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ANALYSIS
H E NEW YEAR is a moment to examine values and revise
judgments. What is wrong with the world ? — Perhaps
we have too much to say on that subject. So we will leave our
British Government, their Russian Government, our economic
situation and their H-bomb to subsequent numbers. At this
time we can rely on facts to support our view, and have no need
to repeat our arguments. Our opinion, stated first six years ago,
has received since Geneva its final confirmation. The H-bomb
has introduced both military paralysis and the most intensive
political .warfare the globe has yet seen. All may now judge
for themselves whether in this structure we need something more
in ideas and in men to combat communism than the political
thinking and leadership which invited Messrs. Bulganin and
Kruschev to inaugurate the reign o f love in London by a
repetition o f their Indian exhibition. So, feeling at this season
in some need o f humility, we will discuss in this issue what is
wrong with ourselves ; many, even among our tolerant readers,
may think we have not enough to say about that.
For instance, it is sometimes charged that we pursue what the
French call the politique du pire ; that we believe everything is
going to the dogs, and, in any case, our remedies have not much
chance o f being accepted unless they do ; that we are much too
certain we are right and everyone else is wrong, “ everybody out
o f step but our Johnny ” , etc., etc. Such are the familiar cliches
o f complaint against any real opposition, when things are still
going well for the existing system ; or, even if they are not going
too well, when the crazy old fellow has not yet had time enough
to fall flat on his face, and the sympathetic bystanders are not
yet obliged to admit that he is “ out to the wide ” , What truth
is there in all this ? Does not truth lie, as so often, between
two extremes ? Should not our attitude and conduct in this
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great age again be guided by the Hellenic inspiration o f our
civilisation; should we not find the poise and balance, which
are the prime requirements o f this disordered period, in Aristotle’s
doctrine o f the mean ? On the one hand, it is always wrong to
believe that the world is coming to an end because it is n ot to our
liking; the last of many errors which befell the egregious egotism o f
Mr. H. G. Wells. On the other hand, it is stupid to say that all is
well when much is very wrong, and it is cowardly not to state un
pleasant facts merely because they offend existing com placency; great
disasters can occur if dangers are too long neglected. Also, on the one
hand, we should recall how often men have felt that all was l o s t ;
one of the weightiest contributions o f Asquith’s massive intellect
was a plain recital of the number o f occasions during his political
life when able men had thought Britain was finished. On the
other hand it is an error to think that nothing ever happens, and
that nothing can go wrong, just because an existing system has
worked well enough for a few generations or centuries ; all history
is a record of things happening and, also, o f many things going
wrong, decisively and finally.
Let us then quite simply recognise and face the worst, but strive
ever for the b e st; even i f it should sometimes seem that all were
lost. Nothing so paralyses as hopeless pessimism, nothing so
jeopardises as thoughtless optimism. True balance o f mind
surely realises that the worst can often be turned to the best by
intellect and w ill; in fact, through the worst can com e the best
which, otherwise, would be smothered beneath the slow degeneracy
o f mediocrity. And this brings us back to the politique du pire,
to the charge that we hope for the worst because we could not
otherwise get what we believe to be the best. Our answer is that
this really is not true. It may be true that the mass o f the people
only move quickly when a change is clearly necessary. But over
a period of time they move all the same — even without necessity
— if the elite of the people can be persuaded by a new idea that
a change is desirable and their conviction gradually permeates
the mass. (The beginning o f such a movement in youth is even
discemable at the present time in face o f the greatest material
prosperity this country has known ; it is a return o f the heroic
mood after long exhaustion). The normal processes o f change
may take longer, but they are a better, safer and certainly more
agreeable way for new ideals to prevail. We should always pursue
the gradual method if time permitted. If, for instance, we had
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been adult in 1910 we might have been as Liberal as the best of
them, gradual in politics and comfortable in life, broad in the
precedent and broad in the beam. Preventable poverty certainly
existed in a considerable section o f the population, but a minimum
o f sympathy, sense and energy could have put it right. That
was not a situation to turn a sensible man to revolution.
There is nothing more finally impracticable than to be outside
the rhythm o f your age ; and that was the tempo of that period.
But the rhythm o f this age is profoundly different, or our whole
thesis o f present existence is wrong. If this is a period which
can be fitted by these measures and these men we shall be greatly
mistaken. W e could then withdraw to the relative felicity of a
private life which would certainly be more agreeable than our
present struggle and, at least, more distinguished than the squalid
competition for the small prizes of current politics. If these
problems finally appeared not grave enough to be beyond the
well-proved abilities o f the worthy clerk o f a suburban borough,
we might eventually develop in the serenity o f retirement a
comfortable confidence in the capacities o f the present Prime
Minister. But we do not see things turning out like th a t; in
fact we are more than ever certain they will not. We live in a
great age o f high decision, and its consequences must be faced,
both good and evil. What is called our politique du pire derives
not from a desire for the worst but from a facing o f facts.
We do not desire the worst, but wc apprehend it unless something
effective is done. The doctor who diagnoses cancer does not
desire cancer in his p a tie n t; he merely does his duty. If he
prescribed light massage when he knew a surgical operation was
necessary, he would fail in his duty. We are quite certain for
reasons long stated that, in the case of Britain, a surgical operation
is necessary. We are equally certain that after this experience
our people will enjoy a greater and fuller life than even Britain
has ever known. Y ou may think us right or wrong, sane or mad,
good or evil, but do not accuse us o f desiring the suffering o f our
country because we try to save her. In this season, at least, we
may recognise in opponents some proof o f sincerity and, sometimes,
even the possibility o f sanity and good intentions.
The Law and Homosexuality
N ow for another subject most suitable to the season o f goodw ill;
an unlikely selection some may think, and very remote from the
5
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usual topics o f these notes. The most celebrated o f English (or
should it be Irish ?) homosexuals stated : “ The English only
turn to art to titilate their senses when heavy from over eating
We will retaliate by discussing homosexuality after the Christmas
dinner.
In the angry debate around the subject, at least one thing is
clear and must be faced : it is insane at the same time to retain
the present law on the Statute Book and to retain innumerable
homosexuals in the public services. That fact must be faced.
From the security debate it appears that some perfunctory gesture
of recognition has been made in the Foreign Office. If the means
is to be the retirement o f homosexuals, it is quite certain that it
has not gone far enough to be effective. The plain fact is that
not only the public services but the whole o f our national
life is riddled with hom osexuality; in every sphere the
homosexuals form a very considerable percentage. This may be
as deplorable as some think or as irrelevant as others think, but
it remains a fact to be faced and weighed. So far as England
is concerned, this tendency seems to have begun effectively with
the public schools, where it has always been prevalent and, during
long periods, has been a habit so fashionable and flaunted that
for a boy to stand outside it on grounds o f heterosexual predilection
was to be “ queer ” in the opposite sense to present usage.
Before this education by segregation it was a relatively esoteric
movement, nearer in form and expression to the debatable
relationships of Shakespeare and Mr. W. H. Only during recent
years has the knowledge and practice spread from the spartan
camps where middle class boys were conditioned for their imperial
mission to permeate other spheres o f national life ; the habit
extended as the empire contracted. Further it has ceased to be
merely the diversion of imprisoned youth and has becom e the
sexual fixation o f many serious and often brilliant men. In Britain
it is now all pervasive as a most powerful influence, and its grip
on public life is such that it could not be quickly or easily broken ;
even a government equipped with full authority and armed with
the most resolute will to prevent this practice, would be faced
with a long and difficult task. Before, therefore, we com e to
any conclusion on what is ideally desirable in a region where
knowledge is still very inadequate, we should reach a decision
on what is possible ; politics must always remain the science
o f a possible, and in this region decision presses. Our answer
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is : end this humbug and change the laws. In this case humbug
is too dangerous. It is dangerous humbug to pretend that the
problem is being, or can be, dealt with quickly "and effectively
by the elimination o f homosexuals from the public services ;
everyone knows that the present measures o f this government
do not begin to touch the fringe of the affair. As usual, it is
all just pretending. This time the result o f weakness and evasion
can be doubly disastrous : this can make o f Britain both a police
state and a Soviet hunting ground. Where so many eminent
men are liable to blackmail, both the policeman and the communist
can choose whom they will. Strangely enough it appears from
current literature that a tough navvy has as good a chance as most
o f being picked up by some o f the more exquisite members of our
intellectual bureaucracies. Both flat foot and militant red have
more than a sporting chance ; the rest is easy for police state
or Soviet. The danger o f Russian secret agents using this method ■
to secure a blackmail grip has now received at least the formal
recognition o f government. The danger of the police being able
to choose from among those addicted to this habit any whom
they wish to eliminate from public life, has not received a similar
recognition. But it remains a fact that the present law gives the
police a grip on many people. They choose whom they will
prosecute and whom they will not prosecute; it is common
knowledge, for instance, that some are warned many times, and
others are prosecuted without warning. The extent to which
the police use prosecution or non-prosecution as an extra-judicial,
weapon is debatable, but it is beyond discussion that the present
law gives them power to select any sacrificial victim they desire
from the ever growing herd o f the knife-ripe.
Some recent decisions, also, show how easy the frame-up can
become ; it is remarkable how weak the corroborative evidence,
on which the law insists, can be in practice. The present system
spreads a malaise through national life which reaches far beyond
the circles o f practising homosexuals. Things have reached a'
pretty pass when eminent counsel will seriously advise that it is
an error for a public man to use a public lavatory ; however well
secured his alibi from homosexual practice. The point was put
vividly by a distinguished scientist returning to a native land whose
general social practices he found restrictive o f a gifted and expansive
nature, with that exuberant exaggeration which is permitted to
high talent in the intimacy o f private life; “ In London I always
7
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p . . . in the street. That is only ten bob for com mitting a nuisance.
But, in the ‘ public convenience it is two years, if, politely or
absent-mindedly, you smile back at the police nark.”
Practical Proposals
The law must be altered ; the present law puts too m uch power
in the hands o f the policeman and the spy. W e propose three
immediate measures to cut out both humbug and the present
moral rot. (1) Alter the law which makes hom osexuality an
offence between adults in private. The adult should be defined
as a man o f twenty-one, or at m ost twenty-five ; i f a boy is not
a man at that age, he never will be. (2) Strengthen the law to
prevent the seduction o f youth in either sex and introduce severe
penalties for this. (3) Strengthen the law to prevent the advertise
ment o f sex, which, at present, is the m ain cause o f youth’s
seduction, for the base motive o f profit. H om osexual pornography
in literature or press should certainly be banned ; the present
heterosexual pornography in commercialised literature and press
should at least be reduced to some point o f equilibrium between
licence and puritanism. It is not impossible to frame a law for this
purpose which would wipe out the current disgrace from the
popular press without a return to the absurdities o f Joynson Hicks.
The exhibitionist advertisement o f sex by individuals should,
also, be prevented ; things can be done in broad daylight in London
which would not be permitted in Paris or any other European city.
To prevent them is not puritanism, but the enforcement o f good
manners, which are a reasonable consideration for the feelings
o f others. M ost o f our people certainly do n o t wish to see
homosexuality flaunted in public ; also, they do n ot wish to see
exhibitionism in heterosexuality : i f people want to do these
things they can find a bedroom or a discreet spot w ithout intruding
their private lives upon the public. It really does n o t matter
much what a relatively few people do in private ; that is their
own affair. But it does matter what is done in public in a great
capital city, and, in the proper concern o f all for the protection
o f youth, this is what presses. Freedom in private and good
manners in public are the two principles that can get us back from
this morass to the terra firm a o f com m on sense.
Prostitution
A paradox o f the prig system is the really disgusting display
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o f prostitution in the West End o f London ; whatever our views
o f moral questions, this parade o f flesh for sale is surely revolting.
Recent newspaper correspondence has noted correctly that it
is not permitted in the same degree in any other capital city.
Paris is sometimes quite erroneously believed in England to be a
city o f flaunted vice ; in fact, the French police would stop a
mass parade o f prostitutes like that of Curzon Street, Mayfair,
in five minutes.
It is objected by those who have developed the Gladstonian
habit o f talking to prostitutes that these ladies greatly prefer their
present freedom to any form of regulation ; quite apart from
the traditional church objection to the state intervention which
effective control involves. But some via media can surely be
found between the present exhibition and any regimentation or
bullying o f these martyrs of pleasure. They may, or may not,
feel it themselves, but the spectacle of these women is not only
a propaganda o f vice to passing youth (though to any sensitive
young man this reductio a d absurdum o f the always unattractive
fem m e legere is enough to put him off sex for life) but, also, an
appeal to human pity which is heartrending, and unrelieved by
any fine quality o f mind or sp irit; a nobility o f spirit often
accompanies the extreme o f poverty, but not this. The cold,
the fog, the rain and snow, the thin tawdry dresses, the wet shoes
and sodden nylons, the worn, haggard, painted and bedraggled
faces bargaining anxiously with weasel-men for bread; does
anything so completely combine all the sadness and squalor of
contemporary civilisation ? — “ Der Menschheit ganzer Jammer
fasst mich an ” . Propriety, how many horrors are permitted
in your name.
T o stop this evil we could probably appeal for the support o f .
m any diverse elements among our fellow countrymen who might
be moved by the reasoning which according to Macaulay induced
the puritans to stop bear baiting ; not so much on account of
the pain it inflicted on the bear as for the pleasure it afforded to
the spectators.
Homosexuality — the facts ?
In the sphere o f homosexuality, too, in a very different way,
it is necessary to enlarge the circle o f intellectual interest in order
to secure adequate reform. What are the facts ? The first fact
to note is that all o f us — doctors and scientists included — know
9
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precious little about the subject. We are not yet much helped
by pyscho-analysis, because that science is still too young and
undeveloped for definite conclusions. Those who have never
seriously studied analytical psychology do not begin to realise
the extent to which it is still a science in its infancy. Only the
quacks and charlatans o f catchword remedies, the hired frauds
of press and radio — searching for new means to denigrate all
challengers of their employers’ interests, eagerly seeking fresh
supplies of mud to replenish their exhausted streams — hail the
infant oracle as regulator of the world in the image o f the existing
system, long before it has begun to regulate itself and to involve
a coherent and ordered doctrine of practical application. In such
hands pyscho-analysis is in danger o f replacing the inquisition
of the mediaeval church, or the witch doctor o f the primitive tribe,
as the instrument which finds, “ fixes ” and destroys what contem
porary obscurantism calls heretics, and subsequent history calls
reformers. That would be a sad end for a new science which
promises so much. For the time being, the only safety in this
sphere is for serious students o f the subject to recognise that as
far as practical problems are concerned the pyscho-analyst can
be left for some time to analyse him self; his contribution, in
the end, will be considerable, but not yet. So far he has opened
the door, no more. It seems more likely that the first decisive
advance of knowledge in this strange land o f sex will be w on by
the endocrine specialists. The final achievement may rest between
them and the pyschologists, when we have a system o f government
which is capable of co-ordinating the severely separated departments
of present science. The wayward genius o f Otto Weininger
may, also, be found to have pointed the way to a line o f research
which is temporarily closed and neglected by his premature death
through suicide ; how often in the history o f thought has mediocrity
summarily dismissed all contribution o f a creative mind because
great talent, pushed too far by circumstance o f temperament,
collapsed beneath the strain of supreme effort.
In short, science is just at the beginning o f its study o f this matter,
which leads us to uncharted seas. We can only see enough to
know that the mediaeval schoolmen did not say the last word
on the subject. It is also at least clear that prison is n ot the place
to deal with i t ; apart from all questions o f humanity, prisons
are not, and cannot be, organised to deal with it. To pretend
that they are is just the habitual humbug. There are many fine
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characters to be found in the prison service and among those
directing it, but, taken as a whole, the English prison system is
the acme o f English humbug. Hypocrisy is our most unpleasant
national characteristic, and its most unpleasant aspect is to be
seen in the prison system. So the inquiring mind of public spirit
and heterosexual disposition is driven back in this matter on
plain commonsense. We are driven by experience to recognise
that the crude categories o f our youth are not valid. The belief
that homosexuals are all just “ cissies ” , and the rest of us sound,
healthy he-men is belied alike by the spectacle o f many homosexuals
in all lands wearing the highest awards for gallantry and o f the
hen-pecked husband cowering in trembling humility, and compulsory
fidelity beneath the rule o f the masterful wife ; it seems that at
this stage o f a civilisation the coincident rise o f homosexuality
and matriarchy is apt to get the old values all mixed up.
A t this point also, any honest inquiry is obliged to ask i f lesbianism
— whether or not it be an answer to pederasty — is not a greater
menace to race survival than male homosexuality, although it
is not a legal offence. Is not also the real danger at this stage
o f a civilisation not so much the physical act o f homosexuality
as the abdication by many vital men o f the normal functions o f
life ? In the crude analogy o f the herd, is not the real danger
point when the values o f the young cow replace those o f the old
bull, particularly in government ? And is not the real menace
from many o f the more effeminate type o f homosexual not what
they do in private to each other, but rather their support — often
their brilliant advocacy — o f these values ? A system of thought
which is contrary to nature is often — almost always — more
destructive than a limited action. This is not suggesting anything
so foolish and barbaric as the censorship o f thought or art — e.g.,
the exile o f the poets suggested by Plato for very different reasons,
one o f the greatest lapses o f that pre-eminent mind ; where thought
m oves in the sphere o f art and not in the region o f mere pornography
it should obviously be entirely free. But it does suggest that
we have a lo t more to think about on this subject than we have
yet conceived, and that the final solution may rest rather with the
philosopher and the scientist than with the bigot and the gaoler.
But there are further depths to plumb, or heights to scale —
metaphor according to predilection. We are driven by any frank
and thorough study o f classic history and literature to recognise
that homosexuality does not inevitably lead, as we used to believe,
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to the immediate d9generation and collapse o f a civilisation.
Classic Greece reached the heights after the cult had prevailed
for generations. The Doric system remained the toughest organi
sation of the state the world has yet seen for triumphant centuries
after the habit had spread from those Spartans to the rest o f the
Greeks. In fact, all this business is not quite so simple as the
more illiterate, or more hypocritical, pedagogues would once
have had us believe. Many o f our preconceptions are invalid,
and our methods in face o f the problem are certainly ineffective.
In these circumstances the course o f commonsense and fearless
decision is surely to protect youth from unknown dangers with
complete firmness. Then, to give adults freedom, so long as
they keep it to themselves and do not seek to proselytise or advertise.
And, for the rest, let us shut up, until science gives us the chance
to clear up a subject we know all too little about. Let scientific
inquiry penetrate this canting hypocrisy, and personal freedom
replace the public pornography for private profit o f current chatter.
To make blackmail too easy is a folly in a period when the
communist agent waits his chance, and the policeman already
has too much power. To jail a few selected people for an offence,
while we expose everyone — and principally youth — to its
propaganda, is, once again, humbug — and dangerous humbug.
It is this damned humbug which rots English life.
EUROPEAN
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THE PRUSSIAN SPIRIT
by GUNTHER BARDEY
N

