his portion of ‘ the forked hill
And
then the dismal fact has to be faced that the cult object is not the
incarnate Apollo after all, but a fallible poet with his .own virtues
and shortcomings.
This embarrassing and, let it be admitted, absurd variation
of Morton’s Fork would never have arisen, if the more enthusiastic
admirers of Pound’s work had not allowed their hearts to run
away with their heads. In their anxiety to champion a revolutionary
whose whole career has been a series of more or less scandalous
explosions in the face of the conservative middle classes, they over
stated their case, and brought discredit on themselves and their
hero to such a degree that Mr. Edwin Muir, in The Observer in
1951, was predisposed to view Douglas Paige’s scholarly and discreet
edition of The Letters o f Ezra Pom d as the preliminary agitation
of one more tiresome ‘ Byzantine cult ’ ; while The Manchester
Guardian in the same week with thinly veiled hostility accused the
editor of ‘ Alexandrianism ’. It is a nice point how the collection
of a poet’s letters can be both Byzantine and Alexandrian ; but
the reviewers would certainly never have resorted to such crushingly
glamorous epithets in the first place, had they not felt themselves
in duty bound to tilt at an adulation equally fantastic and excessive.
The logical development of our proposition should be this :
The great poet communicates sufficiently and directly :
Dante communicates sufficiently and directly :
Therefore Dante is a great poet.
The enthusiasts, begging the question in their second premise,
produced the syllogism :
The great poet communicates sufficiently and directly :
Pound is a great poet :
Therefore Pound communicates sufficiently and directly.
From the conclusion of this second syllogism the first two of the
five plain reasons against a commentary on The Pisan Cantos that
Mr. Basil Bunting presented to me when I was still in the early
stages of my researches. In fairness to this unduly neglected
poet and scholar I must say here that once he had registered his
formal protest he not only gave me invaluable help but also per
mission to reproduce passages from our correspondence. His
objections were these :—
15
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1. The need for a commentary implies an inadmissable
weakness.
II. A commentary distracts from the sufficient text.
HI. A commentary is superfluous because there is no need to
‘ understand ’ the poem.
IV. Mr. Pound himself is capable of explanation or revision.
V. A commentary may give an artificial stimulus to the poet’s
reputation.
Objection I. If there is really need for a commentary, that is
surely a weakness* in the poem. If it cannot stand without
scaffolding it is probably best to let it fall at once. (Bunting).
This objection is valid in so far as the second syllogism is valid,
and the second syllogism in terms of logical reasoning is suspect,
to say the least. It is also valid in so far as the first premise of
each syllogism is valid. A counter-objection can be advanced
here : whether sufficiency and directness in communication are
necessarily and invariably the qualities of great poets ; whether
some great poets have not been excessive in communication, like
Shakespeare : or niggardly, like Yeats ; whether some have not
been turgid, like the Psalm ist: or written with a lucidity in fact
deceptive, like S. John of the Cross. If it is once conceded that
absolute economy and absolute clarity are not always the indis
pensable ornaments of great poets, it seems hard that The Pisan
Cantos should be reproached for their dense passages or denied
those extra lights that a discreet note can often furnish.
Objection II. What Pound wants in the Cantos is in them.
There is no need to call attention to what is not in them, namely,
further information about things or people who have been
mentioned for a particular purpose and not for what may be found
out about them elsewhere by the diligent. . . I think th is. . . is
true of all the names that occur : everything is in the poem that
the poem needs, or else Pound believes that time will put there
whatever he has, for the moment, omitted. More is irrelevant,
and can only diminish from the effects of the verse. (Bunting).
* At the head of his own notes to his poems Bunting makes his point more
explicitly. ‘ Notes are a confession Of failure, not a palliation o f it, still less a
reproach to the reader, but may allay some small irritations ’.
Poems, 1950: Basil Bunting (Cleaners’ Press, Texas.)
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Leon Emery advances a similar objection against the editors of
Dante* :
Do we really want to know exactly what Dante’s political
opinions were, or why he condemned or damned several Popes,
the Capetian kings, and a number of his contemporaries ? We
might as well claim not to be able to read Homer until we have
first studied the history of the Achaian signories.. . . Is there
any point in identifying this or that episodic personality whom no
one would even remember if Dante had not named him ?
As far as Dante is concerned the objection is- fair enough ; for
The Divine Comedy is squarely based upon logic and the episodes
are self-explanatory. The Pisan Cantos however are not logical
propositions, but selective transcriptions of the stream of con
sciousness. We do not expect the stream of consciousness to be
explicit. Its normal operation is to throw up names, odd phrases,
remembered quotations, sensations and so forth by a process of
association. It is not the docketing of personalities that is so much
the function of the commentator on such a work, but the tracing
of the associative links that organise The Pisan Cantos into a poem
as opposed to a mere exercise in free association. But to establish
these links it is important to know what particular aspects of
so-and-so’s character or accomplishment were those that aroused
the poet’s interest sufficiently for them to reappear later in suchand-such a conjunction. That is the intention of the present
work. It is not the record of an investigation of ‘ archaeological
minutiae’ but the result of an investigation into what are and
what are not archaeological minutiae, an investigation into
emphasis, directed to discover where the true fields of force he,
to distinguish the attracting particles from those attracted. In
this connection it would be interesting to know how many believers
in the sufficient text have noticed for themselves which two pages
o f The Pisan Cantos are printed in the wrong order in the Faber
cdition.f
Objection HI. I do not see why people should want to ‘ under
stand ’ everything in a poem. Presumably they are misled, because
* Retour awe Chefs d ’Oeuvre, p. 68 (Cahiers Libre, Lyon, 1953).
t The two pages printed in the wrong order in the Faber edition are pages 104
and 105 (Canto LXXX) which have been reversed.
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it is set down in writing, into supposing it to be some sort of
statement, about something. (Bunting).
Spinoza says that the intellectual love of a thing consists in the
understanding of its perfections. Pound himself has never been
one to decry the rights and perquisites of the intellect, il ben dello
intelletto ; and to decry intelligible meaning leads eventually to
the subversion of meaning in poetry altogether. Admittedly it
would be impossible to ‘ understand ’ everything in so personal
a document, just as it would be impossible to set down all the
communicable meanings ; and in any case, as Bunting so aptly
remarks elsewhere* : the result of a successful work is more than
the sum of its meanings and differs from them in kind. A great
work is capable of many interpretations, but never of one exhaustive
interpretation.
At this point it may be useful to take a concrete example.
In the case of The Pisan Cantos for instance, we might take the
interpretation of the political passages : Desmond Stewart, whose
novels consistently plead the rights of the individual, called The
Pisan Cantos a fascist monument; while Peter Russell, the publisher
of Pound’s tracts on economics, once confided to me that he con
sidered the politics and economics of the poem to be its least vital
components ; Denis Goacher, the polemist, conceded that the
Cantos were fascist only after Pound’s fashion, but held that because
of the taboo on fascism, Mussolini as an element was liable to
over-emphasis ; Christopher Logue, the expatriate poet, recognised
the poet’s admiration for Mussolini, but denied that the Cantos were
fascist in the least Such divergence of opinion on a single theme
in the Cantos proves, if anything, that each reader sees what he wants
to see. The task of the commentator is not to provide an inter
pretation to beat all other interpretations, but to act as an equaliser
and, by drawing attention to what the reader might otherwise
ignore, to correct in fact the distortion o f the reader’s vision.
Hence the fundamental untruth of Paul Claudel, where on the
sixty-second page of his own exegetical Scrutiny o f the Apocalypse
he exclaims: Christ is fixed with nails and His Witnesses are
pricked out with pins, by which I mean the apparatus of innumerable
critical notes that surround the text, stretching every fibre o f the
scriptural body, until the editor has at last succeeded in fitting
*

op.cit.
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it to his little specimen board ! If Claudel had really believed
that, he would not have continued to crucify the Living Word for
another three hundred pages. Thomas Merton, as though answering
this very stricture of Claudel, says : Merely to set down some of
the communicable meanings that can be found in a passage of
scripture is not to exhaust the true meaning or value of that passage.
In a different order, the great poetic work is more than the sum
of its meanings in its final effect, and likewise inexhaustible ; but
before we can compute the sum than which the final effect is greater,
we must know at least some of the meanings that contribute to
the sum.
To return more particularly to Bunting, he speaks with reason
for himself, since he helped Pound correct the proofs of the Cantos
and therefore has the edge over any post-war reader or commentator.
Few have enjoyed such an advantage.
Objection IV. Pound is still alive and perfectly capable of
explaining to the public or to the commentator what he means
by a particular phrase. (Bunting).
Pound is still alive, and that, in his miserable situation, gives cause
for satisfaction enough, but whether he will have the time or energy
to finish his masterpiece, let alone revise or explain it, is a matter
between the hands of the United States Government and God.
The pace of time is so swift that even the contours of the Said Re
public, a recent enough institution, though at best a shadowy one,
are already almost forgotten. In ten more years who will remember
it ? And yet the Republic is a major component of The Pisan
Cantos. Where a poet manipulates such fugitive material, a
contemporary commentary is worth half a dozen knocked together
for the centenary celebrations.
Objection V. A commentary would seem to the public to be
setting Pound, a living man, alongside the immemorial classics,
and they would resent the claim : rightly so, since all such
judgments must be matured over a long period. Those who are
exalted too much by one generation are generally denigrated by
the next. (Bunting).
It is a mistake to think that the commentary makes the Classic.
Which came first: Ulysses or The Key ? It is a mark of Pound’s
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fruitfulness of genius that his influence is stronger now over the
youngest generation of poets and critics than that of the more
generally appreciated and more ‘ perfect ’ Eliot. Pound’s im
mediate devotees rhapsodised the master so extravagantly that one
of the functions of any worthwhile commentary must be to blow
away some of the superfluous incense ; but it was his own
generation as a whole that failed to take him seriously (Acton)
or stooped to denigration (Leavis). From the generation now
aspiring to replace them the captive of Washington receives a
more justly measured praise.
In point of fact does Pound communicate sufficiently and directly,
or not ? There is no particular difficulty about finding an answer.
We have only to take up The Pisan Cantos and open the book
for example at page 13 of the Faber edition (1949), and we can
see for ourselves what the poet wrote :
, . . Hooo Fasa, ] and in a dance the renewal
with two larks in contrappunto
at sunset
ch’intenerisce
a sinistra la Torre
seen through a pair of breeches.
Che sublia es laissa coder
between NEKUIA where are Alcmene and Tyro
and the Charybdis of action
to the solitude of Mt. Taishan . . .

