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ANALYSIS
War Conspiracy ? — Or Just the Tight Stays of the Prim Little 

Governess ?

THERE IS at present a real danger that the diplomatic initiative 
will pass to the Soviets the prime cause is the costive in

eptitude of the Foreign Office, because the Americans are still just 
a  little lost in Europe. The Soviets bang loudly the drum of 
disarmament, which everyone can hear. The answer should be 
— “ Certainly — real disarmament and real freedom — now let 
us get down to it in conference : the Soviets dare not couple 
freedom with disarmament — we dare, and w ill” .

We should then concentrate in and out o f conference on the 
joint demand for general disarmament and free elections in  the 
occupied territories. If under the testing analysis o f conference 
the Soviet offer of disarmament proves to be bogus, we should tell 
the world why — and in plain language which the peoples can 
understand. We should pin them down on the question o f free 
elections under neutral commissions, and expose to  the world 
their refusals or evasions.

W hat do we have instead ? We have Eden or little by little. 
In answer to Vishinsky’s vociferous demand for disarmament we 
are served trite little efforts, like the British note o f 16.11.53, which 
are almost as unreadable as an Eden speech. This note was so 
dull that even the Times did not print it in full ; it contained all 
the old bromedens about the “ progressive solution of outstanding 
problems, starting with those which most urgently require an 
early solution,” etc., which are as likely to arouse the masses as the 
“ funeral march of a fried eel ” (and it is only the decisive swing 
o f mass opinion against them — vide East Germany — that can 
move the Soviets without resort to military force).

So inept is Mr. Eden’s conduct of the Foreign Office that the 
New Statesmen and Nation could make some show of reason in 
accusing him of “ deliberately misleading his own people ” by 
really laying down pre-conditions for conference while falsely 
accusing the Russians of doing so. For our part we do not believe 
for one moment that Mr. Eden is engaged in a  war conspiracy ; 
it is just the tight stays of the prim little governess which prevent
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The EUROPEAN

all big and effective movement of British diplomacy. In recent 
years Britain has suffered far more from mediocrities (except for 
the Prime Minister) than from villains ; never more than at this 
moment. Vishinsky thunders while Eden whispers discreetly and 
the Americans scratch their heads (piously and laboriously) ; so 
the initiative passes to the Soviets and that is dangerous.

After this interval of dubiety in which the New Statesman and 
Nation accused Mr. Eden, and the Times and the Manchester 
Guardian accused the Russians, of sabotaging conference, the 
affair was settled by another Soviet note of 27.11.53 which clearly 
accepted conference without conditions ; Mr. Eden said ditto 
and once more initiative rested with the Soviets. Why could not 
Eden pin them down with clear and incisive language in the first 
instance, and so retain the initiative for England ?

The position was eventually restored by the pomp and circum
stance of a full acceptance of conference from Bermuda, This 
conference would never have taken place without the insistence 
of the British Prime Minister : if it reverts to the management o f 
the Foreign Office it will fail, and that failure will be turned to a 
Soviet propaganda triumph, because our representatives will be 
new-born babes wrestling with serpents.

Finally came the extraordinary interlude of the Eisenhower 
speech to the United Nations. Prima facie it seemed a  development 
of the. method so often recommended in these notes : an  attempt 
to pin the Soviets down to acceptance of peace or the adoption of 
an impossible political position by the rejection of a  clear and 
precise peace proposal from the West. But the Eisenhower state
ment was so woolly as to be virtually meaningless, and thus presented 
the Soviets with opportunity for endless manoeuvre if  they so chose. 
Further, it could not have been worse tim ed; a  public demarche 
of this kind should have the object of forcing the Soviets to 
conference when they are refusing to negotiate, o r o f exposing 
their tactics if they sabotage a conference. I t  is difficult to  see 
that such a move can do anything except harm on the eve o f a  
conference already accepted by both sides ; on this occasion 
we have sympathy with the alleged feelings of Sir Winston Churchill.

In the rest of the West even old-world politicians of such lucid 
intellect as M. Reynaud do not understand at all the new diplomatic 
technique which is necessary in face of Soviet methods.

He said recently :
“ Another appeal should be made to  Russia for general dis-
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armament — I wish desperately they would accept it. Real dis
armament is the only solution of all problems between East and 
West.” He added that if Russia would agree to real disarmament 
the European army idea could be dropped because “ there would 
be no necessity to re-arm the Germans— or for that matter to re
arm Frenchmen ” . Well said indeed — but the way to  make the 
Russians listen is not to recall that a smooth little man picked up a 
smooth little pen and wrote a smooth little note, a  few months or 
years back (and then went to sleep while Eden droned on again 
about “  progressive solutions ”). The way to make the world 
listen is to shout loud and continuous demands for general dis
armament and free elections through the million megaphones of 
modern publicity, until the Russians are obliged to get down to 
business in conference rather than lose the propaganda battle. 
Certainly we will have conferences — and conferences behind 
closed doors — when we can get them down to real business ; but, 
if they refuse conferences, or if they sabotage conferences, we will 
tell the world the truth in a  clear and certain voice, until we swing 
such a weight of mass opinion against the Soviets, that we can win 
from them disarmament and freedom. We need a  new model 
diplomacy ; at present we risk a quiet muddle to war.

The Discussion of Homosexuality — Lesbianism in the N. S. and N.
A few prominent cases have released a spate of nonsense in  the 

press on the subject of homosexuality. Recently we observed, for 
the first time, with a soothing sense of the appropriate, a  letter 
signed “ Lesbian ” in the columns of the New Statesman and Nation : 
freedom rules, and all is well with England. In other journals it 
seems sometimes almost to be suggested that no worthwhile work 
has ever been done in this world except as the direct reflex of some 
sexual a c t ; recent psychological teaching has turned over the 
medal of our old puritan curse and presented an almost obligatory 
lioence, which can be just as harmful and is certainly far sillier.

What is the consensus of sensible opinion on this subject, and 
what should be the corresponding change in the law ? It seems 
generally agreed that homosexuality should be treated as an illness 
rather than as a crime, a matter for the doctor rather than the 
policeman. From this it follows however that action should be 
taken when it becomes contagious — to prevent it spreading to 
the unaffected. The corruption of the young should be seriously 
suppressed and the present propaganda of the cult should also be

5



The EUROPEAN

checked. Pederasty between consenting adults should no t be a 
criminal offence, but it should be permitted neither seduction nor 
advertisement.

To prevent the debauchery of the young by law is a  compara
tively easy matter : to prevent the spread of the habit as a fashion
able cult among young men is not so easy (particularly among 
intellectuals — with or without the equipment o f an intellect). 
The trouble is that many young men, who aspire to be thought a 
little clever, parade this fashion when, in fact, they have no 
psychological tendencies of the kind whatever. They are therefore 
in danger of adopting as a mode what they would never have 
acquired as a'vice/'Vapid young men boast today about the habit 
of homosexuality j-.st as foppish young men used to  boast about 
successes with women ; the modem vaunt may be equally un
founded but it is more dangerous in its social repercussions. The 
check of this cult will in the end depend upon the return o f serious
ness and upon the restoration of social values ; how much in 
England awaits a revival of the spirit ? The danger will pass 
with the age that gave it birth ; we are concerned with the causes 
not the effects.

The Reversal of all Values in the Age of Hypocrisy

We face the reversal of all values in the age o f hypocrisy. A 
play has recently been performed in London which is reviewed 
in this issue of The European ; it is called The Devil’s General. 
We will not fall into the elementary fallacy of identifying the 
characters and opinions of a playwright, or o f a  novelist, with the 
characters he portrays and the opinions he describes; it is clearly 
never possible for the opinions of an author to be identical with 
all the conflicting opinions which his characters represent, and in 
this instance we neither know nor care which o f the characters, 
if any, represent the feelings of the playwright. I t  is one of the 
tasks of an artist to depict the varying tendencies o f contemporary 
life in a work of a r t ; in this art form he is not creating present 
opinions but only describing opinions which others have created. 
In this case these values have been deliberately created by some 
political propagandists for their own ends ; it is they who are 
responsible for the resulting situation and not the artist who 
depicts, or even the journalist who reflects, what they have done. 
To realise what these men have done to the values o f this age, we 
should recall what the values of Europe,, and in particular of
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England, were, before we study in this play what values are.
English statesmen have often opposed wars which they thought 

were against the interests of their country ; but they have done so 
in accord with an English tradition which is based on perfectly 
clear principles of honour. The method is to stand up in public 
and to express openly a political opposition to the war ; to do your 
utmost to persuade your people to make peace, but in no way and 
on no account to do anything to assist the enemy. Lord Chatham 
did this at the time of the American war of independence. Charles 
James Fox did it during the war against Napoleon, and was sup
ported by nearly the whole of the Whig Party ; in fact during the 
brief peace of Amiens, most of Whig Society, headed by Lady 
Holland, flocked to Paris to dine with Napoleon. When war was 
resumed Charles James Fox also resumed his opposition : it never 
occurred to anyone seriously to suggest he would assist the enemy 
(if for instance they invaded England) because he held political 
opinions which were opposed to the war ; dago values, which alone 
could ascribe such a concept of honour to Englishmen, had not 
yet invaded England.

In later times two men who subsequently became Prime Ministers 
o f Britain, Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. MacDonald, incurred 
great unpopularity by opposing wars, but no-one suggested they 
were prepared to fight for, or to assist, the enemy (it is true that 
Mr. Ramsay MacDonald used subsequently to  describe how 
military intelligence had tried to trap, or “ frame,”  him into the 
appearance o f assisting the enemy, but that department’s concept 
of honour has long set them apart from the main body of 
Englishmen).

I t was not until the last war that dago values ruled in England ; 
it was then for the first time suggested that political opposition 
to a war might make a  man disloyal to his country ; some 
political propagandists deliberately used against their political 
opponents a  war-time unpopularity in an effort permanently to 
destroy their political careers. Although the victims of this attack 
had fought in the previous war, and it was subsequently admitted 
in Parliament that not one shred of evidence existed against them 
to justify any charge of assisting, or intending to assist, the enemy, 
they were thrown into gaol without trial and held there for years 
while their names were blackened. Every medal awarded for 
gallantry in the first world war could be seen in Brixton during the 
second world war — the only absentee was the V.C., which might
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have been included, but even that government had not the effrontery 
to arrest this particular member o f the forbidden organisation. 
The offence of these men was to foresee in 1939 the Russian Com
munist danger to their country which the present Prime Minister 
realised in 1945, as he describes so vividly in his last volume of 
war memoirs.

Thus dago values triumphed in England and an age-long English 
tradition of mutual trust was shattered by a  political racket, for 
which some among our present and recent rulers were responsible. 
So were the values of England broken by men who never have 
understood, and never will understand, the real England.

What values have replaced them ? Turn to  The Devil’s  General 
for the answer, and study the character o f an alleged Christian 
hero and martyr, which has been much lauded in some sections 
of the English press but not so much in the press o f the country 
whose liberty he is supposed to have served.

As a leading engineer in the German A ir Force he says “  We 
must pray for defeat, we must hasten it with our own hands ” ; 
whose defeat ? — his own country’s — why ? — because he dis
approved of its government. Let no fool say in  this man’s excuse 
that this government in his opinion did not represent his country — 
that could be made an excuse for almost any crime against almost 
any country. In this case, too, the government had been confirmed 
continually by overwhelming popular votes (it is idle to  argue 
that these votes were fakes in face of the fact that the population 
of the Saar gave a  corresponding vote when the secrecy of the vote 
was protected by British troops), and the Germans fought to the end 
against the whole “ liberating ” world with a fanatical determination. 
But — set all this aside — come down to the fundaments of 
human honour : this new hero sat every night in the particular 
intimacy of an Air Force mess (that deepest and strongest intimacy, 
that sacred union in face of death ; because the morning will 
always take its toll) and went out to  sabotage the machines of his 
comrades and to condemn them to certain death. He is hailed 
as the new Christian hero of the new values, which have been 
created to serve certain political interests.

We ask our readers to answer for themselves a simple question 
— are we mad ? — or are the creators of these values what men of 
honour would have thought them during three millenia o f Europe’s 
sentient life ?