25th February 1947 a ruling by the Allied Control
Commission in Berlin declared the liquidation o f the
State o f Prussia. In justification o f this decision it was stated
that it was in the interests o f peace, as Prussia had been the source
o f militarism in the world. Since that time the concept o f
Prussianism has been defamed in Germany as none other has
ever been. The Germans who have taken the lead in this self
denunciation are very naturally those who have been appointed
by the victor states to responsible positions in the new provinces.
There is no discussion : the idea o f Prussianism is neither
a tta c k e d n o r d e fe n d e d , b u t ig n o r ed . N a tio n a l S o c ia lism ,
militarism and neo-fascism were attacked, but the word Preussentum
was just struck out o f the “ re-educated ” German language,
and not mentioned. Prussia was to be considered dead.
But is the old Prussia really dead ? The answer is that it
lives on in the individual. It has the value o f a way o f life,
which Prussianism has been in the world, since its idea was
first deliberately inculcated.
Even abroad, when some personality becomes prominent
am ong his associates for his sense o f duty, his love o f order and
his austerity it is said o f him to this day that “ he is almost a
Prussian ” . (This title o f honour was given by an American
newspaper to General Lucius D . Clay, for his work as military
commander in Berlin.)

O
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The idea o f Prussianism has sunk deep into the consciousness
o f the world, because the virtues o f the Prussian ethic were in
fact virtues which are sought by other states and peoples ;
while in Germany there are now only a few people who have a
clear concept of it, since its virtues are not those which attract
in a pseudo-democratic way of life. Prussia must be dead !
This is the wishful thought of those politicians who do not
realise that an ethical concept cannot be destroyed by violence.
What, then, is Prussianism ?
While some saw in Prussia a state similar to other states, others
regarded it as the basis o f their existence. While some praised
Prussian law and order, others again condemned Prussian
militarism. And the latter was the only definition o f Prussianism
which the victors and their Praetorians used, without any real
examination o f the grounds for their judgment, at Potsdam, at
Nuremberg and on 25th February 1947 in Berlin. And since
then there has been silence.
In this connection, however, it should be o f interest to turn
our attention to that concept o f militarism which is described
as “ Prussian” . It is a slogan ; and no clear and unambiguous
definition of what it means has ever been given. It may be
hardly worth the trouble to examine what irresponsible propaganda
and demagoguey have read into the concept o f so called “ Prussian
Militarism ”. If, however, one understands militarism to be
the absolute authority of a military caste, then one can answer
that there has never been an absolute domination o f professional
soldiers either in Prussia or in Germany.
Major-General Hans von Seeckt wrote in 1929 on this theme
o f militarism the following commentary, which is still Valid at
the present time :
“ France proudly trains its people as a nation in arms. Is that
not militarism ? And America, which so self-consciously unfolds
the banner of peace, teaches at its universities— it is a fa ct— the
art of war to future staff officers, collects the educated youth into
officer coips, and prepares industry for mobilisation. I would like
to call this patriotism, but here at home it is called militarism.”
Prussia, however, does not only represent a state, but also a
principle, and Prussianism is a living ethic. Just as a philosophy
can only be explained in terms o f its principles, so an ethic is
justified by the virtues it produces.
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The state o f Prussia made particularly severe demands on the
individual, just as it required its Kings to be the first servants of
the state. The Prussian feeling for the state was thus neither
ideological nor metaphysical, it expressed itself above all as an
ethical concept. Only the capacity was valued, not the intention ;
success was not the criterion, but achievement. Duties to the
state were not performed from self-interest, but from the highest
motives o f service. There has never, in any state, been a poorer
and more self-sacrificing civil service, but in the past it was a
great honour to have been in the service of Prussia.
There must have been some mystery in a state which had
nothing to offer but the sour fruits o f duty, yet to whose service
unending numbers o f highly talented and able people sacrificed
themselves — people from all the other German countries and
even from all Europe. They became Prussians o f their own free
will, through their acceptance o f the duty of service. They came,
indeed, to Prussia to live a life o f service, for they could not live
without duties to perform and a higher purpose before them,
as Hermann Hess expressed it.
W ho were they, and where did they come from ? Moltke
and Blucher were bom in Mecklenburg, Ernst Moritz Arndt was
a Swede and Kayserlingk was a B a lt ; from Nassau came Freiherr
von Stein, Gneisenau and Hegel were Swabians and Lentulus
was Swiss. There were the Lower Saxons Scharnhorst, Grolmann
and Hardenberg ; Fieldmarshal Keith was a Scot and Corbierre
a Frenchman. And what was it that moved the many independent
nobles, whose pedigrees were older and imperial honours higher
than those o f the Prussian Kings, to serve in Prussia ? For
generations the Dukes o f Brunswick and Mecklenburg, the
Thuringian and Anhalt nobility, chose to serve the Prussian
state. They offered their lives not for the King o f Prussia, but
for the eth ic-of duty. So they all became, what they could not
become by the chance o f birth, Prussians through devotion to
duty.
It was only in Prussia that Kant could develop his philosophy
o f duty, that gave the mental development o f the 18th and 19th
centuries a new direction which has become the fundamental
basis o f our scientific achievements. Kant’s categorical imperative
gave the Prussian sense o f duty its fundamental expression, and
consolidated the concept o f Prussianism once and for all. His
philosophic maxim : “ Act so that the motives o f your will can

15

The EUROPEAN
serve as the principles of a general code o f law ”, contained for
the first time the concept o f acting in accord with pure duty.
When King Frederick wrote : “ It is not necessary that I should
live, but it is necessary that I should do my duty ”, the theoretical
maxim o f the philosopher was raised by the statesman to the
general principle of the state.
It is only possible for anyone to understand the ethic o f
Prussianism who is prepared to subordinate himself to this principle
of duty, and not to fly for refuge, to his own fireside, which he
then secures with a double lock. He who is prepared to serve
achieves honour, and honour has been from time immemorial the
highest and costliest o f all human attributes.
Recognition of the principle o f duty brought with it realisation
of responsibility. From the King down to the last citizen
everyone in Prussia bore his own responsibilities ; carried them
not as some unpleasant or hateful burden but with pride as a
self-assumed task. And as a sense o f responsibility from above
awakens a sense o f responsibility from below, Prussia became,
under her duty-bound leaders, a community o f responsible people.
Everyone knew that he served the state in his ow n particular
capacity, and he was convinced that it was up to him to fulfil
his duty, so that out o f this recognition came achievement.
It seems almost legendary today, how Prussian men and women
pressed forward to assume responsibilities in the darkest days
o f the state. In times when responsible persons had everything
to lose and nothing to gain, when Prussian K ings were reduced
to beggars, the best elements o f Prussianism offered themselves
with a fanatical enthusiasm to assume responsibility for the state
and to take the oath : “ He who has sworn on the Prussian flag
has no longer anything that belongs to him self” .
This consciousness o f responsibility was all-embracing. It was
not limited to the conscientious fulfilment o f duty, or responsibility
towards the King o f Prussia. It extended itself above all to
those persons who were in the same line o f duty. The Prussian
felt responsible for his friends and colleagues, he took upon
himself, as a matter o f course, responsibility towards those beneath
him as well as to his superiors. And as the Prussian did not
regard this as a right but as a moral duty, it was possible for
Fieldmarshal Hans Christoph von Schwerin to send his Monarch
away from the battlefield of Mollwitz, and be prepared to take
the responsibility for this action before the Prussian state.
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There arose from this feeling of responsibility what we can
describe as civil courage. As nowhere else, manly pride in
the royal throne existed in Prussia. Because this was recognised
by all, and everyone felt that it sprang from a deep sense of
responsibility, it was possible for the young Seydlitz to reply to
his King on the battlefield of Zorndorf, when a premature order
to attack had been given : “ Tell his Majesty that my head is
at his disposal after the battle, but I beg him to make use of it
now as will best serve his purpose ” . This was not mutiny but
the purest and highest responsibility, which subordinated personal
destiny willingly and knowingly to a cause.
A s long as there are people who will gladly sacrifice their
personal well being to their sense o f responsibility, so long will
Prussia continue to exist.
The concept o f modesty is inextricably bound up with
Prussianism, as formulated in the advice o f Count Schlieffen,
“ Achieve much, keep in the background, be more than you
appear” . The country cannot boast high mountains, sun-drenched
slopes and pleasant valleys filled with burbling brooks. N o one
could say that the pine forests and birch copses, the sandy moors
and the dark, solitary tarns are not beautiful. But this beauty
o f the Prussian landscape does not exhibit itself, it is self-effacing.
So here too the landscape has formed human character, and as
the people have had to accept this hard and quiet land, they
unconsciously acquired its modesty.
M uch has been said about the bareness o f Prussian government
departments and barracks, about the lack o f decoration of the
palaces and country houses, but in them lived Prussians. Here,
where the only decoration was a picture o f a dead King, service
was gladly given. In these empty, whitewashed rooms more
work was done, more service was given, than in the most
magnificant ministries and palaces o f the rest o f the world.
Here beat the heart o f Prussia, n ot on the battlefields, where it
was prepared without question to bleed itself white.
In this Prussian modesty two further things lay hidden, which
clothed the servant o f the state with a peculiar Mythos : honesty
and clarity. H onesty o f the heart and clarity o f the soul. In the
18th century, the golden age o f the high and low-born adventurer,
the Prussian stuck fast to his duty. In the “ famous ” ranks of
the European adventurers there are no Prussian names. They
are not to be found either in the circles o f the political, military,