207

210

215

Objection I. An arbitrary choice of ten lines is unfair.
Response I. From a poem without syntax all excerpts are
necessarily arbitrary.
Objection n . No section of the stream of consciousness can
reasonably be examined without reference to what has gone before
and to what follows.
Response II. The stream of consciousness does not flow at top
speed all the time ; it has its backwaters, its pools to o . . .
si come ad Arli, ove il Rodano stagna. . .
and this is one of them.
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Before we can honestly assess how the poet communicates, we
must consider to whom and to what. To whom ? To the
sensitive reader. To what ? To the reader’s senses, passions and
intellect. When we have decided the intensity of his communication
to senses, passions and intellect, we shall be in a position to say
whether or not he communicates sufficiently and directly.
Communication to the senses :—
The senses affected by poetry are those of hearing and speech.
Are the words in themselves, without relation to the meaning,
good to hear and good to recite ?
The first two lines of the extract contain an alternation of long
oo and long aa in a rhythm that suggests the dance or contrapuntal
music :
Hooo Fasa, ] and in a dunce the renewal
with two larks in contrappunto. . .
Three assonantal groups : Fasa, dance, larks, provide an element
o f internal rhyme. The sibilants in these three groups are followed
in the next five lines by a heavy concentration of sibilants and
kindred groups, in a broken rhythm :
. . . at sunset
ch’intenerisce
a sinistra la Torre
seen through a pair of breeches.
Che sublia es laissa cader. . .
Between the final vowel of ‘ intenerisce ’ and the particle beginning
the next line, the meaning demands a complete hiatus. These
five lines are a tonguetwister. We assume enough familiarity
with Italian to get the best out of lines 210 and 211, but before we
can say wholeheartedly with Goacher : He sings, dammit, he
sings ! we must also know how to read the lin e :
Che sublia es laissa cader. . .
Unfortunately scholars are still divided over how Provencal was
and ought to be pronounced.
The last three lines, with their trisyllabic groups, palatal con21
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sonants and more widely spaced and therefore less obtrusive
sibilants, move to a flowing rhythm in contrast to the broken
measures of the preceding lines :
between NEKUJA where are Alcmene and Tyro
and the Charybdis of action
to the solitude of M[oun]t Tais/tan. . .
Sibilants in concentration are generally to be avoided in English
verse. The hissing is offensive to the ear, just as -orum, -arum,
-orum, used to offend the Roman. In five of the ten lines under
examination the proportion of sibilant groups to the total o f
consonantal groups is as high as 11 to 25, that is 44 per cent.
Perhaps there is a reason for this : The sound must seem an Echo
to the sense ? But Mr. Eliot, for one, has said of this p o e t: I
confess that I am seldom interested in what he is saying, but only
in the way he says i t ; so argument about correspondence between
sound and meaning cannot take us far here. There may of course
be correspondence between sound and emotion, as witness the
sublime melancholy of the verse :
For God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground,
And tell sad stories of the death of kings . . .
but one would prefer to postpone judgment on such a correspond
ence here until the evidence of communication to the passions is
to hand.
Communication to the passions :—
The incongruity of ‘ sunset ’ and ‘ breeches ’ can perhaps suggest
a wry melancholy, and frustration ; contrasted ‘ action ’ and ‘ soli
tude ’ convey a mood of yearning ; but the abrupt transitions
from language to language inhibit the passions/ The passions
require a certain continuum in which to develop. Most people,
able to understand several languages and perhaps even able to .
think in them, actually only feel in one. In this short excerpt
three languages are used and a fourth evoked. The passions can
scarcely be aroused, certainly cannot be deployed, and what passion
has already been aroused is rather confused and wasted here than
sustained.
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Communication to the intellect:—
Language barriers, that impede the passions, need not hinder
the intellect’s power of comprehension. What makes sense in
one language usually makes sense in another. When the polyglot
obstacles have been removed, we have this
. . . Hooo Fasa, ] and in a dance the renewal
with two larks in counterpoint
at sunset
that melts
on the left the Tower
seen through a pair of breeches.
That forgets itself and falls
between the Place o f the Dead where are Alcmene and Tyro
and the Charybdis of action
to the solitude of Mt. Taishan. . .
The intellect gathers that two larks are singing in the evening near
Pisa, and that one thing falls, which cannot be the pair of breeches
because of the full stop. Where this thing falls is given precise
but mysterious co-ordinates.
These are the direct communications of the poet to senses,
passions and intellect: are they sufficient ? On the evidence
can we uphold the proposition as the absolute test of a poet’s
greatness ?
*
*
*
It is submitted on the weakness of the evidence before us that
the proposition is inadequate as a test. For such a passage the
intuitive approach is not enough ; only after minute scrutiny of
the text and an awareness of the associations so briefly indicated
in it, can the resources of the passage under discussion, one might
go even further and say the resources of the whole poem, be truly
appreciated. I hope that the following notes will serve to
demonstrate the point and show that, as the true majesty of the
iceberg can only be conceived when the beholder knows that seven
times the visible mass lurks submerged beneath the waves, so the
magnificence of The Pisan Cantos is not all upon the page ; the
printed words reveal but a veiled fraction of the unprinted whole.
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CANTO LXXIV
Lines 207-216
. . . Hooo Fasa, ] and in a dance the renewal
with two larks in contrappunto
at sunset
ch’intenerisoe
a sinistra la Torre
seen through a pair of breeches.

207

210

Line 207.
elseq.

E.P. in the Disciplinaiy Training Centre watches the evening
scene and meditates upon the past.

Line 210.

A fragment of the verse :
Era gia Tora che volge il disio
Ai naviganti, e intenerisce il core
Lo di ch’han detto ai doici amici addio ;
E che lo novo peregrin d’amore
Punge, se ode squilia di lontano,
Che paia il giorno pianger che si more.

(Pw y.V IIU -6.)
Soft hour 1 which wakes the wish and melts the heart
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day
When they from their sweet friends are tom a p a r t;
Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way,
A s the far bell of Vesper makes him start,
Seeming to weep the dying day’s decay. . .
(Don Juan H I.108-113.)
The mood of yearning in the suppressed verses of D ante echoes
in the Provenqal verse that follows, and dominates the whole
passage.
'
Line 211.

To the left the Tower (of Pisa) : glimpsed between the straddled
legs of one of the camp guards. The approximate rhyme o f (// core)
and la Torre possibly accounts for the choice o f Italian for the
second of the two lines, and by the substitution of the approximate
rhyme Torre for Dante's rhyme amore introduces an element o f
irony. Dante’s verse speaks of the pilgrim at the outset o f his
journey moved by love, while for E.P. the Tower, dominating the
Pisan landscape, has the associations o f journey’s end and the
lovelessness o f prison.
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Che sublia es laissa coder
between NEKUIA where are Alcmene and Tyro

Line 213.

213

An inaccurate recollection of the verse :
Can vei la lauzeta mover
de joi sas contral rai
que s'oblid'e's laissa chazer
per la doussor c’al li vai,
a i ! tan grans enveya m’en ve
de cui qu’en veya jauzion
meravilhas ai, car desse
il cor de dezirer no •m fon.
(Canso of Beraart de
Ventadom, erf.Appei.)
When I see the lark in rapture
move her wings against the sunbeam
andfaint away and fall (lit. forget herself)
for the pleasure that fills her heart,
alas ! how enviously I view
the happiness of everyone but me !
how can it be that instantly
my heart break not for yearning ?
The lark emerges as the unifying image of the passage ; yearning,
as the dominant emotion.

Line 214.

Nekuia : the Place of the Dead (Odyssey Bk. XI, c f Canto I ;
Aeneid Bk. VI.) where the dead, just and unjust alike, move back
and forth, now visible, now occulted.
More particularly here, the Land of personal Memory.
Alcmene and Tyro : two ghostly heroines seen by Odysseus in the
underworld :
There with soft step the fair Alcmena trod,
Who bore Alcides to the thundering god.
(Odyssey Bk. XI - tr. Pope,
cf. Canto II.)
F or fair Enipeus, as from fruitful urns
He pours his watery store, the virgin burns ;
Smooth flows the gentle stream with wanton pride
And in soft mazes rolls a silver tide.
As on his banks the maid enamoured roves,
The monarch of the deep beholds and loves ;
In her Enipeus’ form and borrowed charms
The amorous god descends into her arms :
Around a spacious arch of waves he throws,
And high in air the liquid mountain rose ;
Thus in surrounding floods concealed, he proves
The pleasing transport, and completes his loves.

(ibid.)
Here, personifications o f vanished beauty ; more particularly
perhaps, actual people known to the thundering poet in the
seemingly cancelled years before his captivity.
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and the Charybdis of action
to the solitude of Mt. Taishan

215

Line 215.

Charybdis: the Homeric whirlpool ; the vortex, symbol of
simultaneous energy and destruction. More particularly here,
the restless and sterile activity of the Disciplinary Training Center.

Line 216.

M t. Taishan : more properly, Mount T ’ai ; one of the five sacred
mountains of China, and frequently alluded to by Mencius when
expounding the doctrines of Confucius. When Pan-Ku, the first
man, died, his head, tradition tells us, became Mount T ’ai in the
East.
More particularly here, the distant hills of Lucca offering, like
the Mountain of Blessedness, a promise of final peace and re
conciliation.