EUROPEAN.
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THE EUROPEAN SITUATION

The European is printing in this issue extracts from  an essay 
entitled The European Situation, by Sir Oswald Mosley, which was 
first published in March 1950. It anticipated by nearly four years 
what was said on November 3rd last in the House o f  Commons by 
the Prime Minister on the subject o f  the hydrogen bomb and peace; 
it also analysed the resulting situation, which neither the Prime 
Minister nor anyone else has yet attempted to do. Sir Oswald Mosley 
has written a postscript in the light o f what has since occurred.

The relevant extracts from the Prime Minister’s speech were 
as follows:

“ I  have mentioned two dominant events that have happened 
in the last two years, but there is a third which, although it happened 
before has developed so prodigiously in this period that I  can treat 
it as i f  it were a novel apparition. It is an event which overshadows 
the others. I  mean the rapid and ceaseless development o f atomic 
warfare and the hydrogen bomb. These fearful scientific discoveries 
cast their shadows on every thoughtful mind, but nevertheless I  
believe that we are justified in feeling that there has been a diminution 
o f  tension and that the probabilities o f another world war have 
diminished or at least become more remote. I  say this in spite 
o f  the continual growth o f weapons o f destruction such as have 
never fallen before into the hands o f  human beings. Indeed, I  
have sometimes the odd thought that the annihilating character 
o f  these agencies may bring an utterly imforseeable security to 
mankind."

" . . .  . A t any rate, it seems pretty safe to say that a war 
which begins by both sides suffering what they dread most — and 
that is undoubtedly the case now — is less likely to occur than one 
which dangles the lurid prizes o f  former ages before ambitious 
eyes."

THE EUROPEAN SITUATION
by SIR OSWALD MOSLEY

It has often been said that wars would end because they would 
become too dangerous. That prophecy has never yet proved true. 
I t would be a delusion of optimism to believe that it is now true. 
But it is possible, and even probable, that wars in the old style 
will now end for this reason. What State will declare war, or 
attack and destroy another State, if  it is certain, also, to  be destroyed ?
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A fight in which both participants are certain to be lulled is unlikely 
to take place. Has the world reached this point ? From the 
evidence it appears to be so. It seems that any concentration of 
industry or of life can now be destroyed by any State which has the 
technical means to produce sufficient hydrogen bombs, and to 
ensure their delivery. The protection even o f space and the power 
of dispersal begins to disappear in face of such weapons. An 
equality of weapons in the period of the atom bomb would have 
given the Soviets an advantage in relation to the crowded countries 
of Western Europe. That possible advantage passes in the period 
of the hydrogen bomb, which reduces even the protective space of 
Russia to the relatively negligible. Once again the money- 
democracies have temporarily been saved by science from the results 
of their lethargy and folly.

The life of any modem State, or even o f a  substantial community, 
becomes impossible under this attack. D o these weapons, therefore, 
encourage such attack ? On the contrary, a  weapon which can 
destroy everything may be a deterrent, but it is not a winner o f 
wars. The attacker may destroy his opponent, but the counter
blow can still be delivered, and he will himself be destroyed. I t 
is clearly possible, and now essential, always to hold such weapons 
and their means of transport in readiness in remote places, which 
cannot be located and, therefore, cannot be attacked, in order that 
the counter-blow may certainly and immediately be delivered. 
The assailant will know that this can be done and that he, too, 
will die. At present this is the only answer, but it is effective. 
The Soviets cannot impose Communism on the rest o f the world 
with this weapon, even if they can obtain it. They can only make 
the rest of the world a desert with the certainty that Russia, too, 
will become a desert. Wars between States in the old style may 
come to an end ; neither of the great power groups will dare to 
move because that would mean death to both. We are reaching 
the period of the paralysed giants.

If this view is correct, how will the situation develop ? 
What now will be the calculation of the Soviets and how will 
they move ? It would be insanity for Russia to launch an open 
war in face of the hydrogen bomb. The Soviets have never yet 
invited disaster ; in fact, they have always withdrawn rather than 
risk catastrophe. No sane man would start a war in conditions 
of so many unknown factors of such danger. He certainly would 
not strike first unless he was desperate. And the Soviets can
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observe no reason for their desperation in the present situation. 
They know that the money-democracies cannot strike them first; 
even with the atom bomb the Soviets could make reprisals which 
are a more than adequate deterrent. In any case, it is not in the 
nature of such States as the money-democracies to take any such 
decision. And the Soviets know that they can always mobilise 
their mobs and agents within these States to expose and frustrate 
any such design. The reckoning of the Soviets, on any objective 
analysis of this situation, must be that they can afford to wait. 
Their Marxist creed, also, teaches them that they can afford to 
wait, because their opponents will collapse through their inner 
contradictions and the general rottenness of their civilisation : 
they will find much evidence to support this view ; although, in 
fact, it is produced by moral rather than material factors.

So any realists in Moscow will ask why they should climb trees 
to pick apples which will fall into their hands in any case : par
ticularly if climbing this tall tree at present means almost certainly 
a broken neck, and the fruit will be all the riper for waiting. In 
short, a war in the old style is now very unlikely. Does this mean 
that the Soviets will wait passively on events, and thus possibly 
give Europe time to unite and recover ? This too, is very 
improbable.

I t is probable that we are entering a  period of almost completely 
new forms of struggle for which the past has only slight and partial 
lessons. The coming struggle will be a  battle o f ideas. It is clearly 
possible only for those who have an idea to  take effective part in 
such a contest. As this struggle deepens our idea will appeal 
victoriously to the mind and soul of Europe. Communism will 
lose the battle o f ideas because a  European idea must prevail in 
the end over an Oriental idea in the lands of the West. Com
munism will, therefore, once again react with violence — but with 
new forms of force ; the Soviets will launch not a war of States 
but a  war of politics reinforced by violence. They will support 
their losing idea with concealed force.

At some point in the future the Soviets are, therefore, certain 
to carry the battle o f ideas beyond the ordinary political struggle 
into the sphere of political violence. They believe they will win 
on this territory because they have a long experience in various 
forms of political violence, and have a  long start in training for 
this struggle. They are w rong : when the peoples o f Europe 
decide to save themselves and to release for this struggle the vital

11



The EUROPEAN

forces now held in chains — we shall win, and win quickly. In 
the final test the true spirit of Europe will quickly master these 
Eastern invaders of our soil. But, in the arrogance of their 
recent triumphs — handed to them as a gift by the divisions of 
Europe — the Soviets will be confident of their own victory. They 
will resume the strife, but in a different way.

The world has so far had only a slight experience of the new 
technique. We are familiar with the wrecking tactics of com
munism, through which the Soviets seek to destroy from within 
the system of their opponents. The methods of the strike and the 
mobilisation of mobs for the cruder forms of political violence 
are well known; also, the use of their agents in all lands both 
for the theft of secrets and the sabotage of vital industries. They 
have tried in this way to break down the system of their enemies 
and to integrate their own ; to turn all other countries into a 
mob and Russia into an army ; to impose order at home but to 
export chaos ; to dissolve others, but to unify themselves, under 
an oriental despotism. Their previous tactics will be intensified, 
but quite new methods will be added to  them. A t a certain point 
the Soviets will make a decisive advance into active political war. 
It will be a war of infiltration conducted by the political guerrillas 
who are now being trained, either under the guise of police forces 
or entirely in secret, within those zones of Eastern Europe which 
are under Soviet control. The struggle will then traverse the 
political-military border line.

At this stage new tactics will be introduced to warfare, and, 
later, new types of weapons. In 1947 I wrote “ Does any reason 
exist to suppose that decisive weapons will always require such 
immense industrial apparatus to produce them ? Talent and 
invention, when hard enough driven, might, at any time, replace 
mere weight of industrial power. Some new sling, fashioned by 
genius from slight resources, would soon fling the stone that brought 
down the Goliath of triumphant materialism.’''.'*

The political-guerrilla tactics which the Soviets will introduce 
in the period of the paralysed giants will clearly give a great 
incentive to the production of such weapons. Science will search 
feverishly for these new principles because the military decision 
will rest with light weapons. If hydrogen bombs are too dangerous 
for either side to use, interest will be concentrated on new light 
weapons which can bring the decision within the military paralysis

* The Alternative, 1947
U
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which hydrogen bombs have brought. The future rests not with 
the great industrial apparatus and the overwhelming explosives, 
but with a much more individual inventiveness ; with weapons 
which are conceived and produced by pure intelligence. There 
is no doubt concerning the decision if  all the genius of Europe 
is a t the service of Europe and not o f the East. To secure that 
end justice must come, and a  new ideal to inspire the will and soul 
of Europe with the sense not only of material but of spiritual union.

The nearest precedent to the approaching situation was the 
civil war in Spain. Russia, Germany, Italy, and other countries 
in varying degree were all participating, but were not committed 
as national states. In the coming period national states cannot 
enter open war, because that event would bring into action the 
hydrogen bomb, whose use none can risk. In such warfare, all 
will operate through political-guerrilla bands in a war which has 
no front lines. The tactics of infiltration have been greatly developed 
since the war in Spain : the political and ideological character 
of the struggle will assist these methods. I t will be a  war without 
bases and without supplies ; without front and without rear. 
In all the decisive areas o f Europe conditions will be similar to  the 
guerrilla war launched and encouraged by the allies in the later 
stages of the last war, but that method will be greatly intensified 
and developed, because it will be the whole war. The tactics will 
be to hit without being hit. I t will be a  fight between invisible 
foes who can strike without being located and, therefore, cannot 
be struck. The weapons will be capable of easy concealment, 
but also of destructive action ; the aim will be the nerve centres 
o f the opposing government. The object will be not to  destroy, 
but to win the support o f the civilian population. The mass of 
the people will probably be less affected than by the ordinary wars 
o f the past, but their political support will be ardently sought 
during a struggle of ideas in which the enthusiasm of the people 
will be finally decisive.

This war will be begun by the Soviets : in  fact, they have already 
begun it in the cruder forms. The struggle will end with the 
passing o f the Soviets from Europe. They will seek to  infiltrate 
their opponents and to destroy their power. In the development 
o f the struggle, which they began, the Soviets can find themselves 
infiltrated and their own power destroyed. They have already 
pushed forward to  possess other lands whose populations are 
entirely against them ; they now begin a  war o f infiltration in
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conditions under which they, themselves, are particularly exposed 
to infiltration. In addition, they begin a  struggle in  which mind 
will count for more than mass, and political skill and technical 
ability will bring the decision. Goliath is fighting on David’s 
ground. This struggle will certainly bring freedom to the Eastern 
lands and peoples of Germany and probably, in the end, to all 
European lands and peoples.

The Soviets will find it easier to start such a  struggle than to 
stop it. When they are worsted in such a fight within the old 
boundaries of Europe they may find that the struggle spreads to 
European Russia. They may find their power in all European 
lands destroyed by the tactics and weapons born of the struggle 
they have launched ; above all, they have reason to fear that 
the taste for freedom will spread and that the European peoples 
of Russia will not only conceive the desire but find the means 
to join their brothers.

But such considerations will not yet deter the Soviets. They 
have developed too great a  contempt for their present opposition. 
They have out-manoeuvred these opponents from start to finish, 
and they will possibly launch the new offensive with the most 
cynical of all their manoeuvres. It may well be that the advance 
of the trained bands of the Soviet to sabotage, or to actual conflict 
in a bid for world mastery, will coincide with a resumption of the 
Moscow banquets for democratic statesmen. The oriental morality 
which rules Russia has a profoundly different sense of honour 
to that of European man. Further, the essence of the new war 
is that it will be disclaimed, and its methods concealed.

It is vital to realise that we are living in the greatest revolution 
of all time, not only in military but also in political thought. The 
future will belong to those who first understand the new facts. 
Already appears less fantastic my view in 1947 “ To win a  war, 
the first essential may be to present no ta rg e t: to  conduct a 
Government, the first necessity may be to avoid being seen or 
located ” . Such views may soon seem commonplace. When 
living in a revolution it is important quickly to  grasp new facts. 
But it is, also, necessary firmly to hold the principles on which 
all action is based.

In the turmoil and surprises of this epoch the bed-rock principle 
on which we rest is the Union of Europe. Division is death : 
union is life. Let us strive for union physically, intellectually, 
spiritually; we have no time to lose. .
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The chief intellectual barrier to European Union is the memory 
of the quarrel between Fascism and Democracy. That quarrel 
belongs to an age which is dead : it is gone with the facts which
gave it birth___  Fascism and the old Democracy will both pass
because neither is adequate to the facts o f a new age. The mind 
and spirit of the European goes beyond them ; already the thought 
and the act of the future take shape. We reconcile the old conflicts 
and begin to  achieve, today in thought and tomorrow in deed, 
the union o f authority with liberty, action with thought, decision 
with discussion, power with responsibility, vigour with duty, strength 
with kindness, and service of the people with the attainment o f 
ever higher forms of life.