17

The EUROPEAN
commercial and scientific phantasts, “ the maker o f projects ” ,
as the great King called them, who knew this category well from
Cagliostro to Voltaire.
The Prussian official had rather had his little finger, no, his
whole hand, struck off, before he would use a single instrument
of the royal service for his own benefit. The youngest officer
in Prussia would rather have starved for weeks than have taken
a single penny of the King’s pay and maintenance funds as a
“ loan ”, If we do not one day find our way back to this
modest honesty, if the service car, the service postage stamp and
the service telephone do not once again become untouchable
instruments of the administration, then we may as well bury
ourselves along with the future Charlemagne’s Europe and the
socialist people’s democracy.
Prussia maintained the rule o f l a w ; there were neither lettres
de cachet nor a secret state police, and certainly no inquisition
o f a worldly or spiritual order. Justice was justice and injustice
was injustice, and between the two lay nothing but the moral
sense in the individual and the moral authority o f the state over
the individual. What is so often regarded as the achievement
o f the revolutionary 20th century was in Prussia reality — the
equality of all citizens before the law. Only there could the
proud words be sp oken: “ Majesty, there is still the High
Court ”. The high-bom royal Prussian official von Schlubhuth
was hanged in public, because he placed before his King a false
account of the taxes which he had raised in East Prussia.
This justice was absolute and all-embracing, and it was laid
down in the “ Codex Fredericianus ” o f the Chancellor Freiherr
Samuel von Cocceji. This code o f Prussian law is too little noted
today, and above all the words o f the King himself in its introduction,
which he gave as the guiding motive to his great Chancellor :
“ Where the laws speak, the sovereign himself must keep silent ”.
From this absolute justice sprang tolerance, which also had
its home in Prussia. The great King said : “ In my state everyone
can be happy in his own w ay” , and this was the guarantee o f
the freedom o f the spirit; Lord Michell wrote in his memoirs
that the citizen in Prussia was guaranteed more freedom than
in any other state. It was only through this absolute justice that
the work o f Immanuel Kant was possible, as he assumed in
advance the freedom o f the spirit.
This toleration made Prussia a sanctuary in the eyes o f those
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persecuted for their religious beliefs in Europe. Tens of thousands
o f proud Huguenots poured into the Brandenburg of the great
Elector. Those who were driven from their homes in Salzburg
sought peace and freedom in the Prussia o f the Soldier King,
while decades later the outstanding free-thinkers o f Europe fled
to the table o f Frederick from the Inquisition o f the Catholic
monarchs. There was no war o f religion in Prussia, and
Catholic ministers and generals gave loyal service to this
Protestant state.
Neither in Silesia nor in East Prussia was a single person
placed at a disadvantage owing to his religious beliefs, or shut
out from service to the state and thus deprived o f its protection.
On the contrary, these Catholic minorities stood under the
especial protection o f the King, so long as they obeyed the laws
o f the state. But i f one o f them infringed the laws, then, be he
Prince Bishop o f Breslau or a reformed priest in Halle, he
experienced the sharp sword o f justice. The choice o f religious
belief was left entirely to the decision o f the individual—
recognition o f the state, however, placed all under the rule of
law. So there lay between religion and the state the sword of
justice, and even the free-thinking sceptics o f Sans Souci would
have regarded a mixing o f Christianity and politics as an act o f
sacrilege.
A s personal and spiritual freedom were assured in Prussia,
a true social order could arise on this basis in the Prussian state.
It may seem to people today perhaps paradoxical, when the terms
“ Prussian ” and “ Social ” are brought into so intimate a
relationship, and yet there lies in the motto o f the Prussian Kings
“ Suum cuique ” a truer recognition o f a just social order than
in the political slogan “ equality for all” , or in the economic maxim
“ catch as catch can ” . A social order can only come into being
where a system o f justice for all exists, and can only be effective
where the duties and rights o f the people are regulated through
their service to the community — that is, to the state. Where
emergency laws and special rights are promulgated in order to
create a social order this will be still-born, and there will arise
the inevitable opposite — the tyranny o f social compulsion.
Just as there can be no Europe without Germany, so there
can be no Germany without Prussia. Germany, torn into four
arbitrary parts, none o f which can lay claim to the title o f a
state, cannot be maintained without the Ethos which is termed
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Prussian. However much may be said and written in the various
parts of our country about reconstruction and the beginning
of a new and better epoch, one should remember in the quiet
hours of contemplation the words o f Georg Stammlers about
Prussia, when he said :—
“ There is no advance without sacrifice, and the great word
which creates states is SERVICE. Serve — not mankind, but
the purpose, for mankind is the purpose.”
Those who believe that their rights take preference over their
duties, those who place their ego above the nation, might take
note of another saying, coined in the darkest hours o f destiny
by the Prussian soldiers in the Prussian fortress o f Kiistrin :—
“ None will be forgotten, each will have his share : one
will get the laurel wreath, the rest the funeral bier.”
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CATHOLICS AND MODERN
POLITICS
by GEOFFREY VERNON
ATHOLICS F IG U R E prominently among the victims of
oppression and persecution behind the Iron Curtain, while
the peace o f Belgian cities is disturbed by Catholic-Socialist
clashes and rioting. But relations between Church and State
are excellent in authoritarian Spain and democratic Ireland, so
that it would appear that Catholics may be happy under democracy
or totalitarianism — or neither. With capitalism in decline and
new movements challenging with new ideas the communism which
threatens to replace it, the whole question o f the Catholic attitude
towards politics demands examination.
Conviction that this life is merely a preparation for an eternal
existence after death in no way implies that worldly problems
are o f no interest or concern. On the contrary, Catholics are
continually urged by their spiritual leaders to play their part in
the civic and political life o f their country, and to make the fullest
possible contribution to solving the grave problems o f the day.
The only question at issue is what form o f political organisation
Catholics should support.
A survey o f Catholics in politics throughout Western Europe
reveals one striking fact — Britain is the only democracy which
has no Catholic Party. (We may except Switzerland with its
denominational cantons and the Scandinavian countries with
their negligible Catholic populations). Belgium, France, Germany,
Holland and Italy all have their “ Christian Democratic ” parties.
The origins o f these Catholic parties are well kn ow n; their
effect is often disastrous. The Socialist parties which emerged
on the continent in revolt against the capitalist evils o f the late
nineteenth century were Marxist in inspiration and materialist
in p h ilosop h y; in defence o f spiritual values against Marxist
materialism the Catholic parties were formed, and automatically
became anti-Sociaiist and right-wing. The Socialists retaliated
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with an anti-clerical campaign, accusing the Catholic parties o f
reaction and o f hostility to working-class interests. So successful
has this campaign proved that in France (and to a lesser degree
in Italy) the masses o f the workers have been alienated from the
Church and have drifted towards communism. The people have
been divided in an age when union is the most urgent necessity ;
here lies a warning and a challenge to Britain.
Continental Catholics are amazed when they learn for the first
time that not only is there no Catholic party in England, but that
the majority of Catholics in this country vote for the Labour
Party. They think instinctively o f their own socialist parties,
and forget that the Labour Party in Britain owes little or nothing
to Marxism. (It has been said that the British Labour Party is
in origin “ not Marxist but M ethodist” .) The sanctimonious
atmosphere o f teetotalism which prevailed in the early days o f
the Labour Party might have been alien to Catholic spirit and
tradition, but it was fundamentally Christian, and therefore
presented no ideological impediment to Catholics entering the
party. But there is another reason for this close afiSnity between
Catholics and the Labour Party — the high proportion o f Irish
among the Catholics o f Britain. In the famine years Irish
emigrants turned to America, but more recently the majority
have come to Britain. Manual workers in most cases and therefore
“ Labour ” in outlook, they have inherited the traditional Irish
hatred of Toryism. In London, Liverpool, Manchester, Birming
ham and Glasgow, in every industrial city o f England, Wales
and Scotland, they have swelled the Labour vote.
Catholic support for the Conservative Party has been largely
confined to the middle and upper classes (as among non-Catholics)
and to the intellectuals. Communism has obviously no attraction
for the Catholic intellectual (unlike his non-Catholic counterpart)
and he has loyally supported Toryism, influenced and guided
by The Tablet.
This political division in the Catholic ranks should effectively
dispose of any lingering belief that Catholics are “ directed ”
how to vote by their spiritual advisers. In a symposium of
Catholic thought* published last year, Lord Pakenham, in his
chapter The Catholic in Politics, has expounded clearly and
concisely the Catholic’s right to choose between those political
organisations whose policies are not contrary to the divine law.
•"Catholic Approaches, ed. Lady Pakenham (Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 21s.)
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He explains that he is a member o f the Labour Party because
he thinks it is m ost conscious o f the dignity o f the human person,
and most likely to apply that consciousness for the benefit of
the majority. But with commendable objectivity he then examines
Conservative criticisms o f his political beliefs :
“ But there is no denying the fact that other English Catholics
who have thought over these matters at least as earnestly,
have reached precisely opposite conclusions. They recognise
the emphasis o f the Papal Encyclicals on the need for social
justice. But this, they argue, must be considered in the light
o f the emphasis laid with equal vigour on the dangers of excessive
State activity. The Catholic intellectuals o f the Right are also
sharply critical o f the attitude o f all Socialist parties to private
property . . . The contention that Labour proposals for a
further increase o f State ownership and control would be contrary
to Papal teaching, is not to be dismissed so lightly . . . ”
I discussed this Tory-Labour dilemma in my article Renan
Novarum and the Syndicalist State in The European o f October
1954 and suggested that syndicalism was the ultimate solution
to “ the impasse in the struggle between monopoly capitalism
and State socialism, the deadlock between the Labour and
Conservative parties and the farce o f nationalisation, de
nationalisation and re-nationalisation with each successive change
o f government
Lord Pakenham appears to have considered
this alternative, for later in the chapter quoted above he returns
to his search for a via media and says :
“ Perhaps the German ‘ co-determination ’ (or co-partnership),
perhaps our own co-operative societies, perhaps our own embryo
systems o f joint consultation will supply the germinal clue.”
But the Catholic’s attitude to politics is not exclusively concerned
with industrial organisation. In fact, he is often alarmed at the
undue emphasis upon material success which is the hallmark o f
the present system, irrespective o f party. He is primarily
interested in matters which affect the daily lives of himself and
his family, and the education o f his children is probably the most
important o f these. Differences between Catholics and the State
in the field o f education arise from the fundamental principle of
responsibility ; the State has the right to demand certain standards
o f secular education, but the responsibility for providing that
education belongs to the parent, who usually delegates his authority
to a teacher : although appointed by the State the teacher is not
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its servant but stands in loco parentis. The Catholic parent wishes
the moral atmosphere o f the school to be that o f the home, and
religious instruction to be given according to the Catholic faith,
by teachers who all share that faith. But the 1870 Education
Act had stipulated that no denominational instruction should
be given in State schools, which were beginning to spring up.
Catholics struggled to build and maintain their own schools,
although since 1891 they have, o f course, being paying in addition
the local education rate (and their share o f the exchequer
contribution to education) to maintain State schools which their
children do not attend. The burden was considerably lifted by
the Education Act o f 1902, which established the local education
authorities and empowered them to equip denominational schools
(after the Church had built them) and — most important o f
all — to pay all maintenance costs (except for the building),
including teachers’ salaries.
The Haddow Report o f 1926 recommended that all children
should pass from elementary to secondary schools at the age of
eleven. After protracted negotiations it was finally agreed that
the local education authorities should pay up to seventy-five per
cent of the costs o f denominational schools built solely to carry
out this recommendation. Very few had been built when the
outbreak of war suspended all school building.
To usher in the brave new post-war world the Education Act
o f 1944 imposed upon local education authorities the duty o f
carrying out the Haddow Report, by providing secondary
education in one of three forms — “ modem ” , grammar, or
technical — for all children at the age o f eleven. To provide
the remaining twenty-five per cent o f the cost o f schools agreed
upon before the war, and the total cost o f many schools outside
that arrangement, is imposing an intolerable financial burden
upon the Catholic community of this country. It has been estimated
that during the next thirty years they must raise (in capital payments
and interest on loans) a sum o f £100,000,000. It is often over
looked that if Catholics cannot provide these schools their children
must be absorbed by the already overcrowded State schools.
The State would then be forced to spend money on additional
schools, and for this reason alone the Catholic plea for State
provision of denominational schools is justifiable. But an appeal
to principle is more powerful than one to mathematics ; any
government which professes to believe in religious freedom should
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recognise and satisfy the Catholic educational claims, although
it may not agree with them ; the hard fact is that neither Labour
nor Tory party shows any indication o f doing so.
A close examination o f other questions in which Catholics are
particularly interested reveals the same wide gulf between theory
and practice. Old party protestations o f respect for the rights
of small nations sound strange in Irish ears as long as their native
land is partitioned. The Irish regard the Tories as responsible
for partition, and Labour Party pledges to end it strengthened
the instinctive Irish support for that party. The first Labour
Government in power with a clear majority passed the Ireland
A ct o f 1949, which declared that partition should never be ended
“ without the consent o f the Northern Ireland parliament ”.
The boundaries o f the constituencies in the Six Counties, the
franchise and the methods o f election have been examined in
earlier issues o f The European ; it is a mathematical certainty
that an anti-partition majority can never be secured in the Belfast
parliament. Y et the Irish-Catholic electors o f Britain continue
to vote for Labour Party candidates, and in a number of
constituencies do much to ensure their election.
The failure o f the old political parties to solve the housing
problem renders the rearing o f a large family almost an impossibility.
The “ n o children ” rule imposed by many landlords o f the
“ furnished rooms ” which are home to thousands o f young
married couples is an open invitation to practise artificial methods
o f birth prevention. The Welfare State has provided clinics for
instruction in this practice, and the Chester Hospital Management
Committee recently created a precedent by allowing the Family
Planning A ssociation to open a clinic in one of its hospitals.
As it is estimated that at least fifty per cent of nurses and orderlies
in British hospitals are Catholics a clash between Church and
State could occur, coupled with a vigorous demand for many
revolutionary methods o f solving the housing problem.
The Catholic press tends to skate lightly over such problems,
afraid o f penetrating the thin ice and landing in the cold water
o f political controversy. It will denounce anti-Catholic activities
on the continent, but appears coy about criticising the established
political parties in Britain, perhaps for fear o f offending its readers.
A bove all, it is never suggested that there may be an alternative
worthy o f Catholic consideration, outside the main political
parties. Lord Pakenham took a tentative step in this direction
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in the article from which we have already quoted :
“ The question of Catholicism and democracy is rather more
complex . . . Nor can it be claimed that Catholic social
teaching officially describes democracy as good and totalitarianism
as bad. But when we look round Western Europe to-day w e
shall be inclined, I think, to conclude that the Catholic political
genius at its highest takes democratic shape . . . ”
The first part o f this statement is perfectly correct, but is a
striking admission by a Labour peer ; the second part ignores
the strength and stability o f the authoritarian governments o f
Catholic Spain and Portugal : the whole begs the vital question
of whether there is any alternative to both democracy and
totalitarianism. As early as 1947, in his book The Alternative,
Sir Oswald Mosley spoke o f a new system which went “ beyond
both Fascism and democracy ” and he has developed this idea
in later speeches and writings, most recently in his article The
Problem o f Power in the July issue o f The European. An examination
of this thesis might do much to dispel the bogy o f dictatorship,
which has long obstructed an objective examination o f his policy.
(A study o f that policy in relation to some o f the problems
discussed in this article reveals that he advocates syndicalism,
or workers’ control of industry, is pledged to end the partition
o f Ireland, has promised State provision o f denominational schools
wherever there is a substantial local demand, and advances a
vigorous housing programme). But o f supreme interest to
Catholics is his plea for the union o f our continent, based on
his concept of Europe a Nation. Catholics look forward to the
day when mankind throughout the world is united in universal
brotherhood, but they see in Europe the heart and centre o f
Christian civilisation. They re-echo the words o f Belloc : Europe
is the Faith. They have watched Europe divided against itself
in two wars in this century. Have they not also witnessed the
post-war yearning for European union stifled by the old political
parties of Britain, who rendered it lip-service ten years ago ?
Old men, old parties, and an old system, have enjoyed a long
and secure tenure o f office, but now a worsening economic situation
prepares the ground for a communist attack, n ot from without
in the form o f war, but from within in the shape o f industrial
unrest and civil strife. The time has come to examine, with minds
cleared of old prejudices and preconceived ideas, new men, new
movements, and new policies.
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EAST IS WEST
by MICHAEL HITCHMAN