JUNG ON PSYCHOLOGY
AND ALCHEMY I.
by D. S. SAVAGE
SOME RESPECTS it was an unfortunate decision of the
IN publishers
to open the new collected edition of the works
of C. G. Jung with volume 12, Psychology and Alchemy1, a work
first published in German in 1944 and now for the first time
available to the English reader ; for it is not one o f Jung’s best
books, and will sadly disappoint those whose interest was aroused
by the essay on alchemy included in The Integration o f the Per
sonality (1940). The latter was a brilliantly suggestive though
curiously incomplete book, and the same impression of incomplete
ness, of fragmentariness, is conveyed by the present work, in which
no essential advance is made on the earlier alchemical essay, the
same ideas being repeated at greater length, with ampler illustrative
matter, and a full apparatus of notes. Psychology and Alchemy
consists of an Introduction ; an essay, “ Individual Dream
1The Collected Works o f C. G. Jung. Vol. 12, Psychology and Alchemy.
Translated from the German by R R C. Hull. (Routledge & Kegan Paul. 35s.)
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Symbolism in Relation to Alchemy,” embodying a series of remark
able dreams by a patient illustrating the so-called individuationprocess in the psyche, with a commentary in which Jung draws a
parallel between the dream-symbols and the symbols found in
alchemical writings ; and a further essay on “ Religious Ideas
in Alchemy,” in which the underlying concerns of the alchemists
are interpreted in terms of analytical psychology. A quotation
will show the character of Jung’s approach :
This [the medieval period] was a time when the mind of the
alchemist was really grappling with the problems of matter,
when the exploring consciousness was confronted by the dark
void of the unknown, in which figures and laws were dimly
perceived and attributed to matter although they really belonged
to the psyche. Everything unknown and empty is filled with
psychological projection ; it is as if the investigator’s own
psychic background were mirrored in the darkness. What he
sees in matter, or thinks he can see, is chiefly the data of his own
unconscious which he is projecting into it. In other words,
he encounters in matter, as apparently belonging to it, certain
qualities and potential meanings of whose psychic nature he is
entirely unconscious.
It is with this supposition that Jung elucidates the alchemical
writings ; and he does in fact succeed in throwing a partial and
fitful light, and at times something more than that, upon their
obscurities. In particular, he finds in them indications of that
same progress towards psychological wholeness which he has
watched at work within his own patients, and of which he writes :
The symbols of the process of individuation that appear in
dreams are images of an archetypal nature which depict the
centralising process of the production of a new centre of per
sonality. . . . I call this centre the “ self,” which should be
understood as the totality of the psyche. The self is not only
the centre but also the whole circumference which embraces
both conscious and unconscious ; it is the centre of this totality,
just as the ego is the centre of the conscious mind.
One can accept this, and many other of Jung’s perceptive and
illuminating observations, for instance, his remarks on the meaning
of the squaring of the circle and of the androgynous nature of the
integrated self, without being overwhelmingly impressed by the
general endeavour to circumscribe alchemy within the boundaries
of his system of psychology. One can’t, indeed, avoid thinking
that, were Jung in a position fully to interpret the alchemists to us,
he would approach their writings in a more orderly and systematic
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w ay; he would attempt to arrange the known literature in some
order of intelligibility, and thereafter select some few examples
for sustained examination. But he does not do this ; nor does he
take into account the conscious philosophy of the alchemists,
their world-view, as found, for example, in’the writings of Paracelsus
and, later, Jacob Boehme ; instead he takes, in the most carefree
way in the world, and from whatever text comes to hand, whatever
elements seem susceptible of incorporation into his own system.
The pictorial illustrations are similarly heterogeneous and do little
to help the text.
To go into the reasons for the unsatisfactory character of Psy
chology and Alchemy would take us into the obscure backgrounds
of Jung’s thought, in which there seems to be a perplexity or an
equivocation which I would like to see tracked down and laid
open. It has to do, I am sure, with Jung’s ambiguous position
in the matter of religious faith. There are those who, like The
Listener reviewer (20.8.53) acclaim Jung as “ a religious thinker,
the most important of his time ” who has “ given us a key by which
to unlock the old wisdom, whether Hindu, Buddhist, Christian,
or that of our own dreams ” ; and indeed, it might be supposed,
from certain passages in the present book, that Jung’s viewpoint
was that of mystical Christianity. For instance —
With the methods employed hitherto we have not succeeded
in Christianising the soul to the point where even the most
elementary demands of Christian ethics can exert any decisive
influence on the main concerns of the Christian European.
The Christian missionary may preach the gospel to the poor
naked heathen, but the spiritual heathen who populate Europe
have as yet heard nothing of Christianity. Christianity must
indeed begin again from the very beginning if it is to meet its
high educative task. So long as religion is only faith and out
ward form, and the religious function is not experienced in our
own souls, nothing of any importance has happened. It has
yet to be understood that the mysterium magnum is not only an
actuality but is first and foremost rooted in the human psyche.
The man who does not know this from his own experience may
be a most learned theologian, but he has no idea of religion
and still less of education.
Sharp as these words are, it nevertheless becomes clear at the crucial
point that Jung will not commit himself to the truth of Christianity,
but confines himself to stressing its psychological relevance and
utility ; to do more, he claims, would be to stray beyond the
proper bounds of an empirical psychology. Such an attitude would
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be reasonable, were not Jung continually straying beyond them.
How “ scientific ” is he ? The “ scientific ” Freudians regard him
as a deplorable example of what happens when a man wilfully
strays from the path of scientific rectitude into obscurantism and
black magic ; yet he has hit on things which the Freudians have
quite missed, and will go on missing. The candid reader will
probably conclude that for all his disclaimers Jung is a bold thinker
striving towards a personal W eltanschauung through an arrangement
of the materials coming into his hands not only through his clinical
work but through his experience of life and his wide reading in
the fields of anthropology and comparative religion. Of course,
his findings can support themselves by an appeal to empirical
observation, but they come to us not as mere naked facts, but
clothed in the very fabric of Jung’s mentality. The truth appears
to be that Jung, taking his point of departure from Freudian
psychology with its wholly materialistic assumptions, its endeavour
to ground itself in the natural sciences, has been impelled both by
innate disposition and by his clinical experience towards the territory
of religion, of mysticism and the occult, without, however, radically
questioning and revising the naturalistic presuppositions with which
he began. The quandary in which he then finds himself he seeks
to escape by appealing to the merely empirical character of his
work. The appeal fails, because after all he is out for a Welt
anschauung, as the reviewer sees who hails him enthusiastically
as “ a religious thinker, the most important of his time ” .
The difficulty here is that you cannot arrive at a world-view in
one field of thought alone ; if you try to do so with psychology,
you are open to charges of “ psychologism
This is the weak
spot in Jung which makes him vulnerable to the assaults of
theologians and others who see clearly enough that psychology,
a branch of philosophy, cannot stand square on its own feet but
must continually be making postulates and assumptions which carry
it beyond itself into the field of philosophy proper — where it may
not, perhaps, put up a very good showing. This observation
has been most cogently made by a sympathetic critic, Victor
White, O.P., in his recent book, God and the Unconscious. While
a purely empirical science can proceed for some time on the basis
of rough and ready working hypotheses, Fr. White points out,
even unconsciously assumed ones, sooner or later it will be compelled
to the endeavour of their precise examination and definition ;
that in fact it is impossible to interpret the simplest psychological
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phenomena without at least tacit trans-empirical assumptions.
Let me suggest one example [writes Fr. White], I may, for
instance, call a particular psychological phenomenon a projection
and I may accurately describe a projection as an unconscious
‘ process of dissimiliation wherein a subjective content is estranged
from the subject and, in a sense, incorporated in the object
Provided I understand by ‘ subject ’ and ‘ object ’ no more than
descriptions of conscious phenomena, i.e., what is perceived as
‘ I ’ or ‘ not-I ’ respectively, I do not seriously transgress the
strict limits of purely empirical observation. But then my
definition precisely does not describe the phenomena as the
projector perceives them ; the content which, on other grounds,
the psychologist calls subjective, he, in virtue of the projection
itself, experiences as objective. Once he has assimilated the
content to his empirical ego-consciousness, it is no longer a
projection. I am driven therefore, wittingly or unwittingly,
to assertions which overstep my empirical datum : to affirmations
not merely of what ‘ appears ’ but of what ‘ really is ’ — even
in spite of appearances. Thus, with Professor Jung, I shall
go on to describe a projection in much more absolute terms :
‘ In the obscurity of something outside of me I discover, without
recognising it to be such, something which belongs inside me
and to my own psyche
But in so speaking I at once raise
a hornet’s nest of questions and assumptions which take us very
far beyond the bare phenomena, or the scientist’s cautious
‘ provisional view of the psyche as a relatively closed energic
system ’. If I am to be entitled to dismiss the old alchemists’
Lehre der Entsprechung (correspondence theory) as a rationalisa
tion, and to establish my own projection-theory of the same
phenomenon as genuinely rational and scientific, I must be able
to give a rational and critical account of my own terms. A
purely pragmatic ‘ suitability ’ for attaining practical results,
to preserve the phenomena, will no longer suffice ; for by that
criterion the alchemists’ theory was at least as successful as my
own. If I am to claim validity and even meaningfulness for
my statement that the phenomenon is a projection, I must claim
also the reality of a subject other than that of the phenomenal
empirical ego, an objectivity other than that of the phenomenal
objectivity experienced by the empirical ego (for this is the
alchemist or the patient also experiences and affirms). I claim,
albeit tacitly, that I can define the psyche at least sufficiently
to enable me to attribute to it an ‘ outside ’ and an ‘ inside ’ —
again other than the purely phenomenal (for it is ‘ without
recognising it to be such’) — and this in its turn implies that
I have found justification for applying these or any other spatial
concepts to the psyche. In further asserting that the projected
content is really not ‘ outside ’ but ‘ belongs to my own psyche,’
I am claiming in effect that I can discriminate what belongs
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essentially to the psyche from what merely happens in it and
to it, perhaps from ‘ external ’ agency or energy : that in this
particular phenomenal event, at any rate, the psyche functions,
not as a merely relatively, but as an absolutely, closed system.
I am furthermore assuming that I can talk of it as ‘ it ’ at all,
and that I have some intelligent meaning when I refer to ‘ it ’
by nouns and pronouns indicative of ‘ things ’ rather than by
adjectives indicative of (for instance) the organism, or verbs
indicative of operations.
Fr. White adduces the projection-theory, he says, as “ only one
example (but perhaps a particularly acute one) of the fashion
in which the practical necessities of analysis, and indeed of any
intepretation of psychological phenomena which goes beyond the
merely descriptive or quantitative, drive us willy-nilly into a maze
of philosophical, you may call them ‘ metaphysical,’ problems ”.
That is so ; but it might equally well be adduced as an especially
pointed example of the tacit and uncritical dualism of the ‘ within ’
and the ‘ without,’ the psyche and the world of nature, which, a
heritage from Freudian naturalism, runs through Jung’s thinking
and is accountable for its incoherent and unfinished character.
Freud’s definition of the mind as “ . . . a psychical apparatus,
extended in space, appropriately constructed, developed by the
exigencies of life, which gives rise to the phenomena of conscious
ness only at one particular point and under certain conditions,”
— a hypothesis which, he claims, puts us in a position “ to establish
psychology upon foundations similar to those of any other science,
such as physics ”i — was thoroughly undermined by Jung’s hypo
thesis of the collective unconscious with its archetypes : a hypo
thesis, or a discovery, to which he was led by his rejection of the
exclusively sexual-instinctual character of the Freudian libido,
tied as that was to the restricted theory of the Oedipus-complex.
Where Freud saw the “ psychical apparatus,” however, as a
phenomenon of external nature — a device for the precarious
reconciliation of instinctual drives with the inhibiting demands of
civilisation — in Jung the psyche has become something mysterious,
autonomous, purposive and vast, whose afBliations with nature
are, to say the least, obscure. So far as one can see, if Jung intends
anything in this matter, he intends us to presume the collateral
existence of a collective, subjective psyche on the one side, and an
objective world of nature on the other : collateral but presumably
independent. If so, it is an assumption which leads to some
is. Freud : An Outline o f Psychoanalysis. 1949.
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insuperable difficulties, for it makes man the simultaneous in
habitant of two heterogeneous realms of mind and matter. In
practice, Jung deals with the problem by ignoring it and con
centrating on mind ; but that, too, has its dangers in that it leads
him covertly towards a form of subjectivistic Gnosticism. It is
a little risky, is it not, to speak as Jung does in the passage I have
already quoted, of the mysterium magnum as an actuality first
and foremost rooted in the human psyche, instead of vice versa,
and to disparage mere “ faith and outward form ”. “ Too few
people,” he says again, “ have experienced the divine image as
the innermost possession of their own souls. Christ only meets
them from without, never from within the soul.” One knows well
enough what he means to convey, but the expression is unfortunate.
We don’t, in reality, find Christ by searching into our own depths,
but, if at all, through real meeting with another, in a realm where
“ within ” and “ without ” cease to be contradictory ; and of
meeting, in this sense, Jung throughout his writings has nothing
whatever to tell us. Everything for him, we might say, comes
from “ within ” the soul, never from “ without ” .
The contradiction becomes acute when, having rejected the notion
of a specious “ normality ” as a sufficient criterion of psychological
wholeness, one is faced with the religious and metaphysical question
of man’s final end. In the present book Jung speaks somewhat
slightingly of “ the early days of analysis. . . with their pseudobiological interpretations and their depreciation o f the whole
process of psychic development ” ; he now confesses that there is
in the analytical process, the dialectical discussion between the
conscious mind and the unconscious, “ a development or an advance
towards some goal or end ” — a goal or end the perplexing nature
of which, he says, has engaged his attention for many years ; and
he now believes that “ there is in the psyche a process that seeks
its own goal independently of external factors,” viz., the realisation
of a new centre of personality, the “ self,” embracing both conscious
and unconscious elements in a marriage of opposites. Just as
his “ archetypes” bear some resemblance to Plato’s “ ideas,”
so here he appears to approach the mystical teaching as to the
Self, the Logos. Yet the question of man’s final end, which must
surely be bound up in that of the goal of any psychic process, is
after all not merely a psychological but a metaphysical one. In
other words, since man is a part of nature standing in vital relation
to everything in the visible cosmos, the question of his final end is
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involved with that of the cosmos itself. The psyche and nature
must equally have their origin and end in a God who is trans
cendent to and immanent in both, and not by any means merely a
mysterium “ rooted in the human psyche ” . This God Jung does
not know, and faith in him he does not require ; he is content
simply to point to the actuality of God as an archetype within the
psyche ; as to which he confesses :
. . . . We simply do not know the ultimate derivation of the
archetype any more than we know the origin of the psyche.
The competence of psychology as an empirical science only goes
so far as to establish, on the basis of comparative research,
whether for instance the imprint found in the psyche can or
cannot reasonably be termed a “ God-image
Nothing positive
or negative has thus been asserted about the possible existence
of God, any more than the archetype of the “ hero ” proves
the actual existence of a hero.
We can, I think, come to a clearer understanding both of the
“ perplexing ” goal of the autonomous psychic process now believed
in by Jung, and of Jung’s attitude to faith, if we turn to the early
Psychology o f the Unconscious, in which he first drew extensive
parallels between an individual case-history with its wealth of
dream and phantasy material, and the content of universal religious
myths and cults. In this work he was able to point, pace the
Freudians, to the utility of the religious symbol in effecting that
transformation of the incestuous libido which alone can liberate
psychic energy for man’s cultural tasks. Without fully realising
its significance, Jung had in fact, through psychological investigation,
stumbled upon the age-old and world-wide mystery doctrines
concerning regeneration ; and it is enlightening to see how, with
his naturalistic presuppositions, he misunderstood and mishandled
this great theme.
Christianity was originally accepted, says Jung in that book,
in order that humanity might escape from the brutal licentiousness
o f antiquity ; and as soon as Christianity is discarded, the
licentiousness and brutality return. We imagine, he says, that
our incest wish has long been got rid of, and do not realise that
all the while we unconsciously commit incest, symbolically, in
religion. Here, the unconscious incest wish has been transformed
into symbolic acts and concepts which cheat men, “ so that heaven
appears to them as a father and earth as a mother and the people
upon it children and brothers and sisters. Thus man can remain
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a child for all time and satisfy his incest wish all unawares.”
The religious myth, consequently, is one of the most important
human institutions which, however misleadingly, nevertheless
strengthens the psyche in the face of the threatening universe.
“ The symbol, considered from the standpoint of actual truth,
is misleading, indeed, but it is psychologically true, because it was
and is the bridge to all the greatest achievements of humanity.”
The following passage is of the greatest interest for the light it
throws on Jung’s earlier attitude to religious faith, which he has
since modified, but which would still seem to condition his way
of thinking, —
But this does not mean to say that this unconscious way of
transformation of the incest wish into religious exercises is the
only one or the only possible one. There is also a conscious
recognition and understanding with which we can take pos
session of this libido which is bound up in incest and transformed
into religious exercises so that we no longer need the stage of
religious symbolism for this end. It is thinkable that instead
of doing good to our fellow men for “ the love of Christ,” we
do it from the knowledge that humanity, even as ourselves,
could not exist, if among the herd, the one could not sacrifice
himself for the other. This would be the course o f moral autonomy,
o f perfect freedom, when man could without compulsion wish what
he must do, and this from knowledge, without delusion through
the religious symbol.
It is a positive creed which keeps us infantile and, therefore,
ethically inferior. Although of the greatest significance from
the cultural point of view and of imperishable beauty from the
aesthetic standpoint, this delusion can no longer ethically suffice
humanity striving after moral autonomy.
The infantile and moral danger lies in belief in the symbol
because through that we guide the libido to an imaginary reality.
The simple negation of the symbol changes nothing, for the entire
mental disposition remains the same ; we merely remove the
dangerous object But the object is not dangerous ■' the danger
is our own infantile mental state, for love of which we have lost
something very beautiful and ingenious through the simple
abandonment of the religious symbol. I think belief should be
replaced by understanding ; then we would keep the beauty of
the symbol, but still remain free from the depressing results
of submission to belief. This would be the psychoanalytic cure
for belief and disbelief.
The ominous introduction of such a breach between “ psycho
logical ” truth and truth as such should put us at once on our guard ;
and we might then look with reasonable suspicion both upon the
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naive assumption that “ moral autonomy ” can be a sufficient human
goal and upon the curiously unreal supposition that understanding
can ever become a substitute for belief, as if reason and will were
not both indispensable and complementary human faculties. Jung’s
muddle over the significance of the connection between incest
and rebirth, so reminiscent of Nietzsche’s confusion in The Birth
o f Tragedy, arises precisely from his lack of faith in the transcendent
reality of the spiritual life ; failing to discriminate the spiritual
from the natural, and still more from the unnatural, he becomes
confounded between the related movements of regeneration on the
one hand and degeneration on the other. The confusion is perfectly
understandable, and is quite plainly revealed in the brash treatment
of Christ’s reply to Nicodemus, and in the comments on Christ’s
self-comparison to the brazen serpent lifted up by the Israelites
in the wilderness. “ To be bom of water means simply to be born
from the mother’s womb. To be born of the spirit means to be
born from the fructifying breath of the wind___ One recognises
very clearly the ethical demand as the foundation of these mythologia assertions : thou must say o f the mother that she was not
impregnated by a mortal in the ordinary way, but by a spiritual
being in an unusual manner. This demand stands in strict opposition
to the real truth ; therefore, the myth is a fitting solution. One
can say it was a hero who died and was born again in a remarkable
manner, and in this way attained immortality. The need which
this demand asserts is evidently a prohibition against a definite
phantasy concerning the mother. A son may naturally think
that a father has generated him in a carnal way, but not that he
himself impregnated the mother and so caused himself to be bom
again into renewed youth. This incestuous phantasy which for
some reason possesses an extraordinary strength, and, therefore,
appears as a compulsory wish, is repressed and, conforming to the
above demand, under certain conditions, expresses itself again,
symbolically, concerning the problem of birth, or rather concerning
individual rebirth from the mother. In Jesus’s challenge to Nico
demus we clearly recognise this tendency : ‘ Think not carnally
or thou art carnal, but think symbolically, then art thou spirit
Jung’s grave error is his literal, naturalistic interpretation of the
incest wish, which applies only to its regressive aspect. As a
“ righteous philistine of culture” — his words for Nicodemus —
he is unable to grasp the inner meaning of the exhortation and is
forced to interpret it as a useful but strictly untruthful device serving
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the therapeutic aim of somehow raising the nature above the
repressed incestuous desire. This appears when, later, he writes
of the mythological hero’s battle with the dragon. —
The hero battling with the dragon has much in common with
the dragon, and also he takes over his qualities ; for example,
invulnerability. As the footnotes show, the similarity is carried
still further (sparkling eyes, sword in the mouth). Translated
psychologically, the dragon is merely the son’s repressed longing,
striving towards the mother ; therefore, the son is the dragon,
as even Christ is identified with the serpent, which, once upon
a time, similia similibus, had controlled the snake plague in the
Wilderness. John. III. 14. As a serpent he is to be crucified :
that is to say, as one striving backwards towards the mother, he
must die hanging or suspended on the mother tree.
This is, of course, both blasphemous and wildly wrong. But the
passage serves to reveal both Jung’s ineptness, at times, when
faced with the spiritual teaching, and the intrepidity with which
he approaches his self-appointed task of assimilating it to his
psychoanalytical Weltanschauung.
Yet to endeavour to measure the mystical teachings by the
uncertain standards of analytical psychology is to attempt the
assimilation of the greater to the lesser. For the plain fact is
that psychology is not comprehensive enough, and not firmly
grounded enough to be a criterion for the evaluation of another
system— it is itself in need of fundamental evaluation and veri
fication. It is well enough when the great psychologist contents
himself with pointing out the similarities between the symbols
manifested in the course of the individuation-process and those
of religious mysticism or the occult teachings ; but it is far from
well when he takes the further step of utilising his psychological
theories to explain, i.e., to explain away, spiritual truths.
To return, then, to alchemy. In pointing out that beneath
their apparent concern with the transmutation o f metals the al
chemists were in fact brooding over ,the problems of psychical
transformation, Jung is on the face of it uncovering a novel truth,
when, in fact, not only was this perfectly well known to the al
chemists themselves, as he o f course admits, but it has long been
a commonplace to those who have given the matter any serious
attention. In a work, The Doctrine o f the Subtle Body in Western
Tradition, published in 1919, the author, G. R. S. Mead, speaks of
" . . . a supra-physical, vital and psychical side to alchemy — a
scale of ascent leading finally to man’s perfection in spiritual
36