*  *  »

To the above, written four years ago, Sir Oswald Mosley now 
adds:

I t was not diflicult in 1950 to foresee that a  nation so backward 
in the physical sciences as Russia would soon get the hydrogen 
bomb ; the reason was that Allied policy towards Germany a t 
that time was inevitably driving some German scientists over to 
Russia, which was then striving desperately to make good its 
deficiencies by offering great rewards to skilful Germans whom the 
Allies were insulting and persecuting. I t did not appear to me 
difficult either to foretell that the possession by both sides of this 
weapon (so devastating that it could almost wreck the world), 
would initiate the period of the paralysed giants, in which both 
sides would be afraid to strike for fear of reprisal, even if they lacked 
a sense of world responsibility. I t was more difficult however to 
analyse the entirely new situation which would then arise.

In what respect should my four-year-old analysis of this develop
ment be modified in the light of subsequent experience 1 In the 
first place we never quite reckon with the full measure of our 
opponents’ stupidity. This recurrent surprise is in a sense 
felicitous, but it is also baffling. I t occurs very frequently in the 
case of the Soviets. The sensation is similar to being hit by a 
novice in a fencing match, in a way that can easily happen — “ he 
cannot be doing anything quite so silly as that — no, he has done 
i t — and I am h i t” — so can error sometimes arise. In  this 
instance the reasonable calculation was that the Russians would 
abandon military pressure and would intensify economic and political 
pressure. They would turn away from a form of war in which 
a t best they could only gain equality in a suicide pact, in favour of
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a form of political struggle in which they are past masters, and their 
present opponents are tyros. The Russians would naturally do 
everything possible to get the hydrogen bomb in order to  neutralise 
American superiority in this sphere, but would strive for a  universal 
abolition of the expensive and unpopular land armaments, which 
could no longer be used, in the certainty that a great disarmament 
would bring the greatest economic crisis in history. They could 
reasonably have reckoned that at least their present opponents 
in the West would find no answer to that situation ; consequently 
they would gain much more in economic crisis, and the advance of 
political communism, than they could possibly lose in laying down 
an obsolete weapon on condition that the rest o f the world did the 
same thing. They would then have won for themselves both their 
great opportunity in the economic crash of the West, and their 
propaganda position as the protagonists o f disarmament and 
peace. I t was my reckoning that their subsequent move would be 
an intensified industrial infiltration in all lands, which would be 
followed by strikes and mass action, and would culminate in a new 
form of struggle in the countries most affected. The methods of 
that last encounter would be more akin to  those o f the partisan 
than of regular troops; its whole nature would be more political 
than military, because its success would depend primarily on the 
sympathy and support of the civilian population on whose conceal
ment and protection the partisans would rely. I  believed that an 
initiative of the Soviets would break up the status quo o f the paralysed 
giants by means of such strategy ; therefore I gave the warning 
four years ago that we should be ready to meet it by economic 
measures against the economic crisis, by intensive mass propaganda 
against communism, and by new forms of military technique, if, 
and when, the Soviets overstepped the boundary between politics 
and warfare ; in fact 1 argued that the West must be ready to meet 
economic crash and civil war. I  still believe that this danger 
will arise.

The West neither have a plan to meet economic crisis nor a 
political or military technique to meet communism in such a  period. 
The conclusion of this argument is therefore not eliminated, only 
postponed. It has been delayed because, fortunately, the Russians 
have been so stupid. Instead of promoting economic crisis and 
winning the sympathy of the peoples, they have postponed crisis 
by causing American rearmament and pushed the peoples to revolt. 
It is a degree of idiocy with few historic parallels; it is certainly a
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better fortune than the present rulers o f the West deserve because 
it has given them time to learn and to prepare.

Despite every unconscious effort of the Russians to hold up the 
failing system of Western capitalism, the economic crisis now 
approaches by sheer momentum of the system’s ineptitude and 
decadence. It may occur quite soon or be postponed a few years, 
the only certainty is that it will come. In that situation I  believe 
that the analysis of my four-year-old essay will prove correct. 
The Russians will then turn inevitably to the technique in which 
alone they have a present superiority — that of mass action.

In an economic crisis they could rapidly make good the losses 
which their recent follies have incurred unless the West can develop 
an effective counter technique.

This is by no means impossible, because many still live in Europe 
who can beat the communists in this type of struggle. The truth 
of this view is proved by recent events in East Berlin and East 
Germany in general, where a spontaneous rising of a courageous 
and experienced people against oppression has rocked the Soviets 
to their foundations. I t is obviously true that a realist America 
has done what is possible to assist this protest against tyranny ; 
but it is equally true that this movement could not have taken 
place if the German people were not politically conscious, strongly 
anti-communist, and ready for spontaneous action against oppression 
under the leadership o f those among their fellows whom they have 
long trusted. These blunders o f the Soviet have not only pre
cipitated revolt against themselves, but have passed the initiative 
to America.

So far only sporadic mass action has taken place. When the 
Russians recover themselves and enter the struggle in full strength, 
they are likely to use the advanced technique of which I then gave 
warning. Unless the Soviets have lost all political grip, and all 
mass technique, they will not be so foolish as to indulge in a 
massacre o f the masses by troops and tanks, as the amateurs of our 
English left foretell with a  naivete which can only be found in the 
columns o f the New Statesman and Nation (7.11.53).

A  study of all the clashes which have taken place in the last three 
or four decades between regular troops and partisans who were 
supported by the political sympathy of the civilian population — 
beginning with such classic cases as the action of Sinn Fein and the 
crude but effective reaction o f the workers to defeat the Kapp Putsch 
— would correct such elementary illusions without advancing to
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more recent examples and refined technique. Unless the Russians 
are as uninstructed in such matters as Mr. Kingsley M artin — unless 
the wolf has acquired the innocence of the lamb — they will 
eventually meet the demonstration of the masses on the streets by 
organising counter action on the same streets not by tanks but by 
trained mobs. As these clashes develop, the new technique and 
the new weapons appropriate to it will also be developed in an 
intensive mass struggle, which will always have a  political rather 
than a pristine military character. In fact I believe that in the age 
of the paralysed giants events will finally follow more or less the 
course which I described in the essay of 1950. The economic 
crisis will, of course, occur before the full development o f this 
resulting situation.

Only one other decisive factor can intervene : that is a  large 
scale war. It is possible that the Soviets will add this final and 
fatal blunder to their many mistakes. They may reckon that the 
Americans will not dare to  use the hydrogen bomb now they have 
got it too : they may therefore imagine they can use their superiority 
in land armies without suffering a counter blow by this weapon, 
just as in the 1939 war neither side dared to use the gas weapon. 
They may, possibly, be tempted to strike before the completion o f 
the pending rearmament of Germany, which is the one thing that 
Russia has always feared.

It is unlikely that they will commit this folly, because they must 
know that the projected European army will be too small and too 
ineffective to undertake the invasion of Russia. But above all they 
must know that, if the Russians march through Europe with land 
armies, the Americans without a shadow o f a  doubt will use the 
hydrogen bomb immediately against Russia. The Americans would 
use it because they are in an exalted mood and have never suffered 
as Europe has suffered ; as a people they have no t even a  presenti
ment of what such things can mean. Also, to  do them justice, 
the rulers of America are prepared to  die for a  principle. So the 
result of a  Russian march through Europe would certainly be that 
most of us would die. I t is probable that the Russians know this 
well enough to prevent that march taking place. They are most 
likely therefore to wait and play their real cards during economic 
crisis ; even Russians think things out if you give them time enough.

But we live in a dynamic age ; we live dangerously. The fas
cination of this age is that anything can happen, good or bad ;' 
and What happens depends more than ever before upon ourselves.
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JUNG ON PSYCHOLOGY 
AND ALCHEMY. II.

by D. S. SAVAGE

HE JUNGIAN account of the unconscious is somewhat fluid
and elusive. Below the psyche’s conscious, waking surface, 

Jung tells us, there is a  more or less superficial layer o f the un
conscious which is undoubtedly personal; below this again is 
a deeper layer that does not derive from personal experience but 
is inborn. This collective unconscious is not individual but uni
versal, constituting a  psychic foundation, superpersonal in its nature, 
that is “ identical in,” although not, explicitly, common to, all 
Western men. Although Jung speaks of the contents of the col
lective unconscious, by which it is made “  sufficiently conscious for 
recognition ”  as the archetypes, deriving this term from St. August
ine’s explanatory paraphrase o f the Platonic ideas, he by no means at
tributes to  them a transcendent reality, but thinks of them as 
immanent in  the psyche. The Jungian psyche has been pictured 
as a house built above ground (the individual, personal conscious
ness), beneath which is a  cellar, the personal unconscious, each 
cellar having a  trapdoor leading down into a subterranean labyrinth 
o f great antiquity, where lie the traces left by our human and pre
human ancestors which have moulded the configuration o f the

In some o f his more recent pronouncements, nevertheless, Jung 
seems to  trench upon the “ subliminal self” outlined by the 
theorists o f psychical research. Thus, in Psychology and Alchemy, 
he writes : “  In  my experience the conscious mind can only claim 
a relatively central position and must put up with the fact that the 
unconscious psyche transcends and as it were surrounds it on all 
sides. Unconscious contents connect it backwards with physio
logical states on the one hand and archetypal data on the other. 
But it is extended forward by intuitions which are conditioned partly 
by archetypes and partly by subliminal perceptions depending

psyche.
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on the relativity of time and space in the unconscious.”  Compare 
this with an observation in G. N. M. Tyrrel’s The Personality o f  
Man — “ In telepathy and precognition we catch a  glimpse of 
something at work in the personality which bears no ordinary 
relation to space and time ; something, also, which is no mere 
unintelligent ‘ unconscious,’ but is full of planning and directed 
effort” Now what the psychical researchers claim to reveal is 
precisely the tenuousness of the borderline between psyche and 
nature, between thoughts and events, the subjective and the objective 
aspects of reality which in the Jungian conception are kept separate. 
“ If,” writes Tyrrel, “ the evidence of psychical research shows 
anything, it shows that the phenomena it studies are not ‘ super
natural ’. They are ‘ natural ’ in the sense of belonging to an 
ordered whole. They are evidently governed by different laws 
from those which govern the physical world ; but there is no reason 
to suppose that they are separated from the latter by any intrinsic 
boundary. There is probably continuity, the apparent sharp 
division being the result o f the limited character o f our sense- 
perception. We should regard para-normal phenomena as con
stituting an extension of the sphere o f nature ; but ‘ nature ’ with 
an extended meaning.”

The basic dualism in Jung’s thinking about the relations of 
psyche and nature is evidenced in many places ; take for instance 
the account of mythological origins given in The Integration o f  the 
Personality. There Jung asserts that myths are not to be inter
preted as solar, lunar, vegetal or other comparisons, but are to be 
seen as first and foremost psychic manifestations representing the 
nature of the psyche ; the mind of the primitive is “  little con
cerned with an objective explanation of obvious things,”  but has 
an irresistible unconscious urge to assimilate all experience through 
the outer senses into inner, psychic happening. “ All the myth
ologised occurrences of nature, such as summer and winter, the 
phases of the moon, the rainy seasons, and so forth, are anything 
but allegories of these same objective experiences, nor are they to 
be understood as ‘ explanations ’ of sunrise, sunset, and the rest of 
the natural phenomena. They are, rather, symbolic expressions 
for the inner and unconscious psychic drama that becomes accessible 
to human consciousness by way of projection — that is, mirrored 
in the events of nature. This projection is so thoroughgoing that 
it has taken several thousand years of culture to separate it in 
some measure from the outer object.” I do not know what this
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last sentence implies, if not that the end of human efforts is an entire 
detachment of the subject from the object ; for Jung does not, 
apparently, grasp that subject and object are correlatives and that 
their end can only be through reconciliation in a third term which 
transcends while embracing both. In leaving us suspended 
between an inner subject and an outer object in no way connected 
except that the one may serve as a passive frame for the “ pro
jection ” o f the other, he solves a mystery by submerging it in a 
mystery yet greater and more perplexing. At least it might have 
occurred to him that the human psyche which “ projects ” its drama 
upon the events of nature must have been itself formed and de
veloped through the ages by a corresponding “ introjection ”  o f 
those very events, and that the relation between them must therefore 
at bottom be somehow intrinsic and indissoluble.