I

RECENTLY had the opportunity, after spending a few
months in Spain, to visit Istanbul for the first time, and
it would be hard to say exactly what I expected to see. I had
heard o f the N ew Turkey and o f Ataturk’s reforms ; I knew that
the Veil had been lifted, but how far Byzantium would shine
through from its distant and splendid past I did not know, and
how strongly the conqueror Fatih and his ascendancy would
speak to us o f five hundred years o f Islam I had yet to judge for
myself.
One advantage o f air travel may be to impress us at once with
the contemporaneous nature o f different modes o f life as we
speed round the world. Thus we are made to understand graphically
the statesmen’s problem o f how to attune the rhythms o f two
very different cultures that may have grown up separately over
a thousand years, but are today in closer touch than the instinctive
half o f m an’s nature is in touch with his other rational half.
However this m ay be, I travelled by ship through the Mediterranean,
and perhaps one may get a truer link thus cruising through the
history o f those thousand years at a speed that does not quite
defeat the thought processes.
Leaving Barcelona, (it is said that the Carthaginians founded
the city) I called at Marseilles, then Genoa, Naples, and so eastward.
N o t only did the setting change, but the broadcast music coloured
the picture. A t home we adjust our receiver and the stations
come in. A t sea it was as though we were the moving electric
brain that voyaged, and the various stations stood their ground.
So we passed through waves o f sound. As long as we were close
to the French coast it was the accordion, thence through the
wave-lengths o f Italy when quite literally opera was in the air.
Suddenly we noticed, and yet it was a natural progression, the
strange wailing lament which is the way Turkish music strikes
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our ears. It was music one could sense and yet at the same time
not find one’s way about in. Was it going to be the same with
the Turkish scene ? The spectacular entry into the port o f
Istanbul, where the minarets of Islam look down upon the astonished
traveller and the Seraglio Palace in withdrawn immobility glances
back at Asia with a glint in its hundred winking windows has
been described. It is unforgettable.
But I wanted to know what went on in the ordinary lives behind
this jewelled coronet that encircles the face o f a civilization rich
in the mingling o f two worlds. The Cathedral o f St. Sophia,
massive in inspired proportions, served for centuries after Fatih’s
conquest as a sacred mosque, altar askew since from facing
Jerusalem it turned towards Mecca, and is now maintained lovingly
as a monument o f history only. This was Ataturk’s tactful
solution of whether it be regarded as Christian or Moslem.
And I thought back to the Cathedral o f Seville, a transformation
o f one masterpiece into a yet more startling but satisfying master
piece of another kind. A mosque o f Islam, not deflowered, scarcely
even disguised, but literally crowned with the height and breadth
of Christendom. In Seville is the tomb of Christopher Columbus,
discoverer of the West, in Istanbul that o f Alexander the Great,
conqueror o f the ■East. In the Turkish city, where two years
ago they celebrated the 500th anniversary o f Fatih’s capture o f
Constantinople, large portraits o f the M oslem conqueror still
adorned public places ; in Spain one sees the picture o f Franco
who captured Spain and holds it fast to the Catholic faith.
What of the modern monuments ? The newest in Istanbul
is the American-built Hilton Hotel which, sailing up on a height
with a superb view over the Bosphorus, looks like a vast aircraftcarrier that has become landlocked. But far from being safely
anchored are the American taxis, which dart and spurt their way
through incomprehensible traffic over the Galata Bridge. I think
back many times to the great hazard o f crossing a street in
Barcelona or Valencia where American cars, streak through whilst
old tram-cars rattle themsdves to pieces in futile competition,
and human carters who carry their wares on bony backs can be
seen trotting undismayed along the few inches o f highway that
are free, being kept cool under mountains o f ice or sweating under
a load o f sheepskins. D o countrymen in England still carry
things about with them ? In town at least we are seldom seen
with more than our evening paper. Perhaps that is why I noticed
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these carriers in Spain, but they were surpassed in Istanbul where I
saw a vast chest o f drawers threading its way through the traffic on
a tiny spindly pair o f legs. Spanish carters retain at least some
small degree o f manoeuvrability ; I think they see the high-powered
car as a fighting bull and they always know a few good “ passes ”
when the moment o f danger threatens.
What I liked to think o f as an “ Eastern ” characteristic in
Spain was the water carrier. During hot sun-baked days in
Malaga, from whose hill a Moorish castle looks out across the
Mediterranean towards Africa, I was extremely grateful to buy
for a few centimos a drink o f water from the carrier’s ice-cool
earthenware bottle. But why in a city as up-to-date in most
respects as Barcelona office lads had to be sent out o f a morning
for a pitcherful o f water from the street fountain I never quite
understood. N or why, since night was so often turned into day,
one’s block o f flats was securely locked on the outside at 10 p.m.
and to get in one had to clap hands until a street guard would
appear with his bunch o f keys.
I saw the rich in Turkey well-dreSsed in almost a Parisian style,
frequenting their theatres which seem to rely almost entirely on
translations from the French, English and American, and in the
modern m ovie palaces there is the same dependence on the W est
In Spain the rich are elegant, and they have a taste for imports
from the capitals o f Europe and the United States, but they have
a strong culture o f their own, and favour films from Mexico which
are Spanish.
If the traditional attitude o f the Spaniard towards his women
has undergone some modifications it is still quite evident that
woman is the weaker sex, to be courted if she is worthy to be a
wife in the circumspect way that a good family approves, and if
she is the other kind to be bought as easily and cheaply as a bottle
o f cognac at the com er shop ; but in Turkey I could not escape
the feeling that in spite o f emancipation women are essentially,
if not literally, the possession o f man.
There are the very rich in both countries, and the very poor.
There is a volubility among both peoples coupled with a certain
reticence, even remoteness, which we like to think o f as oriental.
Perhaps m y first sight o f the Black Sea and the Bosphorus led
me to forget temporarily that the Mediterranean washes the shores
o f both these countries and has helped to cradle both civilizations.
And this, perhaps, is the link.
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LETTER FROM GERMANY (n)
by A Correspondent
HE BONN POLITICIANS have a proverb — “ fear G od
and the Spiegel". The Spiegel — “ m irror” — is a weekly
news magazine modelled fairly closely, in style and make-up,
on the American Time. It is by far the best thing in modern
German journalism ; in some ways it surpasses its American
model — notably in the thoroughness with which it treats each
subject. When, for example, it recently dealt with the Volkswagen
works on the occasion o f the production o f the millionth
Volkswagen, it devoted five closely-packed pages to a detailed
account of the car’s story from its original creation by car designer
Porsche on Hitler’s specification to its achievements after the
brilliant re-birth since the war under Dr. Heinz Nordhoff.
One snippet of information the magazine missed on that occasion
by the way, was how the car’s home-town o f Wolfsburg was given
its name. Few people know that it was after Hitler, who was
called Wolf by all his intimates. The town was built specially to
house the workers in the Volkswagen factory. Dr. Ley, head o f the
Nazi labour front which owned Volkswagen, approached Hitler
and asked him if the new town could be called Hitlerstadt, as
it was the first to be built on National Socialist principles.
The Fuehrer refused, but finally consented to the name Wolfsburg
as a compromise.
But it is not often that the Spiegel misses a titbit like this in
one of its articles. Its political section, in particular, is required
reading for all who want to poke into what goes on behind the
raddled face of what the papers are fond o f calling “ this young
democracy ”. The Spiegel is unbelievably scurrilous, totally
unscrupulous and invariably accurate.
Rather more than three years ago, on July 9th 1952, the Spiegel
printed an article so atrocious that it seemed, at last, 'to have gone
too far. Police seized the whole issue and the public prosecutor
started proceedings. It quickly became known what the article
was about. Briefly, it said that in 1948 Dr. Adenauer — not then
chancellor — and Herr Herbert Blankenhorn, now ambassador
to NATO and then chairman o f the Christian Democrats, had
passed secret information to the French sureti in return for a
promise to be removed to Spain as a top priority if the Russians
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invaded West Germany. It also made allegations about a Herr
Reifferscheidt, now consul-general in New York, who, it said,
had been given food parcels by the French — at a time when
Germany was starving — in return for intriguing to separate
the Rhineland from Germany. Source for these damaging
accusations was a man called Schmeisser with a rather equivocal
past. Shortly after the war he had worked for the Bavarian
denazification commission until it was discovered that the law
degree he paraded was a fake. Then he was stated to have found
work with the French intelligence— it was during this time that he
claimed to have been a contact man for Adenauer, Blankenhom
and Reifferscheidt.
But nothing more was heard o f this case for three years, during
which the Spiegel went from strength to strength making as much
o f a nuisance o f itself as ever. Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick, for one,
is not likely to forget its treatment o f the Naumann case.
A t last, in September 1955, the Schmeisser affair came up before
a Hanover court. But it only lasted a day, for before the main
evidence was heard the parties settled out of court. Schmeisser
was to pay all costs — the Spiegel refused to pay a penny and the
matter was not pressed — and the plaintiffs satisfied themselves
with a statement from the Spiegel editor, his assistants and
Schmeisser saying that the allegations had not been meant to
imply a slur on the plaintiff’s honour.
Observers were quick to point out that the defendants were
not obliged to say that their remarks were untrue, and nobody
in Germany was left with the firm impression that the allegations
were in fact false. One o f the more intriguing aspects o f the
affair is the question how Schmeisser, who is not thought to have
any money, is going to find the costs ?
But the m ost curious thing about the case was the reaction.
The newspapers, in general, seized the opportunity as one would
expect, publishing didactic leaders saying the business was
questionable, catty cartoons about Adenauer and Blankeuhorn
and quite a bit o f Spiegel-style scurrility. But the politicians
o f the social democratic opposition have shown a quite remarkable
forbearance. They have not exploited what looks like a gift
from the Gods. Why ? The charitable explanation is that they
are waiting for the Bundestag debate on the case (which
was delayed by Adenauer’s illness.) But there are those who
say that the Social Democrats were too deeply involved with the
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British secret service during the time o f the Labour government
to want to dig too deeply into their opponents’ links with the
French. Perhaps by the time this letter is published Herr
Ollenhauer, the Social Democrat leader, will have dispelled these
nasty suspicions by a robust, aggressive speech in the Bundestag.
The Schmeisser case has not harmed Adenauer’s reputation
with the ordinary people. “ Der Alte ”, they call him : “ the
old man ” . This popularity is understandably offensive to many
decent Germans, but I suggest that, given the situation we face
at present, the German people are showing a deep instinct for
the right man. Germany, in her present state o f total impotence,
is entirely dependent for her survival on the goodwill o f other
countries; and for this reason must suppress all political
aspirations, and feelings o f resentment against foreigners, although
the crimes which have been committed on her since the war by
the Allies must arouse indignation in any German with a spark
of feeling. That is why Germany cannot afford — for the present
— a leader with a spark o f feeling.
Meanwhile, at home, “ this young democracy ” continues its
policy of allowing unrestricted free speech — to all good democrats.
The state of North-Rhine Westphalia has banned a lecture by
the eighty year old Dr. Grimm, author o f Volk ohne Raum, because
he is in the habit o f making moderately complimentary remarks
about Hitler. I listened to this same lecture in Bonn — the theme
was that Hitler, with all his faults, was the only statesman in recent
years to try and get to grips with the world population problem.
Grimm quoted Malthus and Boyd Orr, to illustrate his theme
that unrestricted breeding would lead to overpopulation, mal
nutrition and wars. Human breeding should be selective and
limited. The whole thing was highly controversial but seemed
to merit at least a refutation.
A certain East German notable has been forbidden by the
communists to visit West Germany any more because in discussions
with West German students he suffered “ dialectical defeats ” .
Funniest o f these was when he was goaded into saying : “ In the
German Democratic Republic we take writing seriously. A man
cannot just write what he likes.” Judging by the case o f Dr.
Grimm, it seems that the German Federal Republic — West
Germany — takes speaking just as seriously.
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A ‘FASCIST’ NOVELIST
by DESMOND STEWART
O BETTER BOOK has appeared on any English novelist
o f this century than Dr. Leavis’ rightly applauded study
o f D . H. Lawrence.* Dr. Leavis is a critic of penetration allied
with scholarship, o f trenchant opinion modified by sensitivity,
and as such stands out in a world where a “ literary establishment ”
is all too prevalent, and where the judgments o f coteries, delivered
in m alice or favouritism, make the Englishman abroad blush when
he sees foreign students poring over the London Magazine or
Encounter in state-subsidised institutes. Dr. Leavis’ eminence
as a critic is conceded, even by the dilletanti; his pre-eminence
is what is still debated ; but his eminence has been enough to
get his book well reviewed, and thus save this reviewer from the
obligation o f making a puff towards his sales. They are secure.
Even his style, unhappily not in keeping with his matter, cannot
prevent him being read. Sentences o f pure horror occu r:
“ A strong normative preoccupation, entailing positives concretely
present in many ways (we have them above in the phrases, ‘ the
goodness, the holiness, the desire for creation and productive
happiness’) informs the life o f Women in L o re — the life that
manifests itself in the definition and ‘ placing ’ o f these opposite
human disasters
But this sentence comes in a chapter of such
intense and profound analysis — there is nothing like it on any
other 20th century novel — that even this, with a sigh, we forgive.
• D . f t . L aw rence, N ovelist by F. R. Leavis (Chatto and Windus, 21s.)
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Was D. H. Lawrence a fascist ? Dr. Leavis takes the line
that he has wrongfully been neglected, because o f among other
smears, the smear that the Lawrentian cult o f the dark gods was
identical with the Nazi concept o f thinking with the blood,
Rassische Wissenschaft, and so on. O f course, i f fascism is
synonymous with devil-worship, whitewashing may be desirable
to keep a writer’s works, I was going to say unburnt, I should say,
unbanned. (At the end of the war, The Times reported that such
works as The Foundations o f the Nineteenth Century were being
banned throughout Germany by the Allied forces. A letter from
the present reviewer, protesting at this censorship, was not published.
In this connection, the English reader may be reminded that the
Nazis did bum books : not Goethe and Schiller, however, but
pornography and horror comics, o f the kind that now alarm social
reformers in the west.) If, on the other hand, fascism is now
sufficiently part o f history to be examined without hysteria, it
may be possible to discuss quite calmly the relationship o f certain
writers with what are called “ fascist ” ideas. Eliot, Yeats,
Pound, Brasillac, Wyndham Lewis, all exhibit traces o f the outlawed
virus. Calm examination may even find that fascism, botched
though it was, (and no one interested in an analysis o f where it
was botched should ignore the writings o f Oswald M osley, in
particular The Alternative) was the one great attempt in Europe
to solve the mess o f the twenties, and thirties without recourse
to communism. We all know that many writers chose communism,
and that many others chose to ignore the problem altogether.
D. H. Lawrence, as Dr. Leavis affirms, knew as much about what
the mess was as Mr. Eliot, and his St. M awr is as profound in
its diagnosis as The Waste Land, though in its prognosis far more
hopeful. (After all, the symbol o f the stallion suggests, virility
and vitality are still there ; they have not fled the world altogether,
as in Mr. Eliot’s desert.)- A n d as a worker, who yet defied the
class-war, a proleterian who affirmed aristocracy, an emotional
Nietzschean who detested sociology, Lawrence was very much
in the movement of ideas and feelings which brought Mussolini
to power in Italy, and Hitler in Germany.
And every civilization, when it loses its inward vision and its
cleaner energy, falls into a new sort o f sordidness, more vast and
more stupendous than the old savage sort. An Augean stables
o f metallic filth.
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And all the time, man has to rouse himself afresh, to cleanse the
new accumulation o f refuse. To win from the crude wild nature
the victory and the power to make another start, and to cleanse
behind him the century-— deep deposits o f layer upon layer o f
refuse : even o f tin cans.1
O f course, Lawrence did not subscribe to an exact, item by
item creed ; indeed, a living movement should forbid, rather
than demand, such a submission. The artist seeks what the
politician dare not name.
“ Obedience, submission, truth, belief, responsibility, power,"
he said slowly, picking out the words slowly, as i f searching fo r what
he wanted, and never quite finding it.2
If the world becomes scrap metal more and more, a great
moneyed machine, with newer and newer methods of comfort
and execution, the metal fashioned to make the armchairs and
electric chairs o f today look ridiculous, then Lawrence will only
be readable by those who discount his philosophy and read him
for his story, or his descriptions o f nature. (As, one imagines,
the zealous communist will read the newly re-published Dostoievsky ;
unless the hostility to the Jews shown in the Writers Journal
now approaches more nearly the doctrines o f the post-Stalinian
Politburo. Or as the Medieval Catholics read Lucretius and
the other pagan poets.)
But Lawrence would not have liked to be read in this way.
A n artist, he was also a sage. And here is the separation between
Flaubert and Mr. Eliot, and the miner’s son. Lawrence would
not thank the Gauleiter who claimed him as comrade-in-arms
o f the boys running Der Stuermer. H e was never a simpliste.
But he would affirm, not deny, his contribution to that revulsion
o f the spirit which in the 20th century turned against the arid
philosophies o f gain that had flourished in Benthamite England,
or o f mechanical equality which had flourished in France and
the Commune. Mr Eliot saw and epitomised the sterility of
the machine age : the vulgarity o f the Bradford millionaire, the
sad lust o f the fallen woman, the irreligious superstition of the
fortune-teller. A ll this Lawrence saw too, and put in the brilliantly
observed men and women o f his stories : the husband, dead
1 St. Mawr
2 T he L a d y -b ird
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from the waist down, o f Lady Chatterley, his dry, withered brain
turning out short stories to delight B loom sbury; the dutiful
Lady Beveridge ; all the men and women o f facade, behind whose
faces no spring of beauty could ever fount again ; the men whose
attitude to virility in man or beast was envy and destruction.
But in St. Mawr, and even in the gamekeeper, Lawrence also went
further than Mr. Eliot, and showed the abiding sources o f rebirth,
which will be there, to be tapped by those who love life, whatever
the little men in Anthony Eden hats and Foreign Office moustaches
do, or do not do. Unlike most other novelists o f the age, Lawrence
puts in his work seeds that germinate in his reader’s mind : seeds
sometimes o f violence and the flesh, but seeds o f life, nevertheless.
Just as, for all its mistakes, fascism did bring to the parts o f
Europe where it flourished a rebirth o f the spirit which certainly
marks off the ex-fascist countries, like Germany and Italy, from
the ex-democratic countries, such as our own and France.