JUNG ON PSYCHOLOGY AND ALCHEMY
reality
The gross alembic, says Mead, in which the inner work
of transmutation was wrought, was the physical body of man.
The fervour of his attentive brooding was the fire which had to be
so watchfully maintained and warily graded for the “ hatching
out of the spiritual man-chick from the mysterious philosophic
egg of his subtle nature ” . Thus, — “ the wild riot of symbol,
myth and allegory in which they delighted, was intended by the
best of them to set forth the sequence of a natural inner process
of the life of the soul —
All such puzzling devices, when rightly interpreted, they held,
would be found to fit into an ordered whole, which told the story
of the development of man’s inner nature as it could be intensified
and quickened by the deliberate application to it of the knowledge
of the greatest of all arts — namely, the purification and re
organising of man’s psychical apparatus and the perfecting of
the life of his spiritual selfhood.. . . For their grand secret
was the soul-freeing doctrine of regeneration, which as a
demonstrable fact of history was undisguisedly the chief end
not only of the higher mystery-institutions but of many an open
philosophic school and saving cult of later antiquity.
Despite the interest and value, in detail, of his commentaries,
Jung not only adds nothing essential to this, he positively detracts
from it by his ignorance of the theoretic background of occultism
in general, and of alchemy in particular, in which, as a matter of
course, psychology does not stand apart by itself but is integrated
with cosmology through the well-known insistence that in man,
the microcosm, there occur processes analogous to and connected
with those taking place in the macrocosm, the universe. Having
no cosmology, however, Jung wrenches the two a p a rt; and when
he encounters the cosmological side of the occult teachings he
either ignores it completely' or “ interprets *’ it psychologically,
via the projection-formula.
Take for example his treatment of the alchemists’ theory of
psycho-physical transformation, the creation of an immortal body.
With the remark that the term imaginatio, like meditatio, is of
particular importance in the alchemical opus, he turns to Martin
Ruland’s Lexicon Alchemiae of 1612, and finds the statement:
“ Imagination is the star in man, the celestial or super-celestial
body” . This astounds him ; but instead of going more closely
into the Paracelsian doctrines which lie beyond this statement in
order to discover, if possible, what it meant to the alchemists,
and indeed, what it might conceivably still mean to contemporary
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expounders of occult systems, he rationalises it as follows :
. . . . This astounding definition throws a quite special light
on the fantasy processes connected with the opus. We have to
conceive of these processes not as the immaterial phantoms
we readily take fantasy-pictures to be, but as something cor
poreal, a “ subtle body,” semi-spiritual in nature. In an age
when there was as yet no empirical psychology such a concretisation was bound to be made, because everything unconscious,
once it was activated, was projected into matter — that is to say,
it approached people from outside. It was a hybrid phenomenon,
as it were, half spiritual, half physical ; a concretisation such
as we frequently encounter in the psychology of primitives.
The imaginatio, or the act of imagining, is thus a physical activity
that can be fitted into the cycle of material changes, that brings
these about and is brought about by them in its turn. In this
way the alchemist related himself not only to the unconscious
but directly to the very substance which he hoped to transform
through the power of imagination.
In a later section dealing with “ The Lapis-Christus Parallel,”
Jung writes, again : “ It is clear enough from this material what
the ultimate aim of alchemy really was : it was trying to produce
a corpus subtile, a transfigured and resurrected body, i.e., a body
that was at the same time spirit. In this it finds common ground
with Chinese alchemy, as we have learned from the text of The
Secret o f the Golden Flower. There the main concern is the *dia
mond body,; in other words, the attainment of immortality through
physical transformation. The diamond is an excellent symbol
because it is hard, fiery, and translucent.” If, then, we turn to
Jung’s Commentary on the above work, we find that he takes the
attainment of the “ diamond body,” or of “ any other sort of
indestructible body,” to be expressions which are merely “ psycho
logically symbolical of an attitude which is invulnerable to emotional
entanglements and violent upheavals ; in a word, they symbolise
a consciousness freed from the world ” . Do they only serve to
“ symbolise ” ? Is it not at least conceivable that, given the bi
unity of mind and matter, they may be subtle-physical realities as
well ? Given the postulates of a philosophy of mysticism, there
seems to be no inherent absurdity in the idea, whereas in Jung’s
implied dualism of mind and matter, if the position be pushed
to its conclusion, there is such an absurdity. Jung’s psychology,
indeed, qua psychology, would seem only to be capable of arriving
at full intelligibility when it is brought into line with, and corrected
in the light of, a philosophy of mysticism.
{To be concluded)