We find the same dualism already present in the opening chapter 
of Psychology o f  the Unconscious, where it issues in a sharp dichotomy 
between the two types of thinking, “ directed ” and “ dream or 
phantasy ” thinking ; the first, of which the perfected expression 
is science and its resultant techniques, being “ incessantly occupied 
in stripping off all subjectivity from experience,” and the second, 
found pre-eminently in the mentality of children and primitives, 
founded upon an inextricable confusion of subject and object. 
This is a surprising over-simplification in that it leaves out of account 
that active region of the mind in which thought is imaginative, 
concrete and symbolic ; for directed thinking is not in fact syn
onymous with scientific objectivity, but must include that poetic 
or religio-philosophical way of thought which demonstrably and 
knowingly rests upon a mythic or symbolic foundation. Still, 
having made the dichotomy, how does Jung overcome it ? — as 
he needs must in order to proceed at all. Finding himself without 
a tertium quid to  bring the two distinct and opposed types of thinking 
into unity, he is forced to  the bare assertion that they are connected, 
when by definition they are not connected and having nothing in 
common. He asserts, bluntly : “  By means of phantastic thinking, 
directed thinking is connected with the oldest foundations of the 
human mind, which have been for a long time beneath the threshold 
of consciousness.”  The lacuna here would seem to match that 
between his view of “ psychological truth ” and truth as such, 
which enables him to  acknowledge the indispensability o f the 
religious symbol in the work of healing, while recommending the 
“  replacement ” of belief by understanding.
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Thus, throughout, the dualistic presupposition obstructs Jung’s 
intuitive grasp of psychological realities which demand a triune 
structure for their substantiation, that structure itself requiring a 
root of faith. This is especially so in the later works where he 
arrives at the concept of the “ self,” defined as “ a  virtual point 
between the conscious and the unconscious ” which provides the 
psyche with a new centre o f gravity, as the mysterious goal o f the 
psychic process. I t happens that the Self is a  central concept of 
mysticism. Mysticism holds that realisation o f the Self presumes 
a transcension of the dualities which condition m ortal existence — 
life/death, pleasure/pain, I/not-I — and the union o f  the individual 
will with the universal Logos. Jung’s “ se lf” is, therefore, a 
psychologised version of the Self o f mysticism, shorn o f its 
transcendental character and restricted to  a  position o f immanence 
in the psyche. Accordingly, when Jung comes to  comment upon 
the text of a  mystical work like the Golden Flower, he explains 
the attainment o f the psychological condition symbolised (for him) 
by the “ diamond body,” as a dualistic disinvolvement o f subject 
from object, when what the text really means is something quite 
different: the detachment alike from ego and non-ego through the 
slaying of desire and the consequent realisation of the Self which 
transcends and unites subject and object.

I  return to the point that what is needed in order to make in
telligible the findings o f analytical psychology is an account o f the 
unconscious which does not dualistically involve the suppression 
of nature for the sake of an introverted, capsulated psyche, but 
which is capable of making room for psyche and nature, mind 
and matter alike within a single system. There would be no great 
novelty in this : philosophical monism has a  long and honourable 
tradition. And in fact, such an account is to be found in an 
admirable work already extant when Jung was still a t school, The 
Philosophy o f Mysticism by Baron Carl du Prel, o f which an English 
translation appeared in 1889.

The unconscious for du Prel is not confined to  the human psyche 
as distinct from the world o f nature, but the term comprises all 
that ultimate reality or being which lies behind the phenomena 
of consciousness, both objective and subjective, and thus behind 
consciousness itself. To the question whether this ‘ unconscious ’ 
lies immediately behind our physically conditioned consciousness, 
or may be pushed back indefinitely, so that there is room (to quote 
the translator’s preface) for a root of conscious individuality, only
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relatively unconscious for the organism o f sense, du Prel finds an 
answer in the recognition of the psycho-physical “ threshold of 
sensibility,”  and in its occasional mobility or displacement. Du 
Prel links his conception with the organic world by pointing to the 
fact that in the scale of biological evolution, from the oyster to the 
man, organisation and consciousness rise- parallel to each other. 
In  other words, from the standpoint of every animal organism, 
external nature can be divided into two parts, which are the more 
unequal as the organic grade is lower. The one includes that 
part of nature with which the sense-apparatus establishes relations ; 
the other is for the organism in question transcendental, in that it 
lives in no relation to it. In the biological process the boundary
line between these two world-halves has been pushed continually 
forward in the same direction. The biological rise and the rise 
o f consciousness thus signify a  constant removal of the boundary 
between representation and reality at the cost of the transcendental 
part of the world, and in favour of the perceived part. With the 
increase in the number of senses and the rise in their functional 
ability, the psycho-physical threshold was continually pushed 
forward : influences behind it do not come into consciousness. 
There is thus a transcendental world, unknown to us, but which 
may be known in part through the shifting of the psycho-physical 
threshold, as it occurs in certain hypernormal psychical conditions 
— which have latterly been the subject of psychical research. There 
is also the possibility o f further evolution, further encroachment 
upon the transcendental world through a rise in the biological 
scale.

Correlative to this is the question of our self-consciousness. 
If  self-consciousness does not exhaust its object, then corresponding 
to the transcendental world must be a transcendental Ego ; and 
our sense of personality, by which we know ourselves as mere willing 
beings, does not coincide with our whole Ego. “  The sphere of 
our earthly personality would be only the smaller circle included 
in the larger concentric circle of our metaphysical subject, and the 
earthly self-consciousness would not cast its beams to the periphery 
of our being.”  This metaphysical subject is not in itself un
conscious, but only relatively so, as lying beyond the illuminated 
sphere o f the earthly self-consciousness. “ The thought that 
individuality extends its roots down into the thing-in-itself is thus 
at least logically admissible,” and : “  If there is a  transcendental 
Ego, we stand with only one foot of our being in the phenomenal
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world.”
Du Prel accounts for the dramatic process of dream-construction, 

and for forgetting and remembering, etc., in terms o f a  duality 
Of persons within the single subject. The individual lies this side 
and that side of the threshold o f sensibility, and the two halves are 
related as two scales of a balance, the one rises above the threshold 
as the other sinks below it. How far the soul, the unconscious, 
projects beyond the consciousness we do not know, except that the 
projection is very extensive. We have to  distinguish between 
our sense-consciousness, our soul-consciousness, and the still 
problematical Subject-consciousness.

. . . Representing these as three unequal circles one within 
the other, the sense-consciousness filling the smallest, the soul- 
consciousness the middle one, and the Subject-consciousness the 
largest, the periphery o f the innermost circle would stand for 
the psycho-physical threshold. By its displacement in the 
rising series to the ecstatic conditions, sleep, somnambulism, 
trance, apparent death, etc., the centre o f the inner circle is more 
and more obscured ; that is, the sense-consciousness tends more 
and more to disappear, but the circle itself is widened ; that is, 
the consciousness extends itself more over the region o f the 
so-called Unconscious. Already in common sleep the Ego of 
sense sinks ; in the magnetic sleep the line of the inner circle 
is so far thrown back towards the periphery of the outer one 
that the somnambulists speak of their sense-Ego — the inner 
circle — only in the third person.. . .  The content o f conscious
ness in these conditions naturally retains its full reality, even 
when it is dramatically transferred to another person. Now 
there is no condition of ecstasy in which the outermost circle 
can be completely reached. The proof of this is easily adduced. 
There is no condition of sleep with ecstasy without visions. 
Visions depend on the dramatic severance, but the latter is only 
possible on the condition that a conscious and an unconscious 
with a threshold dividing them, are both present. Whence it 
follows that the foundation of visions must be our own un
conscious spirit, with which we are in communication, and 
with dramatic severance, just because the consciousness does not 
illuminate the whole outer circle, but an Unconscious always 
remains.
There is nothing here which conflicts essentially with the empirical 

findings of analytical psychology, o r  for that matter of psychical 
research, and much that could go far to  substantiate th e m ; the 
conclusion that “ the foundation of visions must be our own un
conscious spirit” is already an anticipation of Freud and Jung, 
while the following plainly points toward Jung’s “ subliminal ”
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account of the psyche :
. . .  we must recognise that the Ego below the psycho-physical 
threshold, the so-called unconscious, is only relatively uncon
scious, from the standpoint of the Ego above the threshold of 
sensibility, not unconscious in itself. This transcendental half 
o f our being, lying beyond the sphere of our normal consciousness, 
stands in other relations to things than does the man of five senses, 
and has other modes of perception than his, and in these also 
the scale by which we measure time and space in the day-con
sciousness undergoes a change. When, however, this trans
cendental Ego comes forth in dream and somnambulism, its 
perception often takes on allegorical and symbolical forms, 
or even the form of the dramatic sundering of the Ego, and then, 
indeed, we should decline to superstition should we take this 
mere form of knowledge for real.

»  *  *  *  *

We have noted that Jung, while allowing to the alchemists some 
knowledge of the processes of psychical transformation, tacitly 
denies the possibility of a coincident physical transmutation. 
The reflections given below follow those already quoted concerning 
the alchemical imaginatio.

The singular expression “  astrum ” (star) is a  Paracelsian 
term, which in this context means something like “ quintessence ” . 
Imagination is therefore a  concentrated extract o f the life forces, 
both physical and psychic. So the demand that the artist must 
have a sound physical constitution is quite intelligible, since he 
works with and through his own quintessence and is himself 
the indispensable condition of his own experiment. But, just 
because of this intermingling of the physical and the psychic, 
it always remains an obscure point whether the ultimate trans
formations in the alchemical process are to be sought more in 
the material or more in the spiritual realm. Actually, however, 
the question is wrongly put : there was no “  either-or ” for that 
age, but there did exist an intermediate realm between mind 
and matter, i.e., a  psychic realm of subtle bodies whose character
istic it is to manifest themselves in a mental as well as a  material 
form. This is the only view that makes sense of alchemistic 
ways of thought, which must otherwise appear nonsensical. 
Obviously, the existence of this intermediate realm comes to a 
sudden stop the moment we try to investigate matter in and for 
itself, apart from all projection ; and it remains non-existent 
so long as we believe we know anything conclusive about matter 
or the psyche. But the moment when physics touches on the 

. “  untrodden, untreadable regions,”  and when psychology has 
at the same time to admit that there are other forms of psychic 
life besides the acquisitions of personal consciousness — in other 
words, when psychology too touches on an impenetrable dark-
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ness — then the intermediate realm o f subtle bodies comes ■ to
life again, and the physical and the psychic are once more
blended in an indissoluble unity.

“ We have,”  Jung enigmatically adds, “ come very near to  this 
turning-point today.”

Yet if we accept the hypothesis o f a movable threshold of sensibility 
which marks off our conscious ego with its limited area of perceived 
reality, from our Subject with its field of transcendental knowledge, 
then the dichotomy of “ psyche ” and “ nature ” has already been 
resolved. Matter and force, du Prel points out, as distinct and 
separate entities, are mere mental abstractions which are never in 
experience found a p a r t; their apparent dualism Is referable to 
a dualism in our powers of perception, since it pertains to  the 
position o f the psycho-physical threshold whether the force side or 
the material side of the nature o f things is perceived, they being 
always present together, and only distinguishable in thought. 
Every force acting upon us must thus have its material side, even 
if it is not sensible to us : what is for us insensible is no t therefore 
immaterial. If  the dualism of matter and force is suppressed, all 
metaphysic must from the standpoint o f another faculty of per
ception be only physics. I f  all matter is visible force, and all force 
invisible matter, it depends simply on the position o f  the threshold, 
whether I can read the thought o f another, o r whether I  not even 
feel its impact. Our senses, then, are a  quite arbitrary and relative 
scale by which to assign the boundary between m atter and force, 
body and mind. Each threshold of sensibility draws the boundary 
at a different place. “ Below all senses there must be the insensible, 
and the aggregate conditions of solid, fluid and gaseous are only 
condensed products o f a fourth aggregate condition, which Faraday 
and Crookes term radiant matter, and in which m atter — from the 
standpoint o f our sensibility — appears volatilised into bare force.” 
The more the material side of a thing presents itself to us, as in a 
block of granite, the more its force side disappears ; the more the 
force side emerges, as in thought, the more its material side vanishes. 
But it is inadmissible to regard this ideal distinction of force and 
matter, mind and body, as a real separation, and to hypostasise 
these two sides of a thing as independent Which provokes the 
reflection that perhaps the alchemists were sounder in  their views 
on the materiality of the “ diamond body”  than Jung is disposed 
to allow.