H enry W illiam son-------has written, in A FOX U N D E R M Y CLOAK,
“ A sincere, moving story with unforgettable
battle scenes.” — MICHAEL SW AN (Sunday
Times). “December 1914 . . .
Mr. Williamson has it all at
his fingertips. . . . a splendid,
frightful torrent o f experi
ence.” — H. M. CHAM PNESS {Spectator). “ H as re
built convincingly a vanished
world.” JULIAN SYMONS {Manchester Even
ing News) “ The battle scenes in this novel have
the mark o f truth upon them, with just that touch
o f nostalgia which even misery evokes when
shared with the comradeship o f others.” —
R. C. CHURCHILL {Birmingham Post). 15s.

------------------------- MACDONALD
._ l
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H E Y EA R 1955 will chiefly be remembered, in northern
countries, for its hot summer. In County Cork nature
successfully imitated art, and, as in Elizabeth Bowen’s book, A
World o f Love, the sun shone for weeks on end, burning up the
grass, drying the wells, browning Irish faces so that their eyes looked
like aquamarines. Climbing down the steep cliff to swim in the
Blackwater, the river glimpsed through ilex, oak and laurel was as
blue as the bay o f Naples in August.
★

★

★

The strangest event (it happened in December 1954, but has only
just been published) was the Pope’s second vision. This time,
Christ visited the sick-bed o f his Vicar on earth, which is perhaps
less wonderful than that the sun should turn round in the sky, which
the Pope saw after a three-day fast as he walked in the Vatican
gardens four years ago. (Was it the sun, or the earth, that turned ?
Galileo was in trouble with the church when he said thfe earth went
round the sun and not vice versa, but most people admit this
today.)
Perhaps the reason why the newspapers give the Pope’s visions so
much less prominence than they give to a railway smash or a royal
romance is that unbelievers do not believe in them and believers find
them perfectly natural. Nevertheless, when a man of Pius XII’s
intellect and experience sees visions it is more interesting than when
children guarding their flocks on the hillside, or nuns, or hermits,
see them ; from whatever point o f view one considers it, it is news of
the very first importance.

★

★

★

The Germans decorate their towns for Christmas. This year in
Bonn I saw the garlands o f fir boughs and the silver stars being hung
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across the streets on a frosty night by young men on high stepladders.
Earlier, at the end o f a dark afternoon, I visited Beethoven’s house.
It is a charming old house, containing many portraits and busts o f
the composer as well as his klavier, an organ, sheets o f music
written in his hand, and his elaborate copper ear-trumpet.
The room where he was bom in December a hundred and
eighty five years ago is empty except for a bust on a plinth against
which is propped an immense laurel wreath. Downstairs is his family
tree, hanging on a wall. It shows that most o f his ancestors were
sailors and farmers, though the father and grandfather were
musicians. From whom did he inherit his untidiness, the clumsiness
that made him break whatever he touched, his unhappy and sus
picious temperament ? What combination o f talents in his ancestors
gave their descendant the greatest musical genius o f all time ?
★

★

★

Paris shops have the best Christmas windows ; at the Bon Marche
black swans and white swans swim round and round a lake in a
snowy landscape, carrying on their backs a load o f dolls nestling
among their feathers. The Galeries Lafayette, edged with dazzling
pink Christmas trees, has staged a surrealist scene to puzzle a
literal-minded child. In the snow, a huge pink bird stretches out its
wing, on which are the keys o f a piano played by an elegant and
slender gentleman-doll romantically dressed in white satin. Listening,
bowing and waving to him from the entrance to a white castle is a
lady doll with frilly skirts. Near by, a daisy is rocking herself in a
rocking chair perched on the back o f a snail, while a harebell dials a
number on the rose o f a watering-can telephone. The castle is
guarded by two soldiers ; they are immobile except for their feet
which unceasingly creep to and fro—and their feet are grey rats with
bright eyes and long whiskers. The music tinkles, and endless
crowds surge along the boulevard from morning till night to gaze
at these marvels.
★

★

★

At the Musee des Arts Decoratifs there is an exhibition o f furni
ture by master ebenistes o f the 18th century which is calculated to
arouse in a grown-up the same mixture o f pleasure and envy which a
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child feels at a toy fair. These sofas and chairs and cabinets and
clocks belong to private individuals, some o f them to the descendants
o f those for whom they were made, and they are on show until the
end o f February.
The other side o f the Louvre is the exhibition of Etruscan art.
There are urns and sarcophagi, a tomb with frescoes, sculptured
painted heads with gleaming eyes and mysterious smiles. The method
whereby the Etruscans made their elaborate jewellery—there is a
bracelet with rows o f miniature gold animals standing on a back
ground o f granulated gold o f particular delicacy and fragility—
remains, like their language, a secret.
Here, too, the crowds surge, and the lady on the famous
sarcophagus o f Cerveteri, the only one o f its kind in a perfect
state o f preservation which exists, has had her thin hands broken
fey someone bumping against them. Grave Incident au Louvre
says the headline in the Figaro. This particular object was not
lent by a foreign museum like m ost o f the exhibits ; it belongs
in the Louvre, where normally it is protected by a glass case.
★

★

★

A museum o f costumes is being arranged in Paris. French
royal personages were surprisingly sh o rt; Louis XIV measured
5ft. 2i" , but made himself several inches taller by wearing very
high heels and a very high wig. And not only royalties were
sm all; the robes Josephine wore when she was crowned are so
tiny that in all Paris, it appears, there is not a mannequin who
can fit into them. So these historic dresses will be displayed on
dummies used nowadays for the clothes o f boys and girls o f
fourteen.
D.M.,
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TELEVISION

F irst

S te p s

by JAMES CUNNINGHAM
F LENIN were alive today he might alter his original statement
on cinema to “ for us television is the m ost important o f
the arts ”, for the new medium, with its unique ability to penetrate
into the citizen’s home, would surely have been his ideal. We
are more concerned here with the cultural standards that television
must inevitably affect. As a mass-medium it is a power second
to none — over five million people have sets — and its influence
cannot be over-estimated. In these articles I shall comment on
the programmes, and search for all that goes to make the essence
o f television.
Christmas parties and sustained outbursts o f jollity on I.T.A.
and B.B.C. television are well enough in their way, carried lightly
along on the artificial buoyancy o f the season. A s far as I am
concerned they are in one eye and out the other, for the delight
of recognizing a familiar T.V. face at a small-screen party is one
I find difficult to share. Over the past few weeks, however, there
have been some excellent moments in the light entertainment
department. Orson Welles’ original chats on a subject obviously
near and dear to him — Orson Welles — seemed made for the
medium, the only comparable one-man entertainment being
Johnny’s Place in which John Slater relates suspenseful stories
with the skill o f a master-narrator. It is interesting to note that
the impact o f a commanding personality hits harder than a fullscale dramatic production. Once the nature o f the medium has
been established, artists will be in a position to create works o f
greater integrity than is possible at the moment. Although the
obvious “ essence ” o f television seems to lie in the living event
caught as it actually takes place, there is more to the medium
than that. The thrill o f watching events as they happen is in no
way related to the stimulation o f artistic creation. Wolves v.
Dynamo may prove an exciting programme because o f its topicality,
but compare it with the excitement (evident even at this early
stage of development) o f a dramatic production like The Case
o f Mr. Pelham and something o f what we may look forward
to from mature television may be experienced.
Such a conception of the new medium does not mean dependance
on cinema and theatre for ideas, scripts or effects. Original work
like Kneale and Cartiers’ serial Quatermass II, highly entertaining
though it may be, fails to make a genuine television approach,
for it appeals to an eye accustomed to similar fare in the cinema.
Dramatic transpositions such as Robert Sherwood’s Idiot’s Delight,
no matter how well done, can have little value in the long run,
for theatrical influence is only too obvious in its technique.

I
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Even the excellence o f M ichael Orrom’s The World is Oars series
belongs rather to the cinema-documentary than to television.
Christian Simpson, music producer on B.B.C. television, suggested
in an article some time ago an approach to the interpretation of
music by means o f light and shade, camera-position and cameramovement. His ideas betray the muddle-headed attitude of those
in control o f the medium. One would think he was dealing with
an experimental film to read such comments. His visual ideas
will naturally find favour at this experimental stage, but, when
Nikolaus Pevsner can hold us spellbound for half an hour with
pictures and drawings, we have a glimpse o f that impact of
personality which should be the development of the future.
Odd moments in Panorama, whole sections o f In the News, amply
bear out this point when by chance a telegenic personality (if I
may coin a term) is stumbled upon and makes its presence felt.
Is this your Problem ? reflects a pandering to the popular taste
for the savoury gossip o f everday life. Like The Grove Family
this is reality with no leavening o f imagination. Into this category
must fall the bits and pieces that I.T.A. ceaselessly showers upon
us : the fashion-shows, disc-festivals, parlour-games. The newsitems on both channels receive pedestrian handling (in spite of
the attempt to put a personal angle onto Chataway’s reading),
leaning heavily on sound-radio and calling in film to create an
impression o f immediacy. (Incidentally, who approved the design
on the hideous emblem that serves as a visual introduction to
the B.B.C. news ? I seem to detect his delicate touch elsewhere
in B.B.C. offerings.) Variety shows and musical items (especially
wholesale reproduction o f concerts which inevitably produces an
effect o f canned music) rarely show signs o f life — hardly surprising
when they belong so exclusively to other media.

THEATRE

Ugo Betti’s
T h e Q u een a n d T he R e b els
(H AYM AR K ET THEATRE)

by MICHAEL HARALD
HIS IS the second o f U go Betti’s plays to be presented in London
in recent weeks ; and I gather that yet a third is to be produced
very shortly. I am prepared to believe that our theatrical managers
have by now squeezed the French theatre dry ; and that the lack o f
any contemporary native drama makes life difficult for them (all the
more if I could be convinced that they would avail, themselves of it
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if it did in fact exist). But why plunder Rome for the sort o f political
melodrama laced with philosophical claptrap which America has
been exporting to these shores for twenty years and more ? Why,
indeed, bother America any longer ? Piracy begins at home : there
seems no valid reason why this product should not be manufactured
in England. A theatrical recipe which calls for a lot o f synthetic
ingredients and makes its chief virtue that o f tastelessness need never
lack cooks.
(The menu—the dramatis personae—could always,
if preferred, be drawn up in a foreign language. This, besides being
a useful dodge when the management is hard up and obliged to
convince the Arts Council that the piece is o f cultural significance,
can be o f some assistance to the dramatist. It often encourages him to
write speeches several sentences long. Strange, un-British things
start to happen to his characters. They unclench their jaws, throw
their pipes away, and use a great many abstract nouns. Sometimes,
even, they wave their arms ab ou t. . . )
But with all its rhetoric, its rant, its solemn flummery thinly
disguised as moral earnestness, The Queen and the Rebels holds the
germ of a good play. And occasionally the germ springs to life —
as, for example, in the opening scene o f Act 2. The action (yes, again 1)
is set in the frontier post o f a country split and savaged by revolu
tion. The Queen, for some years past a fugitive, is known to be one
o f a party o f travellers detained here. The only other woman in the
party is a prostitute, Argia, who helps the Queen to escape and is
then suspected by the revolutionaries o f being herself the unhappy
monarch. And the firing-squad is ready : if the rabble don’t want
blood, their leaders will readily convince them that they do. M iss
Irene Worth—interestingly miscast as Argia—managed impressively
the finely written opening duel with a Commissar naive enough to
mistake the spurious refinements o f the demi-monde for the authentic
attributes of royalty. The dramatist is right to allow his meretrice
to impersonate the Queen ; the scene holds irony, wit and a glimpse
of genuine pathos. But the play collapses finally, irretrievably, into,
absurdity a few minutes later when Argia begins to be the Queen and
chooses death sooner than dishonour. “ Her ” name shall not be
come a jest in the market-place, “ her ” friends shall not be betrayed.
Now there are first-rate writers, full o f brains and ideas, who yet
cannot create effective parts for actors. There are second-rate
writers who can. Signor Betti is one o f these. But how, in such a
play as this, are these admirably contrived characters to be inter
preted ? How, in fact, can the production be made to save the play ?
Well, in the first place, Mr. Frank Hauser has urged upon his
company the necessity for “ b ig ” acting, the rhetorical manner —
Shakespeare, you know, without tights. But there, it would seem,
he has stopped, unable or unwilling to define his terms. H is actors
have been allowed to select their own individual and irrational ways
to disaster. Some o f them survive longer than others. Mr. Lamont
wrecked his performance—and, very nearly, the production—within,
five minutes of his first entrance. My interest in Mr. Tilvern lasted
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a little longer, mainly because I was anxious to discover whether he
was impersonating a drunk or a somnabulist. I ’m still, however, in
the dark; and so, I imagine, is Mr. Tilvem. Mr. McKern, as the
Commissar, was highly effective in the first act, appearing both to
listen to what was said to him and to think before he replied. Then,
no doubt unhinged by what was going on around him, he abandoned
his excellent characterisation and began to scream and strut with the
rest. For this production is consistent only in one respect; in its
rejection o f all known and observable facts about human behaviour,
and—if it be argued that realism was not the object—in its utter
lack o f the discipline, style and virtuosity necessary to create and
sustain a rhetorical illusion. The senseless bawling indulged in by
m ost o f the cast (Mr. Pithey was an honourable exception) has nothing
whatsoever to do with the grand manner; it merely had the effect, the
other evening, o f making a great English theatre sound like a four-ale
bar at closing time.
Let me suggest to the troupe a simple experiment. A t the moment
they are bedevilled and befogged, struggling perhaps to express—
with, for the most part, inexpressive equipment—profundities which
simply are not justified by the text. (It is no service to an author to
overestimate him.) Let them, then, take a closer look at the elements
o f their craft, remembering that verisimilitude is necessary to an
impersonation and that sound is no substitute for sense. Let them
believe in their parts, and allow the whole to look after itself. I will
exempt M iss Worth from these strictures ; hers is not a “ character ”
part, but an impossibly stagey leading role. When she finds the
correct way o f vocalising it, her performance might easily turn out
to be the most exciting one in London at the present time.