THEATRE IN PARIS
EN ATTENDANT GODOT by SAMUEL BECKETT
LE LIVRE DE CHRISTOPHE COLOMB

by CLAUDEL.
by

JACQUES BROUSSE

B

EFORE I begin to write about the plays to be seen in Paris
this autumn I am obliged to subject myself to what our exfriends the Russians call an autocriticism.
France has had a divine autumn ; day after day a golden light
has bathed the trees, the river, the avenues of one of the most beauti
ful cities on earth, and I was filled with euphoria. It is true that
busy murmurings were to be heard issuing from the theatres ; but
perhaps winter would never come, or if it came despite the mild
warmth, well then there would be nothing but masterpieces to
describe and to applaud. For plays by Claudel, Giraudoux,
Anouilh, Montherlant were all promised.
Suddenly, as with a clash of cymbals the traitor springs onto the
stage in the opera, a letter came to interrupt the happy mood.
A Belgian reader of The European, probably young and enthusiastic,
accused me imperiously of never having mentioned En Attendant
Godot by Samuel Beckett. The very same day I noticed in the
paper that this play, already translated into German, was to be
translated into English. Rather disturbed, I took a bus to the
Theatre de Babylone, which is no bigger than a pocket handker
chief, and took my seat with a cynical smile. The author was
lames Joyce’s secretary ; he has already published two unreadable
novels (A. J. Neame will most likely contradict this) ; without a
doubt this was to be one of those intensely boring masterpieces
of which St. Germain des Pres discovers an average of two per
month.
The curtain rises ; two vagabonds have met on top of a hill,
bare but for the desolate skeleton of a dead tree. Sharing a raw
carrot, they talk. One of them wishes to go. “ No,” says the
other, “ we must wait for G odot” G odot who, perhaps, will
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give them food and a barn full of hay where they can sleep in the
warm. They continue their conversation, made incoherent by
misery, cold, their uncertain memory. Suddenly a fat man arrives,
dressed in the tweeds and hard hat of an early nineteenth century
landowner ; his appearance reminds us that the author is Irish.
At the end of a string he holds a sort of livid puppet animated by
agonised convulsive movements, his servant. In front of the three
starving men, this Pozzo devours a wing of chicken, then joyfully
explains to the two vagabonds that he is going to sell Lucky, his
servant, in the town, because he is no more use, although he once
knew how to sing and dance. “ He still thinks a bit,” he adds.
“ Think 1” he commands in a voice of thunder. The dying man,
despite the difficulty of standing up, begins to recite with incredible
speed all the humanitarian and scientific slogans with which the
newspapers daily regale us in the West. Pozzo goes off, followed by
Lucky, still on a lead. The vagabonds wait on, until a little boy
comes to tell them that Godot won’t be coming tonight. But
tomorrow for sure.
The second act begins like the firs t; next day at the same time
in the same place, Estragon and Wladimir are waiting for Godot.
At least they think it is the next day. But the skeleton tree has put
forth green leaves............
Pozzo returns ;
he has lost his assurance, falls on
Lucky and cannot rise without the help of the two vagabonds.
Wladimir and Estragon quarrel, then embrace. The moon comes
up in the sky ; the little boy reappears. Godot won’t be coming
tonight, but tomorrow for sure.
Do you imagine this actionless play is a tremendous bore, to be
avoided at all costs ? Not at all. Attention hardly ever wanders ;
and it must be admitted* contrary to expectation, its originality is
extraordinary. Not its philosophy, nihilist and despairing like
three out of four contemporary works, religious or. atheistical.
A hundred writers have described the misery of modern man,
making his way with halting steps through an absurd world towards
death. But never has one succeeded, in spite of so weighting the
scales against himself, as has Mr. Beckett.
En Attendant Godot is certainly a tour de force, for the author,
in the wretched conversation between the vagabonds, has intro
duced all the incoherence, cowardice, puerility, uncertainty of the
common man, his tremulous need for brotherly warmth, his hope
in a God who always evades him. With Wladimir and Estragon,
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Mr. Beckett makes us, too, lose all sense of time ; and with methods
far more direct than those of Proust, Huxley or Virginia Woolf,
proves for us the theory of relativity. How could one find better
portrayed than in Pozzo and Lucky a symbol of the apocalypse of
courage, the decline of the ruling classes, victims of their own
egoism and stupidity, and incapable of leading the masses, for whose
idiocy they are also in some measure responsible.
Probably En Attendant Godot will not be a success in England,
where they generally prefer more reassuring themes; but even if
Mr. Beckett is unable — it may be so — ever to write for the theatre
again, he will nevertheless have produced one of the most significant
plays of our time, and a most impressive diagnosis of a civilisation
in which “ all the truths have gone mad ”. So my Belgian cor
respondent was rig h t: the readers of The European must be warned.
Mea culpa, and all the more maxima in that the play here in Paris
is admirably acted by the troupe of the gallant little Theatre de
Babylone, and that M. Blin, one of the best avant-garde producers,
has resolved all the difficulties which faced him (and, as may be
imagined, they were extreme).
At the opposite pole to Beckett, the spokesman of contemporary
nihilism, stands Claudel, imperious prophet of the Christian faith,
like a perfect Ciceronian antithesis.
Everyone knows the literary destiny of him who is still the greatest
French dramatist of our age. Given the most important diplomatic
posts by the Third Republic, he was obstinately ignored by theatre
directors, critics, and public. It needed the occupation, and the
triumph, at the Comedie Francaise (before an audience of Germans
who — horresco referens — nevertheless represented Antichrist !)
of the Soulier de Satin, to begin to give him his rightful place.
Since then the new influence, after the defeat of Fascism, of Cathol
icism in Europe has certainly contributed to his success.
Jean-Louis Barrault, who produced the Soulier de Satin, Jouvet,
Barsacq, have revived with more or less success L'Annonce faite d
Marie, Le Portage de Midi, Le Pain Dur. Claudel’s character is
not so remarkable as his talent. Adulated by the Fourth Republic,
no doubt for having written an enthusiastic ode first for
Marshal Petain and then for General de Gaulle, his proud certainty
that he represents the Lord on earth induced him to give evidence
for the prosecution at the time of the action brought by the
regime against an old man of his own age, the great royalist
writer Charles Maurras.
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However that may be, it is the poet with whom we have to deal
today, since thanks to Jean-Louis Barrault, back again after touring
for a year, Paris has seen for the first time Le L in e de Christophe
Colomb, written in 1927 and first acted at the Berlin State Opera
in 1930. The work is not exactly a play, in that the action is not
based on a plot. It is a biography given on the stage. Claudel
has invented an interpreter who, carrying a fat in-folio, relates to
a group of men and women who have “ decided to re-trace it,
for their amusement or for their spiritual nourishment, the life of
Christopher Columbus ”. “ Alternately actors or chorus,” says
M. Barrault in the very interesting booklet his company has just
brought out, “ they use these improvised means to re-live a life
which bears the stamp of universalism.” Among them are those
charged with incarnating Doubt or Criticism, as they worked upon
Christopher Columbus throughout his life.
Claudel sees Christopher Columbus as a sort of saint, moved by
his eternal desire for another world to the discovery of the second
half of the earth, chosen by God for this task, and sustained only
by Queen Isabella the Catholic, who recognised in him a kindred
mystic soul, and St. Jacques de Compostelle. He runs up against
ceaseless incomprehension before his discovery, and after it ingrati
tude ; and dies in a miserable country inn, having said farewell
to his only remaining friend, his mule.
It is the scenes of this “ passion ” (Columbus at Genoa becoming
conscious of his mission, Columbus at the Spanish Court, Columbus
on his ship when mutiny breaks out, etc.) which make the play of
which Jean-Louis Barrault has been able to speak, without ex
aggeration, as of total theatre.
For in Le L ine de Christophe Colomb Claudel has used not only
actors and dialogue, but choruses who speak and sing, an orchestra
playing the music of Darius Milhaud, and a cinema- screen which
gives the work an extra dimension by permitting the representation
of the hand of God fashioning the earth, the dove of the Holy Spirit
sent several times from heaven to fortify Columbus in his mission,
and so forth. The powerfully naive work is sublime, and Claudel’s
inspiration recalls irresistibly that of the builders of medieval
cathedrals, in its abundance, joviality, broad lyricism, its con
ception of a universe willed by God and ceaselessly and tenderly
watched over by him (it is in this that he seems to us to surpass
the greatest Catholic writers of our time, Bernanos and T. S.
Eliot).
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Reading it, however, one realises that Le Litre de Christophe
Colomb is inferior to the great Claudel masterpieces, Soulier de
Satin and Tete d'or, in that the play sometimes resembles a synopsis.
The text abounds in extremely precise instructions as to production
and scenery, and it is quite evident that the author, to give life to
the sort of medieval mystery play which he had conceived, had more
need of the collaboration of the director than for his other dramas.
The miracle is that he found him. It required all the audacity
of Jean-Louis Barrault (an audacity which has sometimes led to
disaster) to dare to face the incredible difficulties presented by the
spectacle as conceived by Claudel, and all his talent to resolve
them. He has succeeded in welding together all the diverse elements
we have enumerated above, and his production is a marvel of
intelligence, ingenuity and invention.
Though physically he is not Columbus, he plays the part with
so much fire that any criticism is silenced. As to Mme. Madeleine
Renaud, I guarantee that no-one who sees it will forget the last
tableau, where Queen Isabella, having regained the eternal youth
of the elect in paradise, bathed in elysian light and robed in shining
white, talks with St. Jacques in her melodious voice about her
friend Columbus. The poetry of this moment brings a tear to the
eye of even the most hardened unbeliever.
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The European at Table

A MEMORABLE
CHRISTMAS : 1939
by ROBIN ADAIR

I

T SHOULD BE one of those blissful memories of the past and
at the same time “ shape of things to com e”. Unhappily,
some of one’s friends will say : “ Oh w ell! They can’t take that
away from you
If only they would be honest, borrowing from
the American vernacular with : “ If that was happiness, you’ve
had i t !
Yes, one had indeed had it — and may never have it
again.
However, this self-piteous crying over spilled juices o f truffle,
branched cherries, and turkey stuffing is not my present purpose,
which is to show how a replica of that quite perfect meal could
be produced, even now in 1953.
First essential: not too many guests. On that occasion we were
nine, but I would limit the number to a maximum of twelve if it
is to be dinner or a real supper — our own was the latter, the
traditional reveillon after Midnight Mass in our little local church,
to which the entire village always turns out. A somewhat lengthy
ceremony with its three Masses to be said, but one of a strangely
moving beauty, especially in the country, where a small church
contains familiar faces and sometimes naive and charming objects.
By the time the Sortie de la messe has been accomplished — this
is in itself almost a traditional procession, even on ordinary Sun
days— and all the seasonable and truly heart-warming greetings
exchanged — Noel, Noel, with mesdames butcher, baker, candle
stick maker — it is two o’clock before we are home again to the
blazing fire of pine-logs under whose ashes were cooking the in
comparable fresh truffles sent to Boulestin by his P6rigord relations
and prepared by himself. They are scrubbed with a stiff nail
brush, wrapped in wafer-thin slices of fat bacon, then in oiled
papers, to cook slowly under the hot ashes.
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No nonsense with cocktails this tim e; “ quickly, a table,” and
let ns see the menu :
Marennes Vertes
Consomme en tasse
Dinde Farcie
Truffes sous les cendres
Salade Lorette
Pite de Foie Gras
Christmas Pudding

Mince Pies

Bfiche de Noel-

Chablis 1929
Chateau Gruaud Larose 1923
Moet et Chandon, Coronation Curie
Chateau Climens 1929
Armagnac de Vic-Fezensac
With this almost embarras de richesse — everybody had con
tributed some treasure — the meal had not been so easy to con
struct as one might think. .
The Chablis, of course, was just right with the superb green
Marennes oysters. The consommi, made by our fat Augustine,
was robust yet “ clean,” preparing the palate for the tremendous
things to come. The claret of that freakish and much disputed
year was superb, brought in magnums by one of our guests to whose
family that chateau had once belonged ; not at all corsi— heavy,
strong — it was a perfect foil to the richly perfumed stuffing of the
turkey and the indescribable aroma of that greatest of all delicacies,
the fresh truffle.
Another problem — placing the foie gras. Had there been no
oysters we would have served it, after the opening consommi, as
an entrie. Fortunately, we were all hungry and the few spoonfuls
o f the ‘ Strasbourg pie ’ were still welcome to each of us in spite o f
the turkey and its luscious accessories. Again, two schools of
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thought. Some pundits insist upon a red wine with foie gras but
even the most conservative would admit the correctness of cham
pagne— on this occasion a rare thing, almost a curiosity. The
Coronation Cuvie was that chosen for the crowning of King
Edward VTI, the vintage, 1898 ; and we sometimes had to open
two, even three, to find a perfect bottle. Our friend — proprietor
also of the Barsac we were to drink later — always brought half-adozen bottles, even when two were necessary, in case of accidents,
for this aged wine could have ‘ fallen by the wayside ’ ; it happened
sometimes that a bottle or two would be completely flat, almost
tasteless. Others would be quite Maderisis — too dark in colour
and sweet, sticky almost, while flat and tasteless at the same time.
The Climens needs no explanation. One of the very greatest of
its kind, in perfect form ; what could have been better to sip
between my pudding and pies and Augustine’s Buche — the tra
ditional log made of chocolate-coated, plain Genoise cake.
And now a few technicalities about the actual preparations.
The soup was merely a very fine stock made with nothing but lean
— not a scrap of fat, gristle nor bone — beef. Quantities of
sliced vegetables and a generous bouquet of herbs. It had been
cooking, simmering away with intervals of skimming and straining,
for forty-eight hours at least and finally appeared, crystal clear,
strong but delicate in flavour, in each cup.
The Salade Lorette which, besides the precious truffles, was the
only other accessory served with the turkey, is of course a
“ classic ”. Thin, match-like strips of cooked beetroot, raw white
celery and com salad — or lamb’s lettuce as it is sometimes called ;
when this curious green salading is not available, water-cress may
be used. The dressing, a plain vinaigrette. The best possible
wine vinegar — one third ; two thirds of olive oil, salt and freshly
ground pepper corns. For an occasion like this one, the dressing
should be of the lightest As an alternative, one could supress
the Lorette salad altogether, serving instead a plain lettuce one,
also very lightly dressed, with the Pati.
Perhaps the most important piece of advice would be about
the turkey. Whatever your stuffing is, put it into the bird at
least twenty-four hours before it is to be roasted; If you are
fortunate enough to obtain some truffles — fresh ones when pos
sible, otherwise tinned — trim them, making as many thin slices
as you can ; the trimmings are chopped and added to the farce.
With a very sharp, pointed knife, m ake incisions in the skin and
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slip in the pieces of the truffe. The stuffing itself varies, of course,
from nation to nation ; truffles and sausage meat — but real pork
sausage m e a t; none of the bread-crumb mess we have learned to
accept. Chestnuts and sage, a I'anglaise; oysters for the
Americans.
Of them all, I prefer my own adaptation which is sausage-meat —
the best obtainable — chestnuts, truffles when possible and a few
oysters with their sea juices. Never sage, which I consider a crime.
Parsley, tarragon, a slight suspicion of marjoram ; very little
onion. All these things are prepared, chopped or otherwise dealt
with according to its kind and the whole thing heated in a pan ;
moisten with a little brandy and Madeira wine, mix thoroughly
and, above all, stuff the bird quite a day before ; sew it up with
stout black thread to keep all this deliciousness in ; for if our
stuffing can contain truffles, they must be given every chance to
permeate the whole bird. We must respect this mysterious
(“ fungus ” ?) miracle of Nature, unlike the Romans in Greece
who, according to Alexandre Dumas, treated them thus :
“ . . . les Barbares en passant sur elles les foulerent aux pieds et les
firent disparaitre.”
/' But the Romans were notoriously gross eaters and drinkers.