Now Jung finds the mysterious goal o f the individuation-process,
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which he assimilates psychologically to the alchemical opus, to be 
the production o f a new centre of personality, the “ self,”  which 
is “  not only the centre but also the whole circumference which 
embraces both conscious and unconscious ; it is the centre of this 
totality, just as the ego is the centre of the conscious mind.” How 
does this fit into the above schema ?

In our self-consciousness, according to du Prel, is revealed, not 
our whole Subject, but only our Ego posited in the phenomenal 
world. We have therefore to distinguish our transcendental Subject 
from the Ego, the self-consciousness of sense. Now in this Subject, 
a priori to our whole sense-phenomenon, the. dualism between 
our organism (subject) and organically mediated consciousness 
(object) is certainly annulled ; but in its place there arises another 
and deeper dualism, namely that between the transcendental being 
on the one side, and our organic phenomenal form with its sense- 
consciousness on the other side. There is thus simultaneous 
duplication of persons in the single Subject, and we are simul
taneously members o f two worlds, the phenomenal world to which 
we are tied by our senses and the transcendental world in which 
our Subject already lives, and of which we become conscious only 
through a shifting o f the psycho-physical threshold. Because its 
transcendental faculties are not mediated by the sense-organism, 
but are evinced in spite o f it, it is apparent that our transcendental 
Subject is the life-principle in us : as organising principle in us, 
it is for the organism, a priori, prior to it, our earthly phenomenal 
form being only its transitory tracing.

Since the biological process is a  raising of the unconscious into 
the conscious, making the possession of the Subject the. possession 
of the person, and its ideal consummation coincides with the 
transcendental existence o f our Subject, the transcendental faculties 
o f the. latter, glimpsed by us in hypemormal states, provide us with 
the sole opportunity o f anticipating in thought the biological 
process also. This progress presses into a world which is, in its 
kind, material and subject to law, and to which as Subjects we 
already belong. More, the biological aim of our existence coincides 
for the race with the transcendental aim for the individual. We 
attain the aim of earthly existence, says du Erel, when we subordinate 
the interests o f our person to  those of the Subject. Herein is the 
explanation o f conscience : the moral imperative comes ultimately 
from the transcendental Subject; and the conflict in us between 
two wills, the one rational, the other egoistical and unjust, is explained
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by the thorough difference of the situation of the pre-existing 
Subject, a member of the transcendental order of things, and its 
transient phenomenal form in the world of sense.

But to return to the mystical conception of the realisation o f the 
Self through a transcending of the dualities o f mortal life, and to 
Jung’s “ integration and birth o f (the) superior personality. . .  
invulnerable to emotional entanglements and violent upheavals,”  
which he identifies with the alchemical “ diamond body It 
would appear, would it not, that the approximation of our Ego 
(in du Prel’s language) to our transcendental Subject must result 
precisely in “ the production of a  new centre o f personality ”  which 
would in very fact be located at “ a virtual point between the 
conscious and the unconscious,” seeing that our Subject and its 
field is unconscious to the personality o f sense ; and in this respect 
at least analytical psychology is accommodated within the wider 
scope of a  philosophy of mysticism. “ I f  such a  transposition 
succeeds,” Jung says in the Golden Flower, “ it results in doing 
away with participation mystique (i.e., non-differentiation between 
subject and object), and there develops a personality who, so to  
speak, suffers only in the inferior parts o f himself, but in the superior 
region is singularly detached from painful as well as pleasing 
events.” This detachment appertains, not to the ego, but to the 
Self; and it is therefore remarkable that du Prel should adduce 
instances which prove that the transcendental being considers the 
personality of sense in a  purely objective relation — “ in an attitude 
of as much indifference to its fate as to that o f a  stranger — as it 
must be, since the two halves of the being lie this side and that side 
of a threshold of sensibility.” Moreover, there is nothing to 
exclude the inference that this indifference o f the transcendental 
consciousness, which regards objectively the pleasure and pain 
of the ordinary man, and estimates it according to  a standard of 
its own, extends to the whole sum of our fate in life. Insofar as 
we shift the centre of our existence from our ego to  our Self, there
fore, we shall ourselves share in this indifference to  our personal 
fate ; shall, in other words, be “  singularly detached from painful 
as well as pleasing events We may, further, come into pos
session of subliminal faculties ; and there is nothing to  contradict 
the alchemical supposition that there will be a  transmutation of 
our physical organism. Du Prel says :

If there takes place biological adaptation to  the same trans
cendental world to which we as Subjects already belong, the
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identity o f both worlds being apparent from the fact that this 
Subject is the true quintessence and supporter of our phenomenal 
earth-form, then must this quintessence, as the monistic cause 
at once o f our bodily phenomenon and of our earth-consciousness, 
determine, both organically and mentally, the future man, and 
conduct him further and further into the transcendental mode of 
existence. The difficulty that we are so disposed to think of 
every supersensuous existence as immaterial, and of every 
material existence as one of gross substance, disappears when 
we recognise the dualism of force and substance as existing 
only for the mode of perception. If force and substance are 
only two inseparable sides of one thing, we cannot disclaim 
materiality altogether for our transcendental Subject, even if 
only in the sense of a fourth aggregate condition ; we can but 
conceive in the bosom of the biological future an organism of 
a mode of existence like that of our Subject. If  thus considering 
the question we proceed from nature, we can already recognise 
in the succession of her kingdoms, from the stone, through the 
vegetable and animal up to man, a  continual material attenua
tion ; proceeding from the transcendental Subject, we cannot 
logically represent its existence, as we attain to it in death, as 
diametrically different from the earthly.

The employment here o f the alchemical term “ quintessence” 
to denote the Subject, the Self, as supporter and informer of our 
phenomenal earth-form and the cause equally of our physical 
frame and our sense-consciousness, is perhaps accidental: it is 
nevertheless suggestive. The “ fourth aggregate condition” of 
matter in which the physical aspect o f our Subject may perhaps 
be found, and in  which, from the standpoint o f our sensibility, 
matter must appear volatilised into bare force, du Prel refers to  as 
“ radiant matter ”  — a quintessential substance of which the 
aggregate conditions o f gaseous, fluid and solid known to us are 
but condensed products. We touch here on the four elements 
o f alchemy, and o f the tradition behind alchemy. Brewer {Diet. 
Phrase & Fable) has : “ The ancient Greeks said there are four 
elements o r forms in which matter can exist :—Fire, or the im
ponderable form ; air, or the gaseous form ; water, or the liquid 
form ; and earth, or the solid form: The Pythagoreans added a  
fifth, which they called ether, more subtile and pure than fire, and 
possessed o f an orbicular motion. This element, which flew 
upwards at creation, and out o f which the stars were made, was 
called the fifth essence ; quintessence, therefore, means the most 
subtile extract o f a  body that can be procured.” ,

There is some interesting information about the symbolism of
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the four elements, in which psychology is integrated with cosmology, 
in Colin Still’s book, The Timeless Theme (1936). I f  we bear in 
mind that what Jung has stumbled upon in his researches into 
the soul is the process of regeneration, we shall find it o f interest 
to compare what Still has to say on the same theme ; for Still, 
who appeals throughout to mystical tradition, is principally con
cerned with the elemental symbolism in the initiation rites o f the 
Greek mysteries, those rites being concerned precisely with 
regeneration, and thus having much in common with the symbolism 
of alchemy. Behind the experiences o f the pagan initiation, then, 
says Still, lay a complete philosophy, o f which each o f  the incidents 
in the ritual proceeding allegorised a salient feature. It was a 
philosophy of Redemption, and its ceremonies were designed as 
a reversal of the process of descent through the elements implied 
by the Fall.

Granted what we learn from writers on occultism, that the real 
elements are not physical, but are the informing, energising principle 
of the physical phenomena, Still tells us tha t from the earliest 
times the physical body o f man has been described as earthly, the 
emotional part o f him as watery, the rational part as airy, and the 
intuitional part as fiery or aethereal. He relates this to the ancient 
belief that the human constitution comprises, besides the physical 
body, a series of super-physical bodies or vehicles.

Earth physical body.
Water the sensuous or passional or impressional element in 

man — the ‘ natural ’ or ‘ psychic ’ body. The Egypt
ian Ka, the Zoharic Nephesh, and the Greek Psyche.

Air rational, intellectual o r spiritual element in  man.
Ba, Ruach and Pneuma.

Fire supergaseous state o f matter (‘ water above the firm
am ent’ in Genesis). Aether. The divine or in
tuitional element in m an — the ‘ heavenly’ body. 
Khyu, Neshamah, and Nous.

These four main bodies in the human constitution are the four 
main planes through which the consciousness rises and falls in 
the cycle of subjective moods — a passage from earth to  water 
“ may be employed as a piece of natural symbolism to represent 
a rising of the consciousness from the physical plane to the plane 
of sensuous emotion ” . Turning from microcosm to macrocosm, 
he continues, we find that ancient mystical philosophies regarded 
the external universe as itself consisting of four main spheres, 
likewise designated by the four elements, and conceived as regions
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of habitation during this life and the “ next

Stated in terms of natural symbolism, death consists in the 
Soul’s shedding of the successive elements as bodies and in its 
concurrent ascent through the successive elements as regions of 
habitation. Thus at death the Soul sheds the EARTHLY body 
and quits the region of EARTH. Clothed now in the WATERY 
body, it passes to the region of WATER. It then sheds the 
WATERY body ; and, clothed in the AIRY body, it rises to 
the region of AIR. Finally, when perfectly purified, it sheds 
the AIRY body ; and, clothed now in the FIERY body as in 
a  ‘ fiery garment,’ it rises to the region of FIRE (AETHER).

As to the former aspect of this dual process (incarnation 
and “ death ”), note that the shedding of the successive bodies, 
when it is expressed in terms of the elements, corresponds to the 
changes whereby objective matter turns from the solid state 
into the liquid and front the liquid state into the gaseous. In 
short, death is a process in the microcosm which is analogous 
to  the process of rarefaction in the macrocosm. Similarly, of 
course, incarnation is analogous to condensation.

Still, o f course, has much more to say on this theme ; but so 
much is sufficient to  indicate how closely these traditional beliefs 
correspond with du Prel’s hypothesis ; how they accord with the 
alchemical writings ; and how little they need conflict with the 
purely psychological findings of Jung. To conclude: “ The 
spiritual regeneration of man,” writes Franz Hartmann in his 
Paracelsus (c. 1890), “ requires the opening of his inner senses, 
and this, again, involves the development o f the internal organs 
of the spiritual body, while the latter is intimately connected with 
the physical form. Thus this regeneration is not an entirely 
spiritual process, but productive also of great changes in the physical 
body. He who rejects, neglects, or despises his physical body, 
as long as he has not outgrown the necessity o f having such a 
corporeal form, may be compared to  the yolk in an egg wanting 
to be free from the white of the egg and the shell, without having 
grown into a  bird.”
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THEATRE IN LONDON
by ROY WALKER

ONWARD CHRISTIAN SABOTEURS ?