CINEM A:

F ilm s

in

R e vie w

by VINCENT MURRAY
O D D A -O ushered out the old year. This, the latest in a long
line o f technical advances, throws open the possibility that
films in 1956 will be taller, broader and clearer than ever before, a
prospect one must view with horror or anticipation according to
one’s taste in these matters. One can only hope that increasing
mastery o f the new techniques will lead to an all-round improvement
in content, for last year’s “ broadies ” were a particularly poor lot on
the whole. Carmen Jones, Joe Macbeth, The Long Gray Line, East of
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Eden, to mention only the top American “ A ” pictures, could not
stand up to the excellence o f Marty, a standard-size film owing its
origin to the tiny TV screen. Even The Wild One and The Black
board Jungle, spurious examples o f American self-criticism on the
standard screen, reached a higher level o f competence than their
broader fellows.
Britain, of course, has been preparing to enter the Cinemascope
market for some months, and last year the first products began to
trickle through. Summer Madness, The Deep Blue Sea, I Am a
Camera, succeeded only in revealing all the problems and none o f
the answers to broad-screen narrative. The rest o f the British output
consisted of the all-too-familiar round o f war-stories, minor comedies
(Touch and Go, Raising a Riot and the Norman Wisdom films) or
timid, reserved drama (End of the Affair). The only British director
to show any signs o f maturity was Michael Anderson, though Halas
and Batchelor’s feature-length cartoon Animal Farm was a novel
experiment. Carol Reed’s Kid for Two Farthings disappointed as each
successive film from this director seems to do, for, fine technician
though he is, the script was not equal to his visual imagination.
David Lean, a less gifted but highly skilful technician, suffered in
similar manner with Summer Madness, but what is disturbing is his
obvious satisfaction with the degree o f gloss he can lavish on his
productions. Reed at least seems to be constantly searching for a
congenial script-writer. Thorold Dickinson, one o f our m ost sensi
tive directors, was obliged, because o f British producers’ lack o f
interest in serious contemporary themes, to go abroad, to Israel, to
film a subject which stimulated his imagination. Hill 24 Does Not
Answer was beset with location difficulties, but Dickinson’s sym
pathetic direction more than made up for technical deficiencies.
Top-line American directors had little success in 1955. John Ford
had two new films shown in London, The Long Gray Line and Mr.
Roberts, both o f which were far below his usual standard. In fairness
one must add that another director had to finish the latter film, due
to Ford’s illness. He was lucky, though, in having a series at the
National Film Theatre all to himself. Hitchcock had probably the
only other stroke o f luck in the year when his To Catch a Thief was
selected for the Royal Command Film Performance. The film may
have been sub-Hitch, but if the selection is regarded as honouring the
director’s fine work in the early years of British cinema then it is
justified indeed. Elia Kazan’s East of Eden was interesting only for
its virtuosity and for the first appearance o f James Dean, an actor
who displayed considerable talent but who was unfortunately killed
in a car-crash a few months ago. American veteran-players enjoyed
a good year with Judy Garland (A Star is Born), Bette Davies (The
Virgin Queen) and Henry Fonda (Mr. Roberts) each making an
appearance after some years’ absence from the screen. O f these only
Judy Garland was provided with a script o f all-round excellence and
this, combined with the re-issue of her Wizard of Oz, makes her the
favoured veteran o f 1955.
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France sent over a quantity o f slummy sex-dramas and lascivious
comedies in addition to the minute quantity o f quality on which her
film-reputation depends. Last year it was Jean Renoir’s brilliant
French Cancan alone that upheld the tradition, as no new Bresson,
Clair, Carne or Cocteau put in an appearance. Jacques Becker,
always a minor figure in my estimation, turned in a suitably minor
Franyoise Steps Out, but perhaps the surprise of the year was the
success o f Andre Michel with a Maupassant trio Three Women.
M ichel had only one short film to his credit before making this, in
which he reveals an apparently natural ability to conjure up atmos
phere. The only other item o f interest was a re-issue o f Jean Paul
le Chanois’ careful study o f childhood, L ’Ecole Buissoniere, under
the unfortunate title o f I have a New Master.
Italy had a disappointing export-year. One cannot include the
magnificent Umberto D , as it was released just at the end of 1954.
It would tower over the films o f last year as it did over those of the
year before. Spain would have had a lean year too, but for the
rigours o f the Hollywood system which drove Orson Welles to film
there. His Confidential Report was one of the most enjoyable
gilded corpses o f the year. Russia sent a m ost presentable version of
Romeo and Juliet, and Sweden’s splendid Great Adventure (Arne
Sucksdorff) just managed to qualify. Bunuel’s Criminal Life of
Archibaldo de la Cruz gave distinction to an otherwise drab Mexican
offering, and o f the German films The Last Bridge was infinitely
preferable to the crudely expressionist The Underdog. Japan too had
a poor year, only Seven Samurai and Children of Hiroshima being
released over here. O f these, the latter’s humility scored heavily
over Kurosawa’s pyrotechnics. China displayed a novelty with the
legend o f Shan Pan and Ying Tai, but interest went no further than
the pretty-pretty settings and surface texture.
The notable films, then, came from France (French Can-Can) and
America (Marty) with runners-up from Sweden (The Great Adven
ture) and M exico (Archibaldo). M y personal choice for the year’s
best thriller is Andrew Stone’s The Night Holds Terror, a gripping
story with fast pace, good atmosphere and thumb-nail characterisa
tion. G ood musicals were simply not to be found, though The
Second Greatest S ex had some lively moments. Bouquets must go to
those specialised cinemas that have successfully kept the filmic flag
flying in a rather lean year—and the Paris-PuUman is a welcome
addition to their ranks. Thanks to them I was able to revel in
Donskoi, Ford, Bunuel and the others who make it worth our while
to go to the pictures. N o less enjoyment came from two remarkable
short-films, Thursday’s Children and Time Out of War, from the
latest U .P.S’s and from Disney’s barefaced imitation o f their style
in Toot Whistle Plunk and Boom. One thing is certain looking over
the past year : the best cannot be bettered ; for the rest, we must
wait and see.
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THE MONTAGU CASE
AND OUR PRISONS
by DIANA MOSLEY
A gain st the L aw by Peter Wildeblood (Weidenfeld & Nicolson,

16s.).
HE FACTS about what is called the Montagu case are well
known. In the autumn o f 1953 Lord Montagu o f Beaulieu
was charged with two offences, the jury acquitted him o f the more
serious one but disagreed about the other, and a re-trial was
ordered. “ On December 16th ” writes Mr. Wildeblood, “ the
day, significantly enough, of the ending o f Edward Montagu’s
first trial, McNally had been interviewed by a member o f the
R.A.F. Special Investigation Branch about letters which had
been found in his kit. These had been written by a number o f
men, including myself. He was again ‘ grilled ’ on December 23rd,
and on the following day was arrested and charged by the R .A .F.
with indecency with male persons, no names being mentioned.
He spent Christmas under close arrest, and was brought up before
his C.O. on December 27th. In spite o f his plea o f guilty, no
evidence was offered and he was released ‘ without prejudice ’.
The Crown was after bigger fish than McNally. By this time
he had confessed to offences with numerous men, but the police
were interested in only one name — mine. This was because,
in one o f my letters, I had mentioned the magic word ‘ Beaulieu ’
. . . None o f the other men accused by McNally and Reynolds
— o f whom there were twenty-four — was ever prosecuted.”
On December 28th the police took over. Altogether M cNally
was interrogated for eighteen hours, and “ finally he was told
that he would never be prosecuted for any o f the offences which
he had revealed, provided that he turned Queen’s Evidence against
Edward Montagu, Michael Pitt-Rivers, and myself ” . McNally and
another airman, Reynolds, were browbeaten into such a state
o f terror that they were prepared to say yes to any question that
was put to them. The evidence of these airmen was accepted,
and Montagu, Pitt-Rivers and Wildeblood were sentenced to
varying terms o f imprisonment. The airmen went free.
The offences were alleged to have been committed during a
summer week-end almost two years before. The moral o f Mr.
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W ildeblood’s book is simple ; if he and his friends had not invited
the airmen to their weekend party nothing would ever have been
heard o f it ; they would have been left in peace ; detectives would
not have forced their way into their houses, read all their private
letters, asked impertinent questions. The police would not have
had an opportunity o f altering a date on Lord Montagu’s passport.
N ow , less than two years since these disgraceful doings, one
o f the three victims o f England’s archaic sex laws has written an
account o f the case, against the background o f his childhood and
upbringing, and described his year in prison. To someone like
myself, who knows prison from the inside, this part o f Mr. Wilde
blood’s book seems the truth, rather generously told. Those
w ho have not been in prison can scarcely imagine how revolting
are the lavatories, how uneatably disgusting the food, how freezing
the cells in winter, what complete nonsense the idea that the
prisoners are being trained for a trade, or fitted for life outside,
or that anything at all is being done except to degrade their bodies
and unutterably to bore and depress their minds. If people
believe the comfortable tales that prison governors, prison doctors,
prison visitors and prison commissioners tell them about prison,
they will believe anything.
Has Mr. W ildeblood performed a service in calling attention
to the horror o f our gaols ? There is a theory that when educated
people are imprisoned, and write about it afterwards, things are
changed. In women’s prisons sanitary towels are given to the
prisoners supposedly as a result o f agitation by the suffragettes
who spent much time in and out o f Holloway, and in such relatively
small ways, no doubt, reforms are permitted to creep in. But to
make (for example) the heating arrangements or the lavatories
work in all the old prisons in the British Isles would cost millions
o f pounds, and many people might prefer to see the taxpayers’
money spent on schools, or housing.
If the H om e Office were honest enough to say : Prison is dirty,
smelly and insanitary, the food is filthy, the warders are rude,
the beds are hard, the bedding inadequate, the work a heart-breaking
muddle, but it is a punishment for breaking the law (except in
wartime, when the H om e Secretary can lock up anyone he dislikes)
and therefore, if you wish to avoid its rigours, keep the law, that
would be a point o f view with a certain amount o f commonsense
in it. But spokesmen for the H om e Office sing a very different
tune ; soon after his release Mr. Wildeblood heard Lord Mancroft,
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speaking in the House o f Lords, say : “ I want to draw attention
to food, because, whenever food is bad, or someone complains,
it becomes headlines in the newspapers at once. Food is now
served in cafeteria trays, and is o f a standard which might surprise
noble Lords
Mr. Wildeblood comments : “ Yes, it probably
might, particularly if they knew that the cafeteria trays had been
washed in soapless water by prisoners who had not had an
opportunity of cleaning their hands after going to the lavatory
A t least one o f his fellow-prisoners, he says, was having treatment
for syphilis. Lord Mancroft’s fantasy was typical o f Home
Office pronouncements ; the ponderous machinery o f English
hypocrisy is always set in motion when anything “ unpleasant ”
is under discussion, whether it be sex, or crime, or capital punishment,
or just the diet o f some poor wretch condemned to sit for a stretch
in one o f H.M. Prisons.
As to the “ psychological treatment ” from which Mr. Wilde
blood was supposed to be going to benefit in Wormwood Scrubs,
he says : “ the facilities for such treatment were not so much
inadequate, as virtually absent ” and “ once I was in prison . . .
I was not only not encouraged to take psychological treatment
but actively discouraged. Men in prison . . . do not merely
remain as bad as they were when they came in ; by a visible
process o f moral erosion . . . they become worse. This is
particularly true o f sex offenders.”
Although Against the Law is a history o f spite and hypocrisy,
Mr. Wildeblood admits, as every prisoner must, that even in the
misery o f gaol the kindness o f one’s fellow prisoners, and o f
some o f the warders, is a compensation ; also he formed a
sentimental attachment there, which no doubt helped to lighten
the gloom.

NEW BOOKS
Scottish. P o etry , A C ritica l S u rv ey Edited by James Kinsley.
(Cassell. 30s.)
,
HIS WELL EDITED and scholarly work, bound to be
referred to with respect if not enthusiasm (never a Scottish
virtue anyway) on Library shelves, is as convincing an argument
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against Scottish Nationalism as any that has appeared recently.
Why ? Because every Scot, who is conscious o f being a Scot,
has somewhere in the lumber o f his brain, a complex of attitudes
to the English. That is his nationalism : not an enthusiasm
for his own peninsular, for his own people, (who are so divided
anyway), or for his own history (which like Kurdish history, is
brave and exciting, but leads nowhere) ; but an attitude to the
richer, more populous southern half o f the island, which in
moments o f frustration, or periods o f bad weather, he accuses
o f exploiting Scotland. Again, like the Kurds in the mountains
o f Iraq, who blame the Arabs for repressing their national culture,
and accuse them o f exploiting their oil and their manly qualities,
for less than sixpence. The Scots remind themselves that they
created the Industrial Revolution, that Adam Smith came from
Kirkcaldy, that David Hume — the only British philosopher to
have a European impact — was from Edinburgh : the list of
such possible reminders is, to an irritated Scot, endless. Now here
is Mr. Kinsley’s book, long, adequate, just, (except to Scottish
Gaelic poetry, on which it gives merely a note), to prove how
provincial and unimportant, in the world o f poetry, Scotland
is, compared with the southern half o f Britian. It shows the
Scottish poet, i f no one else, what he has to gain by writing in
English, and not in Gaelic, a defeated, or in Lallans, a defeating
tongue.
A book like Mr. Kinsley’s Survey must, by its very objectives,
have a limitation, the limitation o f all surveys without assessment.
The chapters on Scottish Renaissance Poetry and Burns and the
Bum s Tradition deal with topics o f utmost importance and interest:
particularly Bum s, who is, among all the poets who have written
in English, m ost purely lyrical — in the sense which the word
originally carried, o f being singable to music. However light,
however quotidian, the subjects o f his verse, his poems can always
be sung. They m ay be, as Arnold said, not serious enough for
greatness ; but they are always lyrical, always on the lyrical road,
whereas very much o f English poetry climbs to the heights o f
Parnassus, but unaccompanied, and unaccompaniable, by music.
The Sonnet, originally a form expressly for music, had degenerated
by M ilton, (it was in no way rescued by Wordsworth), into
the m ost turgid, long-sentenced, least singable form o f poetic
expression. Bum s is the great Volksdichter o f the English-speaking
race.
Alongside Bum s and Gavin Douglas, however, there are chapters
on Scottish Augustan Poetry o f the 18th Century, and Early 19th
Century poetry, which are necessarily dull, since Scotland produced
no Dryden, above all no Pope. And in the Romantic period,
it was the Scottish furniture which was Gothicly exciting —
moats, lake-islands, turrets, even tweed and dirks — but not the
Scottish muse. Sir Walter Scott’s wisest decision was to write
in prose.
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Today, when England has lost faith in itself, it is natural for
young Scotsmen to search in themselves for their own roots :
and seeing the built-up horror o f the south, to ask whether their
own beautiful land, or their own tortured land, whichever
way they see it, cannot inspire them, as Ireland inspired Yeats.
But it is probably a false way o f looking at the question. Both
Scotland and England are decadent; and it is more profitable
for the intelligent o f both nations to track down, as zealously
as King Oedipus, the crime, whether conscious or unconscious,
which has turned the two kingdoms into their dreary 20th century
selves — worse than any plague the dreariness, the TV masts —
and to try and atone for that crime. The two things that to one
Scot seem to blame, far more than English exploitation o f Scot,
or Scottish infiltration of England : the rule o f money, and the
isolation from Europe. Re-establish human values, and rejoin
Europe. Then, and perhaps only then, will the Poet’s tongue
be freed, whatever his dialect.
D .S.
R acine & P o etic T ragedy by Eug&ne Vinaver, translated by
P. Mansell Jones (Manchester University Press, 12s. 6d.)
DO NOT KNOW why it should be that French literary
criticism in French, however tenuous the argument, is so
much more interesting than French literary criticism in English.
I am not referring to the obstacles o f translation, for this translation
o f Professor Mansell Jones is most beautifully turned and finished,
a model of its kind ; ah the same, Racine & P oetic Tragedy
remains very much the long distance call, remote and thin :