NEW BOOKS
T he L ife and M usic o f B ela B a rto k by Halsey Stevens, Geoffrey

Cumberlege, Oxford University Press, 1953, 45/-)
'"THIS BOOK fulfils a distinct want. Dr. Halsey Stevens, himself
a composer and professor at the University of Southern
California, has produced a careful and suggestive survey of Bartdk’s
life and work. Many are the angles from which comment is pos
sible ; wisely Dr. Stevens concentrates on the music, though he
hints at the inner conflicts in Bartok’s life. This treatment accords
well with Bartok’s proud reserve : a man who, living amiably
with his mother, only tells her of his marriage — and that casually
— after it has taken place, and then fiercely resents a note of
congratulation sent by a friend (Dohndnyi), would hardly appreciate
deep biographical rummaging. His life and character, as outlined
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here, appear mainly as the framework in which works of surpassing
beauty and novelty were created.
In recent years he has come to be regarded as one of the few
highly significant artists of our age : a recognition partly, though
not wholly, posthumous. Throughout his relatively small output
we feel, not only new technical devices, but the perfectly-contrived
expression of an intense individuality in subtle accord with the
epoch, yet in no sense slavishly imitative of its externals. The
immense experimentation is everywhere the servant of an alert
and profound reality, and dangerously half-true terms like classic
and romantic are in Bartok quite transcended.
All this Dr. Stevens displays admirably. Seven chapters deal
successively with the Piano, Vocal, and Chamber-music (two
chapters), with the Concertos, the Orchestral music, and the
Dramatic works. Musical illustrations are cogent and frequent.
We agree with his special tribute to the six String Quartets, a series
unequalled since Beethoven and akin to Beethoven’s last period
in their blend of remoteness, novelty, and directness. Yet these
far from exhaust the list of masterpieces. Clear analysis is given
of the orchestral works, in which Bartok’s new sonorities open out
future vistas both of style and of content : the Dance Suite, the
Music for Strings, Percussion, and Celesta, the late Concerto for
Orchestra, the felicitous yet neglected Divertimento — these form,
with the Violin Concerto and the three Piano Concert!, a symphonic
nucleus equal to that of any other modem composer.
Interesting also is the account of less-known works : the three
operas (of which The Wonderful Mandarin, with its “ razor-sharp
characterization,” seems of special value), or the strangely-moving
Cantata Profana. Moreover, unlike many of his contemporaries,
Bartok has left a substantial quantity of piano-music — a useful
and practicable key to his art. Despite radio and gramophone,
the diffusion of modern music has been hindered by composers’
insistence on larger media (though not always large-scale forms) ;
but Bartok we can study in numerous sets o f short piano-pieces,
in the Sonata, the Allegro Barbaro, the best of which works are
no mere pieces d’occasion. Famous already is Mikrokosmos,
“ 153 progressive pieces for piano ” in six books : here, in a unique
union of erudition and creativeness, is a complete technical course
from the simplest figures to the most advanced, in whose progress
the student learns rhythmic, melodic, and sonorous effects typical
of our time — a novelty in such “ exercises,” some of which rise
to a high aesthetic level.
Less significant for most readers and listeners will be the vast
output of songs, mostly transcriptions of folk-music. In collecting,
arranging, and absorbing from this source, Bartok showed typical
perseverance and insight : his many scholarly writings as folklorist
(in German, French and English, as well as Hungarian) reveal a
true scientific thoroughness. Unlike his compatriot Kddaly, he
extended his researches to other lands : to Slovakia, Rumania,
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and even North Africa and Turkey. Whether some of the time
thus spent would have been better employed in creative work
an outsider can hardly say : an artist’s creativity is not purely
quantitative. What is remarkable in Bartdk’s case is the integrity
of his absorption of the folk-idiom : in his greatest works the idiom
appears only in the most sublimated form, undisturbing for the
listener. Bartok has in fact distilled from many folk-idioms exactly
those elements of rhythm, melody, and sonority which all Western
music needed, and which are indeed becoming as integral a part
of our equipment as the innovations of Debussy or Stravinsky.
Against the less scholarly view held by Liszt, Bartok revealed a
whole heritage of Magyar art, which in many cases the Gypsies
had distorted. Yet there is a kinship between the two composers :
though Liszt, half-Magyar by birth, was universal by training,
experience and choice (Italian and Parisian as much as German :
Dr. Stevens habitually overstresses the German contrast to Hungary).
Common to both composers are an indefinable rhythmic elan,
a freedom of structure (though in Liszt less frequently), a novel
distribution of sonorities, and a so-called “ diabolic ” trait found
also in Berlioz and Busoni.
Such considerations help to place Bartok in the general frame.
The boldness of his early experiments is often forgotten : thus
there is a passage in the First Quartet (see Stevens, p.174) which
resembles one in Ravel’s Mother Goose, but it antedates the French
example. Similarly, his use of bitonality (see p .lll) precedes
Stravinsky and Milhaud. Later on, instances of “ twelve-tone ”
writing can be found in his work, though (p.248) “ . . . it is thus
apparent that Bartok considered the fact of the presence of the
twelve tones in each phrase as constituting its thematic identity :
a point of view in diametric opposition to that of the school of
Schoenberg, where the order of the tones is all-important
Every
tendency he made his own, while his most essential innovations
are unmistakable : the starry soft sonority of what is conveniently
termed “ Night-music,” appearing in chamber, orchestral and piano
works alike, conjures up — in a style different from previous
Impressionism — a world of unique technical and visionary beauty.
Personal also are his use of rhythm, his type of melodic line, and his
formal sense ; this last is evident specially in the Quartets, with
their pregnant motives and their new and varied logic. In all
these spheres it is safe to predict the continuation of the Bartdkian
stimulus.
As to the book itself, its three hundred and sixty-six pages include
nine illustrations, copious and accurate notes, a list of Bartok’s
works, a discography, a bibliography, and an index of names (not
of subjects). It is a pleasure to find so much Hungarian detail
(including language-notes): if bias there be, it is political (e.g.,
in accounts of the Treaty of Trianon and Hungarian antipathy to
Austria, where the Slav and Rumanian populations are blithely
ignored). A confused anti-Gennanism occurs now and then, as
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with Bartdk’s own complaint (p.81) of the “ German ” cultural
influence on Hungary : omitting the question of Slav, Magyar,
and Latin elements in Vienna itself, we find that the Germanspeaking world gave to Bartok, not only his basic repertory as
pianist, but many of his warmest successes as composer, numerous
friends, a language in which to address non-Magyar speakers,
and his principal publisher. Bartok’s whole life was full of
ambivalences and conflicts, not the least of which lay between
his devotion to Hungary and his resentment of the Horthy regime,
from which he fled to America. One cannot read the last pages
of his biography without the sense of a hunted being, alas ! so
typical of our time. Less suffering might have extended his life,
at least to see the completion of the unfinished Viola Concerto.
As it is, his body of work is one of the most impressive of our
epoch. In an age of competing “ systems,” he bears a contrasted
message : for “ With Bartok there were frequent additions to
his creative equipment, but seldom subtractions ; ‘ influences ’ . . .
became so personally a part of his style or his technique that their
gravitation lost its pull and he continued undeviatingly in his own
orbit.. . . He himself said, ‘ I do not care to subscribe to any
of the accepted musical tendencies.. . . My ideal is a measured
balance of these elements ’ ” (pp.306/7).
TERENCE WHITE GERVAIS.

A RIOT OF F U N
The L ife a n d G ood T im e s o f W illia m R a n d o lp h H earst,

by John Tebbel, Gollancz, 16s.
“ T THINK you’re the most American American I’ve ever met,”
-*■ said the Foreign Minister to Ethel Merman in Call M e Madam ;
and the same could very well have been said to William Randolph
Hearst. He was the European’s idea of an American — not the
typical American, because to be the multi-millionaire owner of
the world’s biggest chain of newspapers could not be said to be
typical of anything, but rather the personification o f what, presum
ably, the typical American aspires to be.
Business, success, m oney; with a glorious background of
swimming pools, film actresses, Gothic banqueting halls, Arabian
Nights palaces stocked with the Best A rt that Money can Buy,
(this reverence for Art is a very touching American trait) ; it was
glamour, glamour all the way.
What else can money buy ? Why, power o f course. It is no
fun possessing more displaced Spanish monasteries, more square
miles of California, more tapestries, silver, wild animals, Old
Masters, Cadillacs, Tanagra figures and apartment buildings than
anyone else if you cannot influence affairs and mould history.
SO
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Here is where the newspapers were supposed to come in. Hearst’s
genius for knowing what the public wants to read — sex, crime
and comic strips — gained his papers their vast circulation and
made him richer year by year. Money is power, and newspapers
form public opinion.
Hearst was ambitious. He wanted to be Governor of New
York and he hoped to be President; he also had causes he wished
to promote (crusades as he called them). He spent millions of
dollars, the presses poured out millions of gallons of printers’ ink,
on these crusades and on recommending W.R. to an ever-growing
number of his fellow citizens. What a shop-window ! America’s
biggest — the world’s biggest. Everything about him the biggest
in the world. And his political campaigns the world’s biggest
flop. Not only could he not put himself over, even his backing
was fatal. To be supported by his newspapers was a disaster
dreaded by politicians both Republican and Democratic. “ The
professionals . . . wanted no more to do with him, since his touch
was fatal to a candidate,” his biographer writes. His political
power was a minus quantity.
For, incomprehensible though it must have been to him, even
though x million families bought his papers daily through the
length and breadth of the States and thoroughly enjoyed the comic
strips and stories of sex and violence, and even (possibly) spared
a glance for the carefully chosen political news and the inspired
leaders composed with words of one syllable in sentences of not
more than five words, this did not mean that x million men and
women paid the least attention to what they had read (or skipped)
when the time came for them to cast a vote. It almost seemed
as though the mere fact of being invited to vote one way, the in
vitation cunningly sandwiched between a delectable rape and a
coloured comic strip, was enough to make them do the opposite.
It was very perverse of them. Could it have been that they
distinguished what was serious and important to them from what
it amused them to look at as they travelled to work ?
The Chief is gone, the man we all called Boss ;
Colossus of an age that changed the world ;
The galleons of his genius knew their course,
His finger-tips around the cosmos curled.
wrote Nick Kenny, the Hearst papers’ poet laureate, when W.R.
died. And that must be one of the most American verses ever
penned in English.
D.M.
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Short Story
Michel Mohrt is a young writer whose work has been warmly
received by French critics. His first two novels were Mon Royaume
Pour un Cheval and Les Nomades, and the following story, set in
Brittany at the liberation, is a chapter translated from his new novel
Le Serviteur Fiddle (Albin Michel).