“ THE DEVIL’S G EN ERA L” by CARL ZUCKM AYER

A MERICA expects that the entertainment world will do its 
duty, for instance by helping to  reconcile Western public 

opinion to collaboration with the German armed forces. Con
temporary Teutonic warrior heroes, who atoned for helping Hitler 
by repentance, resistance and a violent end, are promptly discovered, 
and Hollywood succeeded so far with a  romantic film biography 
of Rommel that a sequel was called for. The success o f the Rommel 
films in London may have done something to encourage the West 
End commercial theatre, which for years after the W ar had baulked 
at Peter Ustinov’s High Balcony, an understanding anti-Nazi study 
of German reactions to the war, to put on Carl Zuckmayer’s ram
shackle but exciting melodrama The Devil’s  General, with similarly 
gratifying results. What James Mason did for Rommel and the 
Wehrmacht on the screen, Trevor Howard did also for Ernst 
Udet and the Luftwaffe in a flamboyantly attractive performance 
at the Savoy Theatre. For although the general who turns out to 
be one of hell’s angels is called Harras in the play, it is in fact the 
myth about Udet that Zuckmayer concocted in America after 
reading press reports of Udet’s death in an air c ra sh .. Like the 
rehabilitation of Rommel, the Zuckmayer version o f Udet’s end 
has been hailed in Germany as an almost miraculous revelation of 
what really took place. As presented in the American sector of 
Berlin, even in an indifferent production and with acting on the 
whole undistinguished, The Devil’s General was about the most 
successful post-war German play, at least up to  1949, when the 
Berlin correspondent of the Manchester Guardian wrote a memorable 
appraisal, printed on 30th July.
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For dramatic reasons, to say nothing of considerations of public 
psychology and perhaps also the awkward absence of convincing 
evidence of earlier conversion, both the Rommel film and the 
Udet play have to  show the revolt of their protagonists as a last- 
minute affair, and as consisting even then of little more than moral 
assent to the plotting o f an underground resistance in which they 
took no overt or effective part, but upon which they set the seal 
of a  martyr’s death. The resistance in the film consisted chiefly 
of Sir Cedric Hardwicke being simultaneously sinister and 
sententious. But drama is obliged to be ,more explicit about 
motives, and the test of Zuckmayer’s play is its portrayal of the 
motives o f the engineer Oderbruch, who is sending his closest 
friends and comrades to their death day by day in sabotaged aircraft.

A similar problem occupied Charles Morgan in The River Line 
and is there not so much solved as sublimated by the assumption 
of the innocence of the victim and, in some mystical sense, of his 
forgiveness of the death instantly and treacherously meted out 
when he believed himself among friends and comrades. The real 
problem o f what may be briefly called resistance ethics has been 
dramatically treated by Jean-Paul Sartre. The Flies achieved only 
a single belated Sunday night performance in  London, and although 
the white-hot passion aroused by the German occupation during 
which it was written compels respect, its vindication of terrorism 
without tears, o f slaughter of one’s own mother without remorse, 
would strike English audiences as a gospel no less inhuman than 
that it seeks to overthrow. I t is, however, compatible with the 
whole Sartrian philosophy of existentialism. In much the same 
way, Zuckmayer might have made Oderbruch a  Communist, another 
contemporary philosophy that has no place for personal scruples 
that inhibit action deemed socially expedient. But although 
Harras gets most of the limelight, Oderbruch is the real, hero of 
the play. The war-time alliance was over and to the Catholic 
dramatist, to  say nothing of his friends in Vermont and the 
American sector o f Berlin, an Oderbruch whose loyalties stretched 
across the Oder was intolerable.

Nevertheless, the Manchester Guardian correspondent described 
Oderbruch in  the Berlin production as communist-inclined and at 
least one o f the several actors Who have undertaken the part took 
it  for granted he was to play a  Communist until the final pages of 
his script undeceived him. I  am informed that there were indeed 
“ misunderstandings” about Oderbruch’s politics and that Herr
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Zuckmayer was much distressed by them. He, it is explained, 
never intended to present the betrayer of his closest friends as 
anything but a good Christian, which leaves unanswered the 
question of how the misunderstandings arose. I t does seem, 
however, that the full German script, which was substantially cut 
for the London production, had Oderbruch starting to repeat 
the Lord’s Prayer as Harras crashes to his death in a  plane for 
whose sabotage Oderbruch himself is responsible. The London 
version makes him not a  Bishop’s but a  Pastor’s nephew, thereby 
presumably transferring the responsibility to  the Lutherans. Cyril 
Luckham admirably suggests the inner discipline o f fanaticism 
but the scene is fundamentally unplayable. In  Berlin the audience 
hated Oderbruch for his ideals and for his treachery, and in London 
the more intelligent critics were revolted by the glib identification 
of Christianity and betrayal, while the public appeared to  experience 
a sort of transient moral stupefaction.

One does not necessarily doubt that both Catholic and Lutheran 
Christians in Germany during the War may have felt it their duty 
to act as Oderbruch does in the play. But while Communists and 
Sartrian existentialists might do so consistently with their philo
sophies (if not with their essential common humanity), between 
treachery and Christianity, which is both a matter o f personal 
salvation and transcendental rather than terrestial allegiances, there 
is an innate contradiction that may not be passed over in  a  serious 
drama. “ Those who come after, they will have their songs,” 
said Oderbruch in the London version. But is it  conceivable that 
one of them will be “  Onward Christian Saboteurs ”  ? Would 
the martyrs of the catacombs have been as wholly admirable if  
they had committed all the crimes against Rome o f which they 
were falsely accused ? As a playgoer wrote o f a  Hamburg per
formance of The Devil's General, “  it  is not psychologically possible 
to bring about the death o f one’s best comrades and yet remain 
a man with principles and a conscience Or a t least a  man who 
can reconcile the deed with Christian principles and a  clear 
Christian conscience.

34



NEW BOOKS
LORD NORWICH A ND  LORD WINTERTON

Old M en Forget. The Autobiography of Duff Cooper. H art
Davis, 21s.

Orders o f  th e  D ay. By The R t  Hon. Earl Wiuterton, P .C . .
Cassell, 21s.

T O  SEE OURSELVES as others see us — is it a  gift ? Or is it 
A the very opposite, something we should on no account wish for 

anyone we care about ? In  his memoirs, Lord Norwich portrays 
himself, presumably, quite truthfully as he imagines himself to  be — 
statesman, author, man o f the world — and, as he writes well 
and almost succeeds in giving an impression of calm and balance, 
his book may be read in the future, and he taken a t his own 
valuation, by those who seek to  discover from contemporary 
sources why England finds herself in her present reduced circum
stances.

This book is, o f course, not only by, but also about, Mr. Duff 
Cooper, who tells of his childhood, school, Oxford; o f the years when 
he worked as a  clerk in the Foreign Office, and the six months at the 
end of the first world war when he was in the army. He tells o f his 
entry into politics, and the various ministerial offices he occupied ; 
then his resignation after the Munich crisis, and how, on Septem
ber 1st, 1939, when he heard that “  the second World War had 
begun . . .  my heart felt lighter than it had felt for a year ” . He 
describes his indignation and worry next day — “ we went to the 
Savoy Grill. I  felt I  could eat nothing, but dealt very successfully 
with a cold grouse ” — lest, after all, the Allies should fail to 
declare war on Germany, and his relief when finally they did so.

His praise o f his own talents he reinforces with numerous 
quotations from his fan-mail : “ I  had a talent for public speaking ” 
he tells us. The present reviewer never heard him in the House of 
Commons, so cannot judge his parliamentary performances which 
are said to have been on a high level ; on the public platform he 
was very poor, delivering not a  speech but a  rather dull lecture, 
and losing his temper with interrupters. That is the key to  much 
o f his character. “  I  am apt to  become heated in argument ”  he 
says. A t how many o f the pleasant dinner parties and luncheons 
to  which he refers did the veins on his forehead start out, as he 
seemed to approach apoplexy, as the result o f some trivial difference 
o f opinion ? The interesting part about this performance was 
its effect on those present. Let no one imagine that the sight o f
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a middle-aged Cabinet Minister raging in fury at a fellow-guest 
in a private house was alarming, for, unless an actual burst was 
feared, it was not. Any stranger present must have been rather 
amazed ; but it was such an everyday occurrence that it aroused 
no more than a  feeling of mildest irritation, embarrassment, or 
amusement, according to the temperament o f the onlookers. “  Little 
Duff did a veiners last night ” his companions would relate, and 
no one was in the least surprised to hear it. He tells much about 
his private, as a background to his public, life, so it is as well to 
get it in perspective ; it is in the light o f this rather excitable 
personality that the events described in his book should be read 
and judged.

It is worth while to take a careful look at the photographs he 
has chosen to illustrate it — the neat little boy, the vulgar youth 
with a cigarette hanging out o f his mouth ; the cocky M.P. 
standing beside his beautiful wife, wearing her famous “  M adonna ” 
expression but minus the decorative bandages ; the ambassador in 
his library, looking very weary, as if he had just calmed down after 
a particularly violent veiners.

Mr. Duff Cooper first entered Parliament as Tory member for 
Oldham. He lost his seat in 1929, and was nursing the Winchester 
constituency when St. George’s Westminster fell vacant and the 
Press lords put up an anti-Baldwin Conservative candidate of 
their own in the resulting bye-election. He decided to fight as 
official candidate! This was an election which tested the power 
of the popular press : the Daily Mail, Daily Express, Evening 
News and Evening Standard — “ every issue o f each of them was 
devoted to damaging my cause ” — had a good case. “  Discontent 
with Baldwin’s leadership was not confined to  those who doubted 
the wisdom of his Indian policy ” writes the author. Lord Beaver- 
brook, who “ fought hard and spoke daily ” sought to  dissuade 
him from standing. “  He felt sure I  should lose.” But “  I won 
by more than five thousand votes ” — and as to  Baldwin “ the 
Press lords by their attack had strengthened his position” .

The highlight of Mr. Duff Cooper’s political career was his 
resignation after Munich. He resigned, apparently, because he 
thought England should go to war then and there, though as First 
Lord of the Admiralty and a former Secretary of State for War 
he must have been fully aware of her unpreparedness. On 
September 28th, 1938, he notes in his diary : “ I  lunched at Buck’s 
with Diana and the Cranbornes. They are of course boiling with 
anti-government indignation ” . Lord Cranborne must have been 
longing to resign, but could not do so for the excellent reason 
that he had resigned already a few months before, over Abyssinia. 
(He had boiled when the Prime Minister decided to  discuss our 
differences with Mussolini, he boiled again when he went to  discuss 
our differences with Hitler, and more recently he seems to have 
simmered at the thought of the present Prime Minister discussing 
with Malenkov ways and means of ending the cold war. Nobody
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minds such ministers resigning ; unfortunately this time he did 
not do so ; both his chiefs were ill and he was able to do his worst 
as Acting Foreign Secretary.)

Was Mr. Duff Cooper’s resignation the wise act o f a  seifless 
and high principled statesman ? Was it a futile gesture, a  sort o f 
veiners in public ? Or was there a resemblance to Georges Mandel, 
who, like him, knew the state o f his country’s defences, but was 
quite happy at the prospect of war ? He gives the following account 
of a visit to the latter in March 1940 when he was Minister for the 
Colonies : “  I saw Mandel, who was gay and brave. I  asked him 
about the French air force, of which I had heard disquieting reports. 
He laughed and said that every time he asked about it he was told 
there were fewer machines than when he last enquired. He seemed 
so cheerful I thought I had misheard him, but he had meant what 
he said.” Very funny no doubt — for France ; but considering 
everything, would not “ frivolous and irresponsible ” meet the case 
better than “ gay and brave ” ? However all this may be, Mr. 
Duff Cooper is proud of his resignation, pleased with the speech 
he made, and altogether very much satisfied. Perhaps he imagines 
he was being gay and brave too — brave, because “ political 
acquaintances cut me ” and because when he visited France “ I  
was distressed to  find that my French friends were even more 
enthusiastic in their support of the Munich policy than were the 
majority of my friends in England, and that there were fewer 
exceptions The Prime Minister was relieved to see him go, 
and Hitler saw that the war party in England had gained another 
recruit. Mr. D uff Cooper frankly admits that many o f  his con
temporaries regarded him as a war-monger, and quotes some of 
their letters abusing him. H e seems to be proud o f it.

So much for the statesman. Now for the writer. He has 
produced an excellent life o f Talleyrand, a  good life o f Haig, and 
a  novel with the embarrassing title Operation Heartbreak. He 
tells us that he has always loved poetry, and aspired to  be a poet. 
He has composed verse on and off all his life, and is good enough 
to include a  few examples o f his work so that we may judge for 
ourselves the poetic talent o f a  m an who, although he understands 
the German language, writes “  Heine is the only German writer in 
whom I really delighted ” . Thus he dismisses Goethe, Schiller 
and Holderlin — the very pinnacle o f poetic genius. (He admits 
he is tone-deaf and does not like music.) Here are a couple of 
verses from a poem he wrote on the outbreak of war in 1939 :

Oh England, use us once again 
Mean tasks will match the old ;
Our twiddling thumbs can hold the skein 
From  which the wool is roll’d.
I t  may not be. N ot ours to fight,
N ot unto us, O Lord,
Shall twice in life be given the right 
To serve Thee with the sword.
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He sent this effort to the Editor of the Times, but “  he neither 
published the verses nor answered the letter He probably felt 
it was the kindest thing to do.