I

“ Whether this life remains simple and continuous or becomes
complicated with an error and its recognition, it admits o f no
episodic diversions and escapes even the constraint o f a
denouement. Issuing from the depth o f the tragic consciousness,
it accepts no material barrier which could dictate its end once
and for all and impose silence on the poet. Instead o f ending
in a solution, it comes to a simple pause which marks the
apogee o f suffering . . . ”
Is it ultimately a problem o f language or o f thought ? Those
French abstract nouns, so precise and pure, even in a good
translation seem to have no meaning.
And perhaps Professor Vinaver has really not much to say ;
nothing, that is, to arouse enthusiasm or curiosity. H e offers
no new material, no new vistas o f interpretation. Rather, he
makes a number o f fine distinctions, adjustments o f emphasis
in traditional Racinian studies.
When he turns to the plays themselves, he shows a usual
preference for Andromaque and Phedre, and on the latter he has
two interesting adjustments to offer : more emphasis on the
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tragic illusion o f Thes6e, whom critics tend to overlay in then
efforts to come to grips with Phfidre ; and the reflection that
Phedre’s true crime, ‘ her involuntary and irremediable crime
is her dream o f an impossible happiness in the Crete o f her
girlhood, herself (not Ariadne) leading Hippolyte (not Thesee)
on a string through her labyrinth to blissful union in her own
version o f mythology.
This slight work leaves the reader with the impression that
he has arrived at the end o f a good party ; the last scraps of
conversation are being chewed over, but the important guests
have gone home. Bruneti^re has left his gloves. M em o; must
remember to look him up again, can’t think why I’ve neglected
him so long.
A.J.N.

O fficers & G e n tle m e n by Evelyn Waugh.
12s. 6d.).

(Chapman & Hall,

HE COMBATIVE aspect o f the 1939-1945 hostilities has
been but poorly served by writers o f quality. After six
dreary years o f pointless wartime, the English elected to indulge
their traditional predilection for dullness by producing a spate
o f indifferent novels and memoirs.
Although some of these have a certain interest, similar to that
esoteric cult o f the bad film that enjoys a certain vogue — ope
biography o f a war hero contained a startling description o f the
infant hero’s mother frightening bandits away from her lonely
house in India by the simple pressing o f her face against the window
— it has been left to creative writers to devote their attention to
the civilian tribulations in total war. Until 1953, the two best
“ war books ” remained Elizabeth Bowen’s The Heat o f the Day
and Henry Green’s Caught, but in that year Evelyn Waugh, whose
treatment o f the “ phoney ” war period in Put Out More Flags
had given rise to hopes o f future delights, produced Men at Arms,
the first o f a trilogy o f which Officers and Gentlemen forms the
second part.
Mr. Waugh is an ardent Catholic, whose faith is accompanied
by a fervent belief in the aristocratic ideal. While his religious
views, as fits so able a controversialist, are handled with discreet
and not unpleasing bigotry his attraction for the English upperclasses, which has grown steadily with the years, has led to certain
pit-falls which he has not been able to avoid. The noble Buffoons
o f Decline and Fall are now cast as little boys gallantly lost in a
totalitarian conflict. Let it be said at once that the first chapter
o f Officers and Gentlemen is as lamentable an example o f “ Yellow
Plush ” writing as anything perpetrated by the late Duff Cooper.
This strain jn Mr. Waugh’s writing is fortunately suppressed
thereafter, except for an occasional chance remark which causes
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the reader a certain embarrassment.
As might be expected, the treatment o f the surrealist haphazard ness
o f war is superb. The mad Laird o f Mugg, the irrepressible Trimmer
swapping badges o f rank in the lavatory of the train, the American
journalists drinking in the Savoy are all true to a tradition that
Mr. Waugh has created.
This is an extremely funny book, but it is also very sad.
The terrible description o f the break-up on the Island o f Crete
is moving in the way that Goya’s Horrors o f War are moving.
The disintegration o f Major Hound has a grizzly pathos all its
own, and, saddest o f all, comes the revelation that Crouchback’s
elegant, blueblooded friend, Ivor Claire, abandons his troops to
their fate. The fine flower proves to be diseased. This fact,
picked on with much glee by many reviewers, in no way detracts
from the quality o f Officers and Gentlemen as a classical farce
with tragic interludes.
C.R.

T h e R a in b e a re rs by Nicholas Mosley.
15s.).

B

(Weidenfeld & Nicolson,

UT THE IMPETUS was go in g ” — slowly the marriage o f
Richard and Elizabeth runs down, breaks down. W ithout
faith, without particular hope, Richard and Elizabeth take lovers.
“ But the impetus was going ” — the love affairs run down, break
down. Without faith, without particular hope, Richard and
Elizabeth resume their marriage vows. A devitalised peace possesses
them at last, as they continue dolefully to sit or lie, without faith,
without particular hope, on chairs, beds and hilltops — wellbred
people o f independent means sitting it out, boys ; waiting for
the end.
When the story begins, Richard and Elizabeth are lying asleep
in a boat. We do not know that their impetus is going, yet.
We suppose that their listlessness is caused by the hot weather
and the French fo r Love atmosphere o f the houseparty, with its
urbane English host Mr. Charles and his vivacious French friend
Mile. Hortense. But the party is interrupted by a Mr. Gabriel
whose function seems to be to announce and to warn, and we
realise, with some confusion, that the ladies in Richard’s life are
called Elizabeth and Mary." Mary is a Stabat-M ater figure who
has been cruelly tortured by Germans. However, if we expect
the French fo r Love to be keyed up to a theophany, or even to
a rainmaking ceremony, as the title might suggest, we shall be
disappointed, for the impetus is going. A ritual act would require
a faith that cannot be mustered, and the sex-act an abandon that
the falling shadow o f puritanism inhibits. And Richard, sitting
on the bed, thought, “ like so many o f his generation whose
attitude to many things was either puritan or lecherous, that this
love that was now being shown to him would be, if it existed at
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all, a matter as unlikely to exist for him as it would be uncomfortable
if it did : when he had come across instances o f it in life or in
books he had dismissed it as a relic o f a past age when such
tender sentiments might have been possible but not now, in this
age o f self-sufficiency, when the world was shy of affection and
dependence and each man stood on a dignity that condemned
any tenderness as slush. It had seemed to imply — with its ritual
intimacies o f double dependence and candour that to the uninitiated
were so shaming — a state o f insufficiency like a religion : and
he realised, now, that it did.”
The neo-Jansenist author allows his characters the choice between
abstention and indulgence, but only as Puritans may they choose,
for the impetus, the vital drive, is going. They have no energy
nor will to scale the ramparts o f antinomianism. They would
be loved but have no faith in love ; they would be free but have
n o will to freedom.
A nd the dignified sentences compassionately unfold the dolorous
sittings and lyings, without faith, without particular hope, on
chairs, on beds and on hilltops until the Madonna and the
Crucified sway shoulder-high past Mr. Gabriel and Mary as they
shelter from the rain a long time later. Is it Mr. Gabriel’s
message that a devitalised peace rewards those who endure to
the end ?
A.J.N.
G ood B e h a v io u r by Sir Harold Nicolson. (Constable, 21s.).
T u d o r F a m ily P o r tr a it by Barbara Winchester. (Cape, 25s.).
E x p lo rin g E n glish C h a ra cte r by Geoffrey Gorer. (Cresset Press*
30s.).
N A RECENT foreword Mr. Waugh said : “ It may seem
to us now that for the fullest development o f our national
genius we required a third conquest, by Philip of Spain ” . This
raises interesting questions as to who “ we ” may be, and what
“ we ” should now be like, had England become in 1588 what
my history book taught me to believe was that most horrific of
things — “ a mere appanage o f Spain” .
O f the listed books, Tudor Family Portrait would have been
the least substantially modified, constructed as it is round the
correspondence o f merchants o f the Staple ; though the commentary
might have contained a few o lis, and a deal less stump-embroidery
and sub-historical fiddle-faddle.
The annexation o f England to the melancholy patrimony of
the Catholic Kings and Carlist Pretenders would have put a
different complexion on Sir Harold Nicolson’s true blue theory
o f Good Behaviour. With a line o f hidalgoes behind him, we
should, I hope, find him supporting the concept o f “ personal
honour ” to the detriment o f the “ excellent institution of flogging ”.
Geoffrey Gorer’s explorations into English Character would
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have established other conclusions on the Hispano-English attitude
to love, discipline and religion : more realism towards marriage,
less rigour towards swearing and the drink, even more enthusiasm
for the horoscope. Would a young middle class mother o f an
Anglo-Spanish Hertfordshire deliver herself with the same humbug
on the topic o f discipline : “ I do not approve o f being brutal,
but a good tanning I do not frown on ” ; or a middle working
class father in an Anglo-Spanish Lancashire have the same firm
sentiments on the proper unbringing o f girls as Gorer records
on his remarkable page 195 ?
This varying o f history is an unseemly trick in a reviewer, but
Nicolson and Winchester are as interestingly at variance in their
interpretation o f Tudor manners, as Nicolson and the young
middle class mother o f an all-British Hertfordshire are amusingly
ad idem on the subject o f caning. Winchester argues from the
import o f Castilian soap from the Staple that well-to-do Tudors
were personally clean. Nicolson credibly maintains the opposite,
but yokes it to a more astonishing assertion :
“ In the Middle Ages public baths existed in every city and
constant washing was considered excellent for the health ;
yet by the sixteenth century baths had come to be regarded,
not only as indecent and immoral, but also as focuses o f
infection.”
It is generally agreed that Elizabeth the Great never changed
her small-clothes. However much Castilian soap was consumed
at court, the pomander held its necessary own for m ost o f the
century. But that public baths existed in every city in the Middle
Ages, in flea-ridden Canterbury for instance, apart from the
monastic wash-house . . . one would like chapter and verse
for that. But Sir Harold gives no chapter and verse — though
many recognisable phrases in his book remind us o f the extensive
bibliography that might have been compiled but never was.
Good behaviour is perhaps always a matter o f prejudice, but
the heights o f Olympus are scaled indeed when the polite nations
o f the East can be dismissed as servile and unmanly. Perhaps
the uses o f the honorific and humble forms o f address do tend
to degrade or hypocritise a man. Bland self-sufficiency has its
dangers too.
The lost dominance o f Europe, which Sir Harold notes but
does not seem to mourn, began to be lost when Europeans, and
particularly the English, convinced themselves that they were
socially superior to their neighbours. Public schools in the
nineteenth century having fostered the team spirit to the eradication
o f surviving Renaissance concepts o f personal honour, an empire
largely built on the enterprise o f individualists and cemented by
trust in the personal word of honour, went into liquidation.
A sweet English fig for Mr. Waugh and the hegemony o f Spain,
but the black pox take Sir Harold’s code o f behaviour !
N .M .