A MAN-HUNT AT SEA
by MICHEL MOHRT

R

INE came to fetch me about midnight, just as I was going
to sleep ; and when she told me he was there I put on my
trousers and followed her. He must have come to Locmillau
and waited till night to cross the strand at low tide. By God, I ’ll
get him ; I’ll kill him ; I ’ll stone him to death, I’ll break his head
with stones, as I saw him one day killing a cat in the harbour. He
aimed well, the dirty beast, and the cat jumped from one side to
the other along the wall where they all piss after mass, but there
was always a stone which struck it as it jumped, and, after a few
minutes, the animal lay still, but he went on throwing stones and
joking, the brute, I’ll get him, I’ll get the lot of them, Robert Grail
and the others. He must have come up by the beach so as not to
be seen. Later, we heard he left Paris on a bicycle, before they
could arrest him, and bicycled as far as Rennes and then walked
along the roads as far as Lannion ; he slept by day in the fields
and walked at night, poor boy. When I got to the house, he was
in the kitchen, sitting in a chair, and Mile. Annick was in front of
him looking at him. “ Good-evening, Lomic,” he said to me.
God ! He had aged. It was a long time since I had seen JeanYves, he had not come to the village since the war, not even for
my mistress’s funeral, and I never knew what had happened to him
because they don’t say much to Lomic. But I remember one day,
after a visit from Mile. Trebabu, the day after the funeral, Mile.
Annick was looking upset, and she and Rine talked together all
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evening. After that, I did see Rine crying in her kitchen while
she peeled her potatoes, but she often cries and laughs, you never
know ! But one day I was at Ambroisine’s, and there were old
Le Dunff and Robert Grail and M. Le Pouldu, who was drunk
already at nine in the morning, seeing as he was at his fifth or sixth
rum, Ambroisine always had rum for him although there was none
for anyone else, and there I heard. It was old Le Dunff, the fat
bugger, talking. I knew his mother well, she pushed her barrow
every day to go to wash at Toul-ar-Christ, in all weathers, winter and
summer, and she only wore her coiffe on Sundays, he had no need
to put on airs, the great shit, but I’ll settle him, too, the dirty swine.
Well, Le Dunff was saying : “ He works with them, and has
good times with them, Moal’s son-in-law told me, and he’s a man
who knows what goes on ”. “ But what does he do exactly ? ”
asked M. Le Pouldu, who stuttered and could scarcely lift his
glass his hand trembled so. “ He works for them,” replied Le
Dunff. “ You know,” he said, “ he got himself repatriated from
a prisoners’ camp by signing a declaration that he was the man who
cleared the beach of seaweed. The autonomists thought that one
up.” “ Oh well,” said Robert Grail, “ any way of getting home
was a good way ”. “ Giving way to blackmail by the enemy,”
said Le Dunff. “ Those are things . . . . ” “ But,” said Ambroisine,
“ what proves he works for the Germans ? ” “ Come off it,” said
Le Dunff, and I could see he was getting angry, “ Moal’s son-inlaw said so when he came at Christmas.” “ But didn’t he iose
his job in the Government ? ” asked Ambroisine.
At that time, big Louis had not come back to the village, he came
later from the southern zone, so they said ; and I knew he was
there all right, for I saw him wandering round Le Moguerou, and
I saw he was trying to meet Mile. Annick___ I ought to have
stuck him with my pitch fork, or broken his head with stones
like I saw him do to the cat against the harbour wall.. . .
But, first, I must tell how it was at the beginning, when they
arrived h e re ; I remember it well, I often tell it to myself and
the others know nothing, and they’ll never know anything.
I was in the big avenue, there in the very middle, no, near the
wall, God 1 in the avenue, pruning the spindle hedge, when I saw
the two of them coming, their uniform jackets undone, one bent
down to pick a grass which he put in his mouth, and they stopped
a moment to look at the beach, they didn’t seem to worry, one
might say they looked as if they were on holiday. It was the first
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time they came, but they returned later, they wanted the house,
for sure ; they came back at the beginning of each season, and
they had it in the end, the dirty swine, and pillaged everything
in it. My poor master didn’t see that, luckily, he didn’t see the
end, the good God spared him that, but there was the explosion
when they blew up the lodge at the gate, which frightened him so,
and I wonder whether he didn’t know what was happening.
Mile. Annick was at Le Moguerou. Without news of her hus
band since three weeks, she was, and it was the very day the two
fritzes came that we heard about M. Pierre. Mile. Antoinette
came on the stroke of seven, with the Mayor, I was in the orchard,
what used to be the orchard. I moved where I could see them
both, Mile. Trebabu and the Mayor, as they walked up the
avenue, and I heard her say : “ What a blow ! . . . ” Poor boy,
she hadn’t known him very long. They hadn’t lived long to
gether. . . . I can see him still, the year he came to stay for a
fortnight with Jean-Yves, he was very nice and simple, he always
shook hands with me, he didn’t say much, he looked shy, I could
never understand myself how she came to marry him, she didn’t
seem to love him all that much ; she preferred her Louis, for sure,
the cad, and even after she was engaged to M. Pierre, she went
on seeing Louis in secret, I saw them slip off to the promontory
of an evening, even three days before her wedding, when big Louis
was on leave, she was hot after him again.
They’d only been married seven months in fact, M. Pierre came
at Christmas for his leave, and she went back with him to Paris,
and he never even came for his second leave because of the
offensive in Belgium.
Machine-gunned by an aeroplane, the third day of the offensive,
they said.
A week later there was the service, and Mile. Annick asked
Therdse to lend her her wide black c a p e ; she stood up through
the service with the cape bordered with velvet over her head, like
the country women, even though people thought it odd, but I
think myself she didn’t want anyone to see her face, and my master
went with her, it was one of the last times he went out in the town.
After the armistice, Mile, Annick went to Paris to find Jean-Yves.
They say he got himself released and sent home by signing a
paper to say he had been in charge of the seaweed gathering, that
was the autonomists ; and they gave him a government post, he
was so capable. At that time, people were for the Government,
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and they congratulated Rine when she went to market, she told me
so ; and then after a while they never spoke of Jean-Yves to her,
and they started to say things against him at the Tonkin and
Mdlanie Ogds, people were beginning to have had enough of the
Germans. They had installed themselves in all the best houses,
at the Hotel de la Plage and at Mile. Le Gonidec’s and Mile.
Trdbabu’s ; she had drinks with them and danced with the ginger
haired under-officer, the one who spoke good French.. . . You
saw them come and go continually ; they came here to rest,
apparently, before going to Russia, the ones who went were rather
depressed, they knew what awaited them, but the little red-haired
one with glasses managed to stay on somehow till the very end
amusing himself at Mile. Antoinette’s.
He was killed in the end, all the same.
Near Le Mans, by the maquisards.
It was the same with the property, it was no good managing to
save it for four years, because in one month they pillaged the lot.
One of their generals came in a car from Lannion, and made a
frightful row because they hadn’t got anything here. They made
a plan of attack, it was fat Le Dunff who said it at Ambroisine’s,
and they set to work to cut all the fine trees, it made me ill when
I heard the axes and the last crack and the sound of the branches
as they fell, it was as if they had cut me in the back with their axe,
my old back, I felt it in my bones, I went and hid in the coach house
and couldn’t even cut a bit of bacon Rine had given me, the knife
trembled so in my hand ; and I heard them falling all round me,
I was like a great branch shaken by the north wind. The crows,
chased from their nests, were crying' up in the sky. When I went
out I saw them, my lovely trees, lying on the ground, still alive,
they were still alive.. . . Then it was the walls, and they were
alive too with their mantle of ivy ; they made holes in them,
pierced them, threw them down ; and my master up there in his
bedroom, suffocating in his bed, propped up with four pillows,
choking with asthma and congestion, while they felled the beautiful
trees all round him. He was there puffing like a bellows, exhausted,
not even knowing they were pillaging his Moguerou, but one felt
his life failing with each tree cut down, each bit of wall destroyed.
It was the violence of the end, when they saw they were done
for, but until then, one might say they lived with us, after a bit
we got used to them, their fritzy faces, and the little red-head at
Mile. Trebabu’s — she expected too much, and then all that play55
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acting.. . . Anyway, however that may be, big Louis came one
fine day, and he said he had come back to organise the resistance.
But that was another story.
They began meeting at Ambroisine’s, Le Dunff and Titive and
M. Le Pouldu trying to put his oar in but only able to stammer,
and others as well___ Young Grail was one of them, and Jobic
Larvor. They said they were going to form a committee or
something, and one day fat Le Dunff said “ Mile. Trebabu is with
us ”. “• W h at! ” said Ambroisine, “ after all the fun she had with
them.” “ She can help us,” said Le Dunff, “ just because she is
in well with them.” I thought that funny, myself, because I had
heard the old skin talking to Rine, saying the Boches were correct
and all, and one day at the butchers she was arguing with Le
Dunff, because he was abusing the Government. “ You ought to
be ashamed,” she was saying, and I don’t know what else !
But now, she was against them too.
I mean she was with these others, see ?
Big Louis also drank with them ; but afterwards it was dis
covered that he was helping some Englishmen who landed at night
on the beach at Sables Blancs, and that he hid them before showing
them how to get to Paris.
At last, it was the end. They destroyed everything all along the
coast and then began to build block houses on the beaches, and
drive stakes into the sand ; a sort of rage possessed them ; then
one fine day they left, and then there was more trouble because
they knew there was a maquis in the district.
They took hostages and made them march in front of them
on the road to Lannion, as far as the boundary of the department
They were the Mayor, the Priest and M. Larvor, a notability, it
seems. Then, I was sent to big Louis, who commanded the maquis
in Rouzet wood, I’d already been their messenger, at night, they
knew all right that if I was caught I couldn’t speak, to tell him
not to attack the fritzes because of reprisals. Coming back, I
saw the column pass by, I was hidden behind a bank near the
Conans’ farm, and I saw them come round the corner in the sun
shine, the Priest and the Mayor and Larvor, all bare-headed, in
a row, the Priest in the middle, reading his breviary, and Larvor
who hung his head without looking in front of him. A few yards
behind came an officer with a revolver in his fist, then the soldiers
in two files along the sides of the road with their rifles, and I saw
them all go by, there may have been sixty of them, and I saw them
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disappear at the corner of the wood.
After they had gone, big Louis came and installed himself in
the Hotel de la Plage with his staff, before joining a maquis near
St. Brieuc. We didn’t quite know what they were after. Four
days later, Jean-Yves came after night-fall. Rine came to find
me in the attic, just as I was going to sleep, and I put on my
trousers and followed her.
“ Good-evening, Lomic,” he said. I thought at first my poor
master was dying, we expected it from one day to the next because
of his asthma. But Rine said to me “ You must help Jean-Yves
to get away, and find a boat in the harbour.” Then, I understood
he was hiding, and I remembered what they had said at Ambroisine’s.
Then, Rine explained to me that if they found him he would be
killed ; that perhaps even the others (and I saw she was thinking
of Louis, and Mile. Annick was too for she looked at me in a
strange way) knew he was in the village, he was afraid he might have
been recognised at Locmillau. God ! I said to myself, it won’t
be easy to take a boat, and not attract attention, with the harbour
watched the way it is. Luckily, the night was dark and I thought
at once that Olivier Lescop’s boat would be the one. Olivier had
certainly left his mast and sail in it and perhaps his lovely new
pair of oars as well. But it was risky. And where did Jean-Yves
want to go by boat ? Of course in good weather he could cross
the sea and reach the Irish coast, but if a sou’-wester blew up,
and at this time of year it often did.. . . He was there, sitting on
his chair, and he looked at me like when he was little, and yet he
had aged, he had some white hair already, but all the same 1 could
see his child’s face and I remembered when he used to follow me
about the garden with his little barrow. Then, Rine said : “ Lomic,
you must go and take Titive’s boat . . . The idea ! Titive’s
boat, twenty-three feet long and painted white, how could I get it
out of the harbour without being seen ? I explained to Rine
what must be done and she said : “ He says the tide isn’t high
enough, and that he must wait an hour, Jean-Yves will wait for
him at La Palud near the Roche Plate, and he’ll bring the boat
there
“ Tell him to bring a boat with a sail,” said Jean-Yves.
I said “ Ya . . . y a . . And Jean-Yves said “ Ah ! if only I still
had my b o a t. . . . ”
We stayed like this for a while, Rine had made some coffee and
Jean-Yves got out a packet of cigarettes and gave me one, I undid
the paper and put the tobacco in my mouth, and when Jean-Yves
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saw that, he gave me two more cigarettes and I put the tobacco
in my mouth. “ Don’t go spitting here on my floor,” said Rine.
Then, Rine began to fill a basket with provisions, she buttered some
bread and put in some hard-boiled eggs, sugar and pancakes, and
we stayed there drinking and he, Jean-Yves, smoked, he looked
calm. Rine, as she busied herself with preparations sighed deeply,
saying “ Sweet Jesus ” and “ Holy Virgin ” and she rubbed her
eye with the comer of her apron. At one moment we thought
we heard steps on the terrace, I seized the tongs which were
hanging near the stove, and got up, but Mile. Annick signed me not
to move ; I would have smashed their heads with the tongs, the
brutes, God 1 and I would have broken their skulls with stones
like I saw big Louis do to a cat against the harbour wall, but after
this, we heard nothing but the wind rising with the tide and the
grating of the weather-cock. “ The wind is getting up,” said
Jean-Yves, and he said : “ It’s the nor’-wester ” . And that was
all, we only heard the tick-tock of the clock, the big clock in the
dining-room through the partition. And the wind.
When the time came, I went out in my canvas shoes, and passing