The best part of Old Men Forget, and by far the taost interesting, 
is about General de Gaulle and his relations with Sir Winston 
Churchill and President Roosevelt. It is an almost incredible 
story, from which Mr. Duff Cooper, who served as Ambassador 
first in Algiers and later in Paris, emerges with great credit. He 
endured endless snubs, frustrations and rebuffs in his efforts to 
prevent England and France, or rather their capricious and huffy 
rulers, from quarrelling fatally at the end of the war. The fact 
that the two countries had every interest in common would not 
in itself have been enough to keep them united, given the characters 
of the men involved. Eight months after the end o f the war, with 
Roosevelt dead and Churchill and de Gaulle out o f office, this 
particular danger had passed. In 1947 Mr. Duff Cooper was 
recalled, and an Ambassador whose views were more in accord 
with those of the English government o f the day was installed in 
his place. He had, apparently, learnt nothing. Although in 1946 
he wrote : “  Today the mighty arm of Russia is paramount in the 
countries that are nearest to her borders, and the muscular fingers 
of that arm are busy in the lands that lie beyond. In  no European 
country is there a Communist majority, but almost everywhere 
the Communists are gaining ground because of the support from 
abroad on which they know they can rely,” yet in 1947 he says : 
“ He (Bevin) said there was only one point on which he agreed with 
me, namely that the danger stiff came from Germany rather than 
from Russia ” .

Politician, author, man of the world — it is a  far cry from the 
old song, referring to his famous wife, which went :

Who is Mr. Pankhurst ? Who is Mr. Humphrey W ard ?
Who is Duff Cooper — not Lady but Lord ?

Unfortunately however, it remains true, as a witty person remarked, 
that a little Norwich is a dangerous thing. Such little influence 
as he was able to exert in the ’thirties was a dangerous influence, 
for England and for Europe, as we can now all too clearly see.

Lord Winterton’s memories of the House of Commons cover 
the period 1904 to 1951. The book is not, in its terms of reference, 
an autobiography ; there are no cold grouse, no Miracle, no poems 
to beguile us. Lord Winterton is obviously not such a practised 
writer, and possibly not such a clever man as Lord Norwich, yet 
his book is of lasting value as a record of English politics.

He has the rare gift, so valuable in a Parliamentarian, of being 
able to judge a speech, a debating point, or even a  rude retort 
with himself as target, strictly on its merits, and distributes praise 
among the talented on both sides of the House. He also realises, 
which is very clever of him, and unusual in a real House of Commons

n , that House of Commons jokes generally seem much less funny
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when repeated outside than they did at the time they were made, 
so much do they depend on atmosphere and timing. He frequently 
compares the House with a school presided over by the Speaker- 
headmaster ; (a Speaker like Colonel Clifton Brown was not 
nearly severe enough with the unruly boys, he tells us, and looked 
far too benign) and on May 2nd, 1940, he notes in his diary : 
“ Very grave news. The Boches have now taken . . .  Amiens and 
Abbeville. Notwithstanding these events the House of Commons 
at its very worst at question time — frivolity, foolish chaff and 
indulgence in ridiculous argum ents. . . ” and he adds : “ I  have 
remarked before that the House of Commons sometimes shows 
its anxiety and nervousness on great and serious occasions during 
question time by behaviour reminiscent o f an infants’ school ” .

The pages o f Hansard for the last half century are sprinkled with 
Lord Winterton’s interruptions and ejaculations ; nobody was in 
more rows, and he was quick to  anger. In  moments o f tension, 
he says, “  the centre vein of my forehead swells — a characteristic 
I  share with Sir Alfred Duff Cooper ” . Nevertheless he remained 
through it all a  well-mannered, public spirited English gentleman, 
without a trace o f spite in his character.

His fault, as an historian, is that he is often too generous. After 
writing a  passage eulogising President Roosevelt he showed it to 
an American friend, who said : “  Yes, I  know, it’s the same story 
with everyone who meets him for the first tim e . . .  that is his harlot’s 
charm Lord Winterton was very much annoyed by this, and 
writes : “  I t is easy to be cynical about Presidents and Prime 
M inisters.. . .  But I prefer not to be cynical about Franklin D. 
Roosevelt.” There is virtue in this naive approach, for it de
monstrates a fact so often ignored by the historian who has never 
left his study — namely, the power of charm in a politician to dazzle 
even such an old hand at the game as the author of this book. 
It is a quality shared by all who rise to the very top in politics in 
every country in the world, and nothing is harder to explain or 
to define.

Lord Winterton visited another famous charmer, Lloyd George, 
in 1941. “ His main theme was that, whoever won the war, the 
end of it would see Western civilisation in ruins, with little chance 
of the re-emergence of Britain as a great Power within the lifetime 
of the youngest person alive. Though it was a  dark and gloomy 
day, with deep snow on the ground, I left Mr. Lldyd George’s house 
without any great feeling of depression about what he had said 
to me, because I thought it represented the views of an old and tired 
man who would be naturally inclined to look at matters in a pessi
mistic way ; but I  have often pondered on his words since then. 
It was not a  fashionable view at the time, as everyone forced them
selves to  believe that when Nazism and Fascism were destroyed 
a  great new era o f hope would begin for the world,” he writes.

Mr. Lloyd George’s plea in the House of Commons, early in 
the war, that we should negotiate peace while there was yet time
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to save England and Europe from disaster had called forth a furious 
speech from Mr. Duff Cooper, denouncing the old war leader for 
defeatism. It is easy enough now to see which of these two men 
was righ t; but the counsels of sanity, balance and foresight were 
disregarded, while silliness and hysteria triumphed.

Orders o f  the Day contains much that is interesting and much 
that is amusing ; also the best defence of the Munich settlement 
and the most intelligent attack on Socialist policy in Africa yet 
written by any Tory, It is worth reading for these alone ; let no 
one be put off this book by the rather unappetizing extracts which 
have been appearing in a Sunday paper.

D.M.

Short Story

LATE ROMANS
by DESMOND STEWART

Chi ti tradi? qual arte o qual fatica
O qual tanta possanza
Valse a spogliarti il manto e I'auree bende ?
Come cadesti o quando
Da tanta allezza in c6si basso loco?
Nessun pugna per te ? non ti defende 
Nessunde' tuoi? L'armi, qua I'amti: io solo 
Combatterd, procumberd sol to.
Dammi, o del, che sia foco 
Agl’ italici petti il sangue mio.

BETWEEN them the red and white check cloth was taut.
Neither the Englishman nor the Italian would let go. The 

line of the Italian’s lips was grim, his eyes vast. The Englishman’s 
face was pale.
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“  You admit it, then ? ”
“ Why should I ? ”
“ If you cannot see why . . . ”
“ But I  cannot.”
He sighed and relaxed his grip, and stood angrily confronting 

Luke, his short curly hair as resilient .as his anger.
“ In which case,”  with great sarcasm, “ I  don’t want your 

apologies.”
The other tables were empty, and the alcove for the small or

chestra with its backcloth o f a southern coast was bare. The fat 
host of the Promessi Sposi was polishing glasses regardless o f their 
quarrel : he was used to  severer.

Luke, down from Oxford, but still gauche, clumsily pulled out 
a chair. “  W on’t  you sit down ? ”

The other smiled, “  O .K.” . He sat down opposite .to  Luke, 
and they smiled a t each other sceptically. Then with an impulsive 
surge he seized Luke’s hand.

“ Is there a need to  be enemies ? ”
“ None that I  can see.”
But the Italian shook his head doubtfully.
“ You’re still in the wrong.”
“ About Beginning the Beguine ? ”
“ So you do know ! ”
“ But I  tell you, I  don’t  like it. I, too, prefer Verdi.”
“  But you had it played.”
“ My friend did.”
“ Which one, the m an or the woman ? ”
“ The man.”
“ Was he another Englishman ? ”
“ No, one of you.”
“ An Italian ? He must have been an  aristocrat.” H e said the 

last word as though it were an  insult.
“  He is.”
The young student swivelled in  his chair, and said to  the host, 

“ Un mezzo litro ” . A  flask o f frothing carmine was put before 
them ; the glasses were as stout as bottles.

“ The aristocrats are no good, bu t if he’s your friend . . . ”
“ I  hardly know if  he is. He’s no t in Rome any more.”
He showed trium phant teeth.
“ He can’t  ever have been - if  absence does that.”
Luke sipped bis wine, reflecting on the incident which had caused
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his outburst. The cafe, at about nine o’clock, had been half full, 
a pool o f light behind the sombre mass o f Santa M aria Maggiore. 
Carlo had parked his car near the station, and they had both worn 
old clothes. ‘ Sometimes, infrequently, there are some unboring 
people there, rough strange people from that quarter. Other times, 
just Italians eating pasta.’ Instead o f amusing people, two shabby 
young men had been listening to the orchestra, which had been 
sawing through selections from Verdi. ‘ Waiter,’ Carlo had said, 
languid and peremptory even in his open shirt and oldest jacket,
* tell them to stop that row and play something only ten years out 
of date.’ He had sent a tip, and when the orchestra broke off, and 
began Cole Porter, the two Italians had counted out small paper 
change and had left the cafe in anger. ‘ They are mad,’ the waiter 
had said apologetically, ‘ poor, man-boys, still thinking of the 
Impero.’

“ Carlo, the man with me, is a strange person.”
The young man wiped his mouth, and then said grimly :
“ Tragic for Italy.”
“ But for himself, even more ; what you call aristocrats have the 

same problems, they are not to be envied.”
“ They are to be despised, when they have the benefits, but none 

of the greatness, o f aristocracy.”
Luke remembered Carlo, his boredom, his misery, his sudden 

and absurd fears.
“ You think him a  traitor ? ”
The Italian eyes suddenly seemed to examine Luke, suspiciously, 

guarded. “ Not necessarily. It may be that he was against 
Mussolini. But culturally, that is the point, he is a  traitor to 
Italy. Imagine a true Italian asking for jazz in preference to  
Verdi — now when the wards lost, when there are American soldiers 
everywhere in Italy.”

“ But everyone in Italy is mad about jazz, from princesses to 
prostitutes.” . ,

“ And whose fault ? ”
“ The Zeitgeist’s,” said the young man from Oxford.
“  I don’t understand German.”
“ The spirit of the age, that is against classical music.”
He thought for a moment. “  But he and his sort let the spirit 

of the age in, I  fight against it, and if I fight long enough, the spirit 
of the age may be changed.”

There was silence. Distant, the traffic o f  the quarter circled the
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great church, the priests at vespas, the shuddering public buses. 
The host still polished his glasses, and no one had come to sit 
at the neat little tables. I t  was a  Tuesday.

“ Tell me — do you like Italians ? ”
“ Enormously.”
“ Have you met many ? ”
He thought o f Carlo, and Sibylla, whose hair and heart suggested 

ash. “ Quite a lot.”
“ But they,” he suggested, looking with liquid eyes into Luke’s 

deepset ones, “  they’re not good Italians ? ”
“ I still like them.”
He poured the last o f the half litre into Luke’s glass. “  Would 

you like to  meet some good Italians ? ”
“  Certainly, who are they ? ”
“  You’ll see.”  He wrote on a  piece o f paper. “  Any time 

after six, I  work all day.”
Luke looked a t the envelope. “  Which is your Christian name, 

Renardo o r Franco ? ”
“  Franco. We write Christian names second in Italy.”
Next morning Luke opened his hotel shutters earlier than usual, 

without a headache. He looked out across a garden full o f mortar 
and boards ; the builders were busy at repairs, to make the hotel 
bigger for tourists. In  his pyjamas he heard the trams rattling and 
chambermaids singing from the lower floors. There was the smell 
of bread from the street. I t  was the kind of day Englishmen dream 
of in December s blue and light and clear, and neither hot nor 
cold, but making the blood electric and the eyes eager.

The machine by his bed buzzed, and the sad tindery voice of 
Sibylla reminded him he had promised to take her out to lunch.

A light breeze shook the lilac blossoms in the garden, and the 
clouds were white and fast. Luke thought o f Franco. He had 
forgotten to ask him where he worked.