54

F ro m

A CHRONICLE

WRIT IN DARKNESS
by HENRY WILLIAMSON
III*

I

CLOSED my cottage door behind me, and set out to feed the
farm horses. It was too dark to see the pines on the hillside,
though within an hour they would show black in the dawn.
I was late, I was hurrying. We were short o f labour. It was
January, 1941. I was looking after the horses, driving the tractor,
loading sugar-beet, and sometimes plowing all night by moonlight,
as well as doing the farm business and writing when I could.
M y day, after broken sleep due to anxiety, began about 4 a.m.
and ended any time up to midnight. My mind, my anxiety, my
will sapped by self-criticism, seldom let me rest.
M y footfalls in the rimed grasses seemed the only sounds in a
spectral world. I knew the way by hearing rather than by sight.
For many mornings I had followed the path through the grasses
o f the paddock in front o f the Old Castle, by permission, and
crossed the river, with its quivering star-points, on my way to
the farm premises.
I opened the stable door, and felt my way to the com bin, to
light the candle stump in the battered empty biscuit-box lying
on its side, amidst a hundred match-stumps coagulated in grease.
A s the flame mounted, I had to close my eyes, for the light stung
the eye-balls. When I could open them, the cavernous stable
seemed flooded with light, and the shapes of three cart-horses
loomed near, Smiler, Blossom, and Gipsy.
The stable roof was old, with uneven pantiles, and glass tiles
among them. I was anxious about the candle-light, for I was
•T w o other chapters of A Chronicle W rit in D arkness appeared in The European
Nos. 7 and 8.
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an object o f suspicion ; m y farm had been searched, I had been
arrested under 18-b, and on my return patrols at night had moved
about the farm with orders to shoot first and ask questions after
wards, if they saw any signs of signalling to hostile aircraft.
Indeed, the Local Defence Volunteers, later to be called the Home
Guard, had threatened to resign to a man if I were not put back
in prison ; but the parson, an old Navy chaplain, had preached
about it one Sunday, and among other things had mentioned
that those creating alarm and despondency by false rumours were
doing Hitler’s work. So the L.V.D., patriots all, decided not
to resign. However, some (who as youths had dodged the first
war) were still looking out, and so my candle in the biscuit box
had to be doused at any moment. On this morning, hearing
the drone of an aircraft approaching, I blew out the flame, and
listened, while the horses remained part o f the ammoniacal darkness.
Was it a Heinkel, or a Hudson o f Coastal Command ?
I judged that the beat o f the engines lacked the coarse burring
exhaust note o f the Mercedes-Benz engines, and lit the candle
again.
Every morning, while watering, feeding, and grooming the
horses with brush and curry-comb, trying to remove mud and
dried sweat from their bellies, and the mites in their fetlocks (the
clipping machine 1 had bought for the teamsman, who had left
to go elsewhere for better money, and also because he could not
stand my ways, had been smashed ; the mercuric ointment, which
he had not liked using, lost. “ Nobody else does that in these
parts ”). I had plenty o f time to muse about the alteration o f
my life, and that o f the countryside whither I had migrated with
wife and family four years previously, and o f the sad condition
o f Britain and Europe.
We were back in pre-Napoleon prices for wheat, round about
sixty-five shillings a quarter of two coombs or sacks. Chalk was
once more being put on land to sweeten i t ; the practice o f our
great-great-grandfathers had been revived. Water-logged land
was being reclaimed. There was talk o f derelict water-mills being
repaired to grind local wheats ; and even o f whole-meal bread
becoming common food again. The windmills, too, might be
flinging round their great sails in the breezes. What would the
millionaire milling interests, controlling the great mills at the
ports, say to that ? Well, German bombs were falling on the
ports o f Britain ; the continent o f Europe was conquered ;
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Britain stood alone. Her ships were going to the rocky bed of
the Atlantic faster than the yards could build new ones.
I paused, leaning my head against munching Blossom’s shouldermuscle, my eyes shut tight, trying not to think, trying to rest
myself. In vain ; I was the microcosm, I was part of the macrocosm.
W hat happened to England happened to me. I dared not think
to the end o f that parallel or connexion. How strange, after
Ypres and Somme and Passchendaele, for the war to have come
again.
The war had put farming on its f e e t ; but how many British
youths would it lay in their graves — head to head, boots to boots.
N o brown blankets in the graves this war ; the ships were sinking
too fast. But I must try and sleep ; I had to work all day, and
after 5 p.m. when the men were gone, the 10-ton lorry was coming
and we had to supply a man to help the driver load it, and I was
the only one available. Thank G od for the whole-wheat scones
and butter and honey our farm gave us ; the bakers’ bread was
poor stuff to work on. That was why the men went home at
5 p.m., wearied out.
Brushing the fetlocks o f patient, sedate Blossom, eighteen
years old, while she munched quietly in her stall, I thought of
some o f m y friends and acquaintances, in prison because they
believed in the land feeding their own people, in giving work and
health to their own kith and kin, and full service o f the nation’s
true strength to the Empire. That was the fundamental truth :
they had challenged the money-interests o f the world o f the urban
Black Hats, who were now at war to preserve those interests.
Different aspects o f truth, o f course. The Black Hats believed
that the strength o f Britain was in International Money ; they
cared nothing for the rotten teeth o f the slums, largely due to the
white-sepulchral bread o f a financial democracy. And having
near-ruined the land o f Britain in peace-time, the Black Hats
were wont to quote the extent o f their ruin as the limits o f the
land’s productivity. In war-time they locked up the true voices
o f the land, even as in peace-time they stripped away the truth
o f the wheat-berry, its sun-coloured skin, calling that precious
essence, offals. And in war-time they called the voice of the corn,
the would-be reformer o f the slums, traitor.
Bitter thoughts, leading, many had told me, to the death of
the artist. Then let the artist die, if it was the function of the
artist to write only smooth things — white flour paste — smooth
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inscriptions for the whited sepulchres o f the minds o f a petrofact
civilisation.
What did the Black Hats know o f England, who only the Stock
Exchange knew ? Perhaps this war would teach them : for
no longer could they send their money abroad to get “ a better
rate of interest by sweating the East than by equipping the West ”,
in the phrase of the man most hated by the Black Hats, who held
him in prison without trial — because there was nothing to try
him for. He was an innocent man, as innocent as Dreyfus had
been when the Black Hats across the Channel had sent him to
Devil’s Island for twenty years.
How ironic that a main principle o f Sir Oswald M osley’s creed
and preaching during the years in the wilderness was now, through
necessity, being made real. N o British capital was now permitted
to be invested abroad ; indeed, by law it must be declared, and
called home to the place where it had been originally created.
(One popular actor and song-writer o f patriotic ballads had been
caught with money hid in N ew York, and fined thrice the sum
banked there, and the sum also confiscated). N ow the Black
Hats, through necessity, were actually beginning to invest their
money in British land ; indeed, British land was considered the
best investment. And, mirabile dictu, there was actual talk in
Parliament of guaranteeing security o f markets for farmers for
a “ long term ” after the war’s end — twelve months being the
“ long term ” mentioned. It just showed how scared the Black
Hats were. Fancy being willing to guarantee British markets
for British farmers for twelve months after the war !
Blossom munched on, enjoying the strokes o f the brush on her
itching legs. The candle had now been puffed out, for economy ;
and because the darkness was more desirable than the day.
To sleep, to sleep . . . could I have been asleep, leaning against
Blossom ? Chinks in the tiles were just visible, causing a slight
wincing upon my sight. Fear dilated within m e : but with a
sigh o f relief, I remembered that I had already fed the horses.
The cock crowing outside was Hawkeye, the favourite o f Windles,
my eldest son, a boy o f fifteen, who had been taken away from
school to help on the farm. Hawkeye was a veteran now ; we
had not killed him because he was a “ pet ” . The pet flew at
nearly everyone from behind, and jumped at their legs with his
spurs. But I liked Hawkeye ; it was he who, two years before,
had challenged and fought all the turkeys when they stalked down
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from the Home Hills to invade the territory o f the hens in the
yards. Hawkeye had fought fifty turkeys, dashing to attack
again and again, but to retreat inevitably. With their floppy
loose “ caps ”, the turkeys had looked like some sort of East Europe
cavalry, pouring down from the grassy hills.
Hawkeye crowed again. Cows in the yards were lowing softly
to their calves in the boxes. I knew that the stockman had arrived.
The calves replied with loud blares. The stockman was the
middleman, as it were.
Pigs in the empty stall beside Blossom were starting to squeal.
They had been weaned from the sow only a week ago. They
knew by the calling calves who had arrived. The pigs were clean
little beasts : from birth onwards they went as far as possible
from the communal bed and playground to do their little jobs.
A s I looked over the wooden partition, one had just returned,
and was trying to push itself into the serried elongation of pink
and happy warmth. Querulous cries of protest greeted the cold
outsider trying to get in.
He stood there, fore-trotters between two pink backs, the image
o f sensitivity, until the mass-breathing was deep again ; then
gradually, warily, he squeezed himself into a warm place.
A smaller pig on the outside was shaken off, and feeling chill,
gave a squeal o f unhappiness. Grunts from the drowsy and
comfortable told him to keep quiet.
Blossom munched on. The brush was in my inert hand.
The pigs slept. A n irresistible desire to sleep too, came upon
me, and with outstretched arms, and lids tightly pressed, I moved
to the heap o f clean barley straw beside Smiler. Pushing myself
backwards into the heap, I turned over, pulled straw over mv
legs against the frost, and hid my face in my arms. Althoush
I was supposed to be master, yet to wake up late in bed and be
late at the stables, was something I dreaded ; for we were now
chronically behind with the work. And the only alarm clock
we had in the cottage, borrowed from my wife, was unreliable.
Lately dread o f oversleeping had reduced me to comparing, at
intervals in the darkness, the luminous face of my wristlet watch
with the face o f the loud-ticking clock under the bed. I seemed
to be spending m ost o f my time leaning out to feel for the torch
also under the bed, shining it on the clock-face, and thus finding
that it had lost ten minutes, or gained half an hour : and having
adjusted it, try and go to sleep for another forty minutes, or five
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hours, before I need go down to the stables.
It was queer how time and sleep passed erratically in the bomberhaunted nights. Sometimes I would spring up in anxiety lest
I be late, for an immensely long time seemed to have elapsed since
last I had leaned out o f bed, and I had meanwhile dropped asleep :
but it had been only seven minutes. So I would draw the blanket
round my neck and with chin on knees for warmth, try to convince
myself that I need not worry for five clear hours. O blessed rest,
five hours before I need get up ! Y et it was o f little use to try
and order myself to be tranquil: the thought o f not being late
ruled my mind : and sleep was snatchy and broken.
N o new clocks were to be bought anywhere ; m ost clockmakers’
shops were closed in Norwich. I asked m yself many times in
impotence how I might get a new teamsman, with always the
countering thought, I cannot get one, I have not got a cottage.
O f our three service cottages, rebuilt just before the war, two were,
occupied by families who did not work for me. So many cottages
had been dark, damp, condemned in the village before the war :
and as there was “ no money to recondition them ” from Council
Funds, so the tenants were forced to continue living in damp and
darkness. Several had pleaded with me for a new cottage ; I
had not the heart to refuse ; and in those days I was confident
that there would be no war, but a change o f system, by which
people would be given heart and zest to arise under a resurgence
o f new leadership and put the countryside in order, as part o f
the Renaissance o f the West, rather than Spengler’s prophesied
Decline.
I was apprehensive, too, about a new teamsman. Suppose
he were like the old one, his mind formed in the habits o f decadence,
crystallised by habit to deny a new and fluent system ? Horses
always stamped, it was n atu re; mites ? — shake o f head.
Clip hairs to kill mites ? They’d catch cold. People would
say . . . He knew his job . . . doggedly. A nd the hay. It was
short. I said the horses must be rationed to 14 lbs. a day each.
I spoke o f the siege warfare. Fourteen pounds, a stone o f hay,
whoever heard o f it ? N o one else round about . . . etc.
I showed him what a stone o f hay looked like ; weighed it, a large
double armful, on a spring-balance. It made no difference.
A s before, he stuffed the racks full, more like 20 lbs. each, every
night. The horses wouldn’t eat it a l l ; it remained s t a le ;
unstimulating. Even when Alfred Munnings arrived one day,
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and told him that horses liked their hay fresh — and A J. was
a Suffolk man, I said afterwards, a famous painter of horses — it
made no difference. Then I had asked him to water his horses
before feeding — to avoid stoppage or colic — but he still liked
to water them afterwards, when he thought I was not about.
I said that we had not had one case o f stoppage during the four
years I had been on the farm, and he has often told me that,
before I came — when he had worked many years for the previous
fanner, until the farmer had gone bankrupt — he had often had
stoppages. “ ’Tis nature, you can’t help nature ”, was the argument.
Life without trust was not worth living. He had wanted his
way ; I had wanted mine. “ I like to do the best for my horses,
you know ” — so let them drink when they wanted to, and have
all the hay they could eat.
That teamsman had seemed afraid of Gipsy, the black mare,
and seldom worked her. She was a nice animal when properly
handled. So she stood in her stall day after day, unworked,
until her hind legs swelled up with over-eating that dark-green,
rich clover. Kidneys overloaded with protein, recognisable from
the too-strong smell o f ammonia. And the bloodshot eye, the
“ staring ” coat. H e didn’t accept a word o f it. “ Her legs was
wrong when she cam e” — and that decided the matter. Then
he left, for a better job with a big annual bonus. Labour was
scarce. Eighty bomber-stations were being built or extended
in Norfolk alone.
In everything it had been like that. And he had been the best
man. H is father, the stockman, refused to wash his own hands
or the cow’s udder before milking. “ Jarms ! My dear man,
whoever saw a jann ? I’ll tell you what, master, ’tis all book
squit, about jarms ! ” So the hands that pared the rotting sheep
foot one moment and milked the cow for the house the next,
remained unwashed. H e was kind and gentle, a fine man with
stock ; a Suffolk man, South-folk man, Brythonic, small dark
man, brown eyes ; unlike his son, who had the blue eyes and
longer head o f Scandinavian stock — the dreaded Nor’ folk who
had come over the sea in their galleys, seeking lands better than
their own bleak uplands above the fijords, a thousand and more
years before.
The deadlock o f ideas within my small scope, it seemed to me
with gathering acuteness, was but the deadlock o f ideas in the
world outside ; and could end in but the same way. It was cold
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in the straw, as I lay there, trying to remain inert, to relax.
Was I caught without hope in the events o f this alien living,
rucked too deep and too thick to extricate myself ? I knew I
could not, that I would never, give up what my mind had set me upon,
o f my own will. I could not be other than myself, or what impelled
me to be what I was. Those nearest to me at times seemed to
be more remote than those with whom I, in my self-deprecating
way, struggled to change mentally. How truly was I a microcosm
o f the macrocosm ? Even to the same nervous defects o f one
o f the European protagonists, the defects o f whose qualities must
become more and more apparent as stress and strain increased,
until the personality was indeed split. Was my plight, my hopes
and their frustrations, truly a part o f the same ideological war
violently being made real beyond the boundaries of my little farm ?
And, most insistent thought o f a l l — How far were those defects
— impatience, self-will, intolerance, and worst o f all sarcasm
which hurt a slower man’s pride, — the cause o f making negative
my initial success, an “ A ” farm rating after four years, into what
was now a decline ?
I was pulling more straw on top o f my cold legs when suddenly
a roar was upon the stable building and in the corner o f m y eye
I saw, through the open top half of the stable door a glowing
orange curving through the air, then another, another, another
rising over the dark pines on the hilltop. The chatter o f guns
was subdued by the vaster roar of dark wings, three pairs o f dark
wings, one behind the other, banking steeply to dive upon Twenty
One Acres beyond the wood, where the Searchlight Camp was
sited.
The German tracers were red, and seemed to have a flatter,
quicker trajectory than those from the Lewis guns in the camp.
One red point arose in richochet, and seemed to pierce the morning
star, before burning out, the tracer burning black in the silver
point o f Lucifer. I thought o f the belief o f the poets o f the ancient
world concerning Eosphoros, the Light-bearer, the planet which
led up the sun to shine upon the living. God had two sons, but
one was dissatisfied with the world, wanting it fairer ; so he left
his appointed place and inevitably fell from grace, becoming the
Prince o f Darkness, where before he was an angel o f light,
Eosphoros the Light-bringer . . . .
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LETTERS
EUGENICS FOR EUROPE
T o the Editor o f The European.
Sir,
Regarding the correspondence on ^Eugenics now taking place
in The European, it appears to me that there is no clear understanding
o f some o f the terms used. .Chiefly I would suggest that the word
soul conveys a different meaning to Mr. Fisher and Mr. Drewitt.
Mr. Drewitt, writing as a Catholic, has, in my opinion, the
correct sense. The soul is a pure spirit which is immortal —
why did G od make me ? To know him, to love him and to
serve him in this life and to be happy with him in the next.
(Second question in the catechism).
It is therefore not seemly for men to interfere by legislation
as to what types shall or shall not breed. It is allowed to persuade
but not to coerce.
It is a fact that many so-called undesirables have been useful
citizens ; may not those who are unfortunately too bad to be
o f any material use have souls which are pleasing to Almighty
G od and destined for heaven ?
Lest Mr. Fisher should imagine that this doctrine o f the value
o f the soul should lead to a neglect o f care for the body, the last
two o f the four sins crying to heaven for vengeance are (3) oppression
o f the poor, (4) defrauding the labourer o f his pay. Further,
it is sinful so to neglect the body that one’s health is endangered.
What is required is to give the people whole fresh food, good
houses, good working conditions, etc.
It is possible to breed farm animals to give more milk or more
eggs, to obtain heavier yields from the land by the use o f chemicals,
but nearly always some new disease appears.
I think it is disastrous to worry about such academic points,
while the very civilisation is collapsing about our ears.
Yours, etc.,
R . N . C lark.
M oor Croft,
Lower Broadheath, Worcester.
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