by the shed, I climbed into my attic and got my knife. I wanted to
go along the beach, in front of the Hotel de la Plage, to avoid
crossing the town. God 1 the water was cold ; in front of Roche
Plate the tide was already up and the beach covered, and I had to
take off my shoes to get round the rock because if I had climbed
over it I should have surely fallen and hurt myself, it was so dark ;
or else I should have dislodged some stones which they would have
heard in the hotel. When I got to the mole, I climbed along the
ladder, because I was wet up to the waist and the water was icy,
God 1 and I crossed the mole bent double and got down the other
side by the ladder which is under the shed where the lifeboat lies.
I stopped a moment on the beach to see if anyone was a b o u t;
one window had a light, near the church, and I thought it was
Mme. Lhermitte’s, and there was another at the Hotel de
1’Amorique ; the church clock struck two. Then, I started across
the harbour ; I sank in the mud, what filthy mud there is in the
harbour which nobody troubles to shift, full of dead cats and dogs
swollen and stinking, and broken bottles and tins, so that I was
afraid of cutting the sole of my feet, and this stinking slime
squelching between my toes, God ! I said to myself, how it stinks !
and I must have trodden on a dead cat, it was round and fat and
furry under my foot.
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Olivier Lescop’s boat was at the end of the harbour, near the
rocks where they put the lobster pots, and I was afraid I might have
waited too long and the sea might be too high already so that I
could not get to the boat on foot. God ! it was as dark as my
backside ! I had difficulty in recognising Olivier’s dinghy, but
I managed to climb into it. Bugger, I said to myself, he’s taken
his oars ! There was only the stern oar in the bottom of the
boat, but the sail was there ; I couldn’t hoist it, because even on
such a dark night one could have seen the whiteness. Good, I
raise the anchor without making the hawser slip on the hull, I put
my jacket under the scull so that there should be no grating sound
of wood on wood, and I begin to float. At first it wasn’t too good,
what a time it was since I had had my bottom in a boat ! I hardly
knew how to handle the scull, but that’s a thing you don’t forget
once you’ve known it. I had to scull at one side so as to see in
front of me, I didn’t want to ram another boat, that was the difficult
part, avoiding the boats, you can see the white ones all right, but
not the others. But, after a moment, I could scull with one hand
and I was free of all the boats and on the way round the mole.
“ God ! ” I said to myself, “ it’s all right, Lomic, you’ve done it,”
and I spat. I got hold of the scull with both hands, standing up,
and started out to sea.
There was a swell out beyond Roche Plate, I tacked, so as not to
pass too near the shore, and when I got near to Palud I rowed less
strongly so that no one should hear the waves strike on the hull.
Hardly fifty feet from the beach I saw Jean-Yves ; seaweed was
beginning to close in on the boat, the amount of seaweed there was
round there ! My scull caught great black trusses of it, like
serpents they were, and they encircled it so that I could hardly
row, it was like rowing through a field of manure, through dung
you might say, I heard it sliding along the hull, it was like the
bread soup Rine makes me at nine o’clock, which my spoon stands
up in. I called, Jean-Yves jumped into the boat while I held it,
then I found a foothold in the rocks. I give Jean-Yves the basket
Rine had prepared, it was the basket their tea used to go in, Mile.
Annick’s and Jean-Yves’, when they were children, I recognised
it at once, because I sometimes carried it to them at teatime on the
beach. Then, Jean-Yves took my hand and squeezed it hard but
he said nothing, and I pushed the boat to get it off the rock and I
stayed stooping down with ray hands in seaweed, watching it dis
appear into the night.
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It was on the steps leading to the Palud beach that they fell on
me. In a moment they had me and one of them seized my arms
from behind and another blinded me with an electric torch. I
knew at once it was big Louis and his gang. I didn’t have to
hear him speak to know it was him, and he shouted in my face
“ Where is he, eh 7 Where’s he hiding 7 He was seen this
morning near Locmillau, he was recognised. Where is he ? Where
is he ? Old fool,” he said, “ you won’t speak, but it won’t do you
any good to be dumb, you can make yourself understood when
you want to___ Where is Jean-Yves ? Go on, explain. . . old
idiot___ He has gone to sea, eh ? Don’t worry, he won’t get
far.” Then, changing his tone : “ Go on,” he said, “ get him
on board ”,
They pushed me in front of them along the path, they forced me
to run alm ost; we crossed the town ; we got to the harbour.
“ We’ll take Titive’s boat,” said big Louis. I knew they chose
that boat because it has a motor behind, and I said to myself,
“ God ! they’ll catch him ”. There was only one hope, that they
wouldn’t be able to see him in the dark, since you could only see
a few yards, and by daybreak they wouldn’t have enough petrol
left to continue the chase ; Jean-Yves had a good start. But
when I head big Louis say : “ He has set sail towards Triagoz,
for sure, that’s where he would be furthest from the shore,” then,
by God, I was afraid. But what had he done, God ! W hat had
he done ? What had he done in Paris, with the Boches ? Perhaps
young Moal had told lies, and Le Dunff, the great shit___ And
perhaps not 7
They had installed me near the mast, on my knees, in the bottom
of the boat, my hands tied behind my back, and I was pissing my
pants. I often wondered why they’d taken me with them, there
was no sense in it, but I thought they didn’t want to let me go
until they’d caught Jean-Yves, and as they all fo;ar cam e. . .
Poor Yffic, I did think he would get away from them when, after
two hours at sea, they hadn’t found him.
Big Louis was mad
with rage and Jobic Larvor the same.
Young Grail — the other,
the fourth, I didn’t know who he was, perhaps he was a Plestrignec,
from Louis’ gang — had even given up trying to see through the
dark with bis electric torch. At one moment, I thought I could
distinguish the white mast better, above my head, and turning
I saw a streak of light, like spit, above St. Michel, and I said to
myself: “ if only the mist comes down ” . We must have been
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making for Meloines. Big Louis had said a moment before :
“ Perhaps he went by Meloines and headed straight for Ireland ?
Then, he shouted “ Eh ? Where’s he gone ? Which way did he
go ? ” and it was to me apparently that he spoke, but just for show,
he knew quite well I couldn’t answer. Then, the yellow spit got
bigger, and there were some streaks of blood in it, and the sea
became grey, but it was still dark. Then, young Grail said “ I
th in k . . . ” he said, “ there. . . do you see ? No, there, where
I’m pointing.” “ That’s him,” cried big Louis. “ The shit, it’s
him ” I saw nothing, and still hoped they had made a mistake,
they had several times, during the night.. . . But this time they
seemed sure of themselves and I felt anxious, and suddenly I saw
him too, poor Yffic.
We were on him in a flash. There was hardly any wind ; his
sail was scarcely filled, and I could see he was using the scull, he
had been sculling all night. Poor Yffic, he had done his best,
by God 1 Suddenly, he stopped, no doubt he thought he was
wasting his time ; he tacked about, so that they took him broad
side and he was hidden by the sail. We were on him, I saw them
all excited, so that they couldn’t speak, only swear, it excited them
like women. Then, he began to shoot. Not big Louis, and it
would have been better i f it had been him, she wouldn’t have been
able to speak to him ever again i f it had been him.. . . Young
Grail fired a shot. Then a bullet went over my head into the
mast. “ Poor Yffic,” I thought, “ you defend yourself well.”
Oh God ! you were there, Lomic, you couldn’t do anything and
you saw it a ll. . . you saw when young Grail took his machinegun and steadied his knee against the side and wedged the weapon
in the crook of his arm, the elbow leaning on his hip, and began to
shoot. The shuddering of the gun ran through the whole ship,
and it began to rock. Then Jean-Yves’ boat veered a bit and
Yffic shot again. Young Grail shot several bursts and I saw
Jean-Yves fall, his body half out of the b o a t; he got up, all five
of us saw it, and it’s true it was Yffic that fired first, and he had
the strength to jump into the sea.. Young Grail went on shooting
bursts into the grey water, where there was nothing but hundreds
of jelly-fish. In a moment we were alongside Olivier Lescop’s
boat, almost touching it, and when I looked round she was already
half sunk, the mast straightened itself a moment above the sea,
then disappeared. Nothing but jelly-fish, I’ve never seen so many,
they were like a whitish carpet, thick and gluey, thrown on the sea.
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It was five days later, on Sunday, I found the body, at high tide,
in a creek of rock on the p o in t; it was eight in the morning and
I’d gone to get some seaweed. Of course everyone knew, next
day, that Jean-Yves had been caught at sea by big Louis and the
rest, and that he had drowned. There had even been articles in
the papers. Rine told me so, and Ambroisine too. It was sad
to see them getting drunk that very evening, at the Tonkin and at
Melanie Oges’ ! But nobody was proud of what had been done,
because everyone loved Jean-Yves in spite of what they said, fat
Le Dunff and the others ; and people remembered him when he
was little, and how polite he was, with a kind word for all ; and
they remembered too that big Louis had been his pal, almost like
a brother. Captain Le Dunff was the only one to protest when
the Priest rang the bell, towards the middle of the afternoon, as
is always done when there has been a shipwreck.
I was at the Town Hall ; they had kept me there since morning,
as witness perhaps ; I was sitting on a chair, and big Louis was
sitting at the end of the great table in the middle of the room,
and young Grail was next to him and Le Dunff the other side,
I can see it now, and the bell began to ring and, at the same
moment, Mile. Annick came in.
She had come to fetch me, I knew that at once, but the others
were startled you might say, and not proud of themselves.
“ Why are you keeping Lomic ? ” she said. And as they sat
there like lumps, without answering, she repeated : “ Why are
you keeping Lomic ? ” “ We may need him,” said big Louis
without raising his head. “ As a witness,” he went on. “ You
know quite well he can’t give evidence,” said Mile. Annick. “ And
witness of what ? ” she said. “ Everyone knows who killed JeanYves.” “ He fired first,” shouted young Grail. “ It was an
execution,” he shouted, “ Louis directed his execution,” he shouted.
“ I have come to fetch Lomic,” said Mile. Annick, “ you’ll have
to let him go sooner or later.. . . ” They Iet^me go.
Ambroisine came to le Moguerou to tell what happened.
And Olivier Lescop came too, to say his boat must be paid for.
At the point, there is a great hollow rock like a corridor, just
underneath the part of the cliff where the town council have put a
seat, and when the tide comes up the waves engulf it and leap on
the rocks and the spray springs up to the cliff top, I have seen
many tourists sitting on the bench drenched by it. That’s where
I found him, poor Yffic. Every wave which poured into the
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corridor carried his body in and sucked it back again, and the next
wave took it further, so that the body was dashed on to the rocks
and rolling in all directions. Poor boy, he was washed by the
great waters ; like a puppet he was, like a doll stuffed with bran,
the arms waving, the head wagging from side to side, half off the
body. Seaweed bound him round, round his waist, round his
head, and it was only when I got to the edge of the gully that I
could see his face half eaten by crabs, it was horrible to look at,
and one hand torn off, but the body hardly bled any more, it was
emptied of blood and washed with green sea water. Then, I
climbed down the gully, I had water up to the waist, I wanted to
seize the body, but the wave came in so violently that it carried it
away and hit me in the back, so that I lost balance. I had to hurry,
because the sea just here comes up so fa st; I had a job to get my
arms round the body, God ! because of the seaweed round him
which made my hands slip ; but I managed to lean it against the
side of the rock and when a big wave came, with the help of the
water I hoisted it on to a little legde which is in the rock just there.
I climbed over the body and dragged it up the cliff, God ! I was
sweating, and I was drenched to the bones, and just as I had laid
the body on the grass the bell for high mass began to ring, and then
I heard the bells of Locmillau and then those of Saint Michel, and
the bells of Sainte Barbe, it was as if they were answering one another
all round the bay, and it’s a sign of dirty weather coming when the
bells are so clear, and already huge black clouds were coming up,
blown up by a sou’-wester. There I was, wet to the skin, shivering,
kneeling in the grass before the heap of bones and seaweed that
had been Jean Yffic.
I dragged the body as far as the coastguards’ road and hid it in
a broom bush. I knew what to do ; but I had to wait till dark,
because there are sometimes people walking on the footpath,
specially on Sundays.
That night, my poor master was as bad as could be, dying you
might say, he couldn’t breathe any more, and Mile. Annick had to
stay with him all night, giving him injections and putting vinegar
compresses on his head. About nine I took my barrow and went
to fetch the body.
It was in the garden we buried him ; in the little orchard, what
had once been the- orchard, but there wasn’t a single apple tree left
and the brambles and weeds covered the soil. Rine wanted me to
go to the Town Hall and declare that I had found the body ; but
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I wasn’t going to give Jean-YfBc back to the people who killed him ;
he wanted to escape from them, it wasn’t for me to give him back
to them. God no ! Rine held the storm-lantern while I dug the
hole, and, now and then, I heard the poor old woman sniffing and
sighing, and the wind blew round us, a dirty sou’-wester, I saw it
get up that morning when I heard the bells. Rine hadn’t said a
word to Mile. Annick; she had got two clean sheets and we rolled
Jean-Yves’ body in them, and she helped me lower it into the hole.
Then, when he was in the hole, before I threw the earth back, we
knelt down by the grave, Rine and me, for a prayer, and this time
I could hear Rine crying. It wasn’t right, not right that she should
have to do that, that work, she who brought him up, she’d had so
much trouble with him ; she was too old, and too weak ; she could
hardly lift his feet off the ground and I had to drag him to the ditch.
Then the storm began ; it lasted almost a week, and did so much
damage in the harbour and everywhere that Captain Autret’s boat
broke its moorings and was dashed on the rocks near St. Michel.
The last day of the storm my poor master died, and was buried,
and, the day after the funeral, Mile. Annick shut the house and went
to Paris.
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