It was one o f Sibylla’s bad days. She refused to say what had 
upset her, but fussed over some gramophone records she had bought. 
The singer, whom no one had ever heard of, she had suddenly taken 
to, madly. He was from Cuba. But now she did not care for 
him any more, and he was still unheard of, and she had wasted the 
money.

A t half past four she stopped complaining. “ I  know how to  
brighten you up, Luke. We’ll go to Rupert’s. We’ll say all the 
cattiest things in our minds about everyone there with more money
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than we have — which will be everyone — and then we’ll have a 
quick snack at my place, and then go positively wild. Yes,” she 
decided drawlingly, “ we’ll go wildly wild, we’ll go to all the worst 
dives, and damn the expense.”

“ I am sorry, but I have to  visit some friends.”
She froze. “  You mean, you made plans, to go somewhere else, 

after lunch ? I hate people going on somewhere else, fitting one 
in.” She began manicuring her nails, and her mouth turned down. 
“  Oh well, that puts an end to it. No doubt you’ll enjoy yourself 
better. The Opera ? ”

“ Nothing like that.”
She looked suspicious, but felt it undignified to ask any more. 
“ I shall go out alone. I shall be considered a  whore. But 

who cares ? ”
“ I promised to visit this person.”
“ A friend of Carlo’s ? ”
“ By no means, an enemy.”
“ I’m sure to know him. Give me three guesses.”
“ What do you bet.”
"  An ice with a chocolate cream.”
“ Begin then.”
“ Mazzio ? ” She named Carlo’s best friends. “  No, I ’m being 

too clever. His chauffeur ? Carlo treats him like hell.”
Luke was still feeling sick from his ice when he alighted from the 

tram on the outskirts of Rome.
Via Lausanna was hardly a  street a t all.
The outskirts o f Rome are unlike the treeplanted suburbs 

where town and country filter, friendly rivals, across a neutral belt. 
Rome ends abruptly, jaggedly, in stonewhite cliffs, confronting 
the Campagna which stretches like a  frozen sea to  where the 
mountains s ta rt In the morning and evenings girls as strident as 
the flowers they tend appear on these balconies, scissors in hand ; 
but in the afternoon each balcony is as bare as a ledge in the Grand 
Canyon.

Via Lausanna was still being prepared ; its surface was still 
only mud and paving stones. The lilacs were o u t  2nd the air 
was sweet. Children were playing games in the rubble, the boys 
in little brown shorts through whose frequent holes yet browner 
flesh was visible. Their voices were high and happy, as they counted 
out the significance of pebbles.

Franco’s home was on the seventh floor. There was no lift.
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The white stone staircase was veneered with imitation marble, 
a  quarter o f an inch thick, that had already begun to  peel. The 
whole building was narrow, so that every flat could have a  current 
of air running through it. But even this precaution could not 
remove an odour o f cheese and damp clothes from the ascent. 
I t was a smell that reminded Luke o f school.

He rang at No. 14, prepared to  be greeted with polite surprise. 
The door flung open, to disclose Franco in white shirt sleeves. 
Seeing Luke he burst into an exclamation o f excitement, patted 
him thumpingly on the back, and led him into a  hall hardly bigger 
than a  telephone kiosk ; four doors led off it.

“  Mind the table —  I ’ve just eaten.”  In the midst o f the room 
there was a  flimsy table on which lay the remains of a salami 
sausage. “ I’m  pleased for you to have come.” His English 
became wooden in his excitement. He sat down on one of the 
two chairs in the room, behind a  little desk littered with papers. 
The other chair confronted the table.

“ M a m a ! ” He shouted, then smiled. His smile, though a 
little self-deprecating, a  little sad, was warm. His mother came 
into the room carrying a  napkin. Franco spoke rapidly to  her 
in Italian, and she shook Luke’s hand, then disappeared. “  She 
goes to sell some wine.”

He noticed Luke’s expression.
“ Excuse me, sell not co rrect?  I  should say b u y ?  Well.”  

And he swung the dial of the telephone. There was a  swift inter
change of Italian telephonic terms.

He put on a jacket, pulled up his tie, tightening the knot.
“ I have arranged a  small meet. We now wait my friends. After, 

we shall have a good time.”

On the veranda of the villa where they had been lunching, Sibylla 
reclined, long, pale, her fingernails, toenails, heels and hat, the 
colour o f sin.

“ So nothing much happened ? Y ou just had conversation — 
monosyllabic, I  su p p o se?”

She held the little cocktail glass with its sour green olive, through 
it quizzing the workmen on  the terrace.

“ Go on, Luke, tell me.”
“ But it’s true, nothing happened.”
“ Oh.”
She yawned, and turned towards the house. "  Giuseppe,” she 
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shouted, then “ Pepe,”  but there was no reply. “  The way these 
Romans go on, Luca, love in the morning, love a t night, and 
Giuseppe has love in the afternoon too.”

But it was true that nothing had happened.
As Luke tried to describe the afternoon, he realised how trivial 

the events were to have caused so much emotion in himself. The 
three friends o f Franco had been so friendly, though their knowledge 
of English was minimal. (Yet they had been members of the 
fascist army which had fought on with the Germans till the final 
surrender.) Franco had played his accordion, folk music and 
incomplete snatches from Opera. The growing moon had hung 
over the gardens in the roads far below their cliff. The moving 
chains of lights that moved silently across the Campagna were 
trains going to  Orvieto and the north.

Sibylla poised the olive before her lips. “  I  can see that whatever 
you say,” she inserted the olive between her teeth, “  you’ve had 
quite a time. You must introduce me.”

“ But you . . . ”
“ Why shouldn’t  I ? ”
Luke felt suddenly ashamed. He had revealed too much of 

himself in describing Franco, the hardships under which he lived, 
the struggle with poverty, the visions of beauty and nobility which, 
like geraniums in sallow city streets, are nourished on sour soil.

But Sibylla was disinclined to let the topic die.
“ How old did you say he was ? ”
“ Nineteen, and only just.”
She smiled and pressed the bell whose flex dragged from the 

house. “ Fernando, bring two cocktails.”  Shortly afterwards 
their host came from the house in sunglasses. He seemed de
termined to appease Sibylla. He was an Argentinian, enormously 
rich, a  middle-aged Don Juan of the atomic century. Sibylla now 
allowed the question of Franco to drop.

From seven-thirty in the morning until two, and then again from 
five for several hours, Franco worked in an office near the Via 
Nazionale. I t was impossible to  ring him up on the telephone : 
the supervisor o f his department would have objected. But com
pared with that o f many of his friends, this stuffy servitude to a 
bureau is good fortune. And his monthly wage, about ten pounds, 
is far more than is taken by Alfredo, one of the friends met by Luke, 
who, although interested violently in poetry and philosophy, works
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with a pick and shovel.
But despite the long hours he must pass at a  desk, Franco counts 

himself a  studente, not an impiegato. His bedroom, the room 
where he also eats and writes and reads, is piled with volumes of 
stencilled notes. The long slats of light that penetrate the blinds 
fall upon pages dealing with Nietzsche or the growth of the 
Romantic Movement. His shelves are rickety under the weight 
of paperbacked classics, from whose roughly handled state it is 
clear that Franco takes more interest in the contents of his books 
than in their covers. And his old mother, in bedroom slippers and 
a black dress, shuffles round his room sighing, as she picks up the 
scattered pages on which he writes. “ I want to write a novel 
based on my own life,” he told Luke, “  a novel which will reveal 
the tragedy and the glory of our war.”  And every afternoon the 
raw material o f his novel, the events of the war, live again, as he 
discusses them, sometimes nostalgically, sometimes argumentatively, 
with his other student friends who drop in. And when he has no 
friends to  distract him, while Rome is drowsy in the siesta, he sits, 
wearing a pair o f shorts that survive from his school days, and 
covers page after page with description and dialogue. For although 
he is only nineteen, and how Sibylla had smiled when Luke told 
her that, he has had experiences.

The summer that Mussolini fell Sibylla had been dancing with 
titled lovers. She had not yet felt the first faint puffs of what 
would turn into a tempest, a t last driving her to the refuge of one 
American after another. Night after night she danced, her friends 
attentive that the war be kept outside the circle of the dance floor, 
away from the restaurants where food was still good. Sibylla 
and Carlo and their friends gossiped, panicked and made love ; 
only dimly were they aware that to the south, below Naples, the 
soil was scarred by mortars. Her friends became suddenly im
portant. The newspapers were exciting. The king had come 
into his own. And though no one imagined the little man as a 
Julius Caesar, or believed that he would be powerful for very long, 
Sibylla had far more friends who knew Vittorio Emmanuele than 
who knew Mussolini. Men whom Sibylla had been kissed by 
were the men of the moment. Her tennis partners had decided 
to break the alliance with Germany. Terms would be made with 
the Americans. Meanwhile the war must go on, just to keep the 
Germans guessing, but only half-heartedly....

Franco, besides being ten years younger than Sibylla, came from
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a different world. His friends were not, at this time, as poor as 
they were to  become afterwards when inflation would hit them 
and Sibylla equally, sparing only those with land and the new rich. 
But still, they did not spend the afternoons eating hillocks of ice 
cream in the Via Veneto. N or did they dance all night in ancient 
palaces, till the dawn splashed opal light over the dry city.

“ So it is you ! ”
The terrace slowly comes to  light, shadows dying, the private 

orchestra’s apparatus visible.
“  Andrea___ ”
They embrace, but languidly. I t is dawn, and they must return 

to bed.
“  First though, a swim ? ”
“  To wash all that smoke away. . .  but where ? ”
“  Not in the Tiber ? ” Laughter, awakening others. Who

could bathe in that yellow river ? And the se a__ that was too
far.

“ Permit me to drive you.” He entreats, he is not a  gigolo, 
but seems like one. She does no t reply a t once, she toys with the 
waxy leaves of a mauve flower. Shall they drive through the early 
morning to the sea ? Or would sleep be better, a t the house of 
her aunts, in her cool room, till it would be time to meet him again 
for the mid-day drink ?

Franco and his friends came from a different nation.
Luke could picture that excited season, Franco and his friends, 

aged fifteen or seventeen, sitting up all night in the warm summer 
air. There were wine shops that stayed open till the small hours, 
and wine was cheap. And when they closed, the arguments replete 
with Italia, la guerra, onore, would drag on in the parks and streets, 
listened to only by the fountains.

“ Some nights we never went to bed at all. We examined the 
position from every point of view. The war was going badly. 
But we had started it, and for honour’s sake we had to fight it to 
the conclusion.”

“ Others thought differently ? ”
He spat.
“ They concealed their thoughts.”
“ But didn’t  they have to, there was Mussolini, the police ? ”
“ Luke, you English see Mussolini only as a  pugilist, o r a  comic 

figure. You cannot see, can you, that we loved him ? tha t he was
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an idealist, that he was, yes, even gentle ? Before Mussolini, 
Italians were laughed at, they were organ-grinders. That man 
gave us back our self-respect. He was what Leopardi dreamed 
o f . . .  ” and he recited some lines from an Italian poem.

“ Sometimes we walked down the Via Veneto from the Porta 
Pinciana. There was a  blackout, but every now and then a door 
would open, and you could see what was going on inside. What 
did they think of Italy ? Nothing, nothing. They were only 
talking of how rich the Americans were. They were practising 
their English."

He spoke keenly, angrily, throwing a weight of indignation onto 
the words American and English.

“  But your own English is excellent.”
“  I  learnt mine in school,” and they both smiled. “  And I like 

your literature. I  have read your poets, Shakespeare, II Paradiso 
Perduto, Byron, and I want to read your novelists, Dickens and 
M aria Corelli. . .  I  did not learn English to betray Italy.”

The grapes were trampled under foot, and the bright clear days 
brought decision. The Royal Government concluded an armistice. 
Within the Italian portions of Italy the restless peace was broken. 
Open struggle started. Suddenly, Mussolini from his mountain 
prison was rescued ; it seemed ah omen. A new regime faithful 
to his principles was established in the north, but republican this 
time, not monarchist. And orators on boxes, or from the backs 
o f lorries, with megaphones or microphones, shouted the same 
appeal : Ita lian s! Italian y o u th ! Continue the war to an 
honourable end 1

At that time Franco was sixteen. He and his four friends were 
photographed in a group. The shop where it was done now 
displays an American sailor, cap well to the back of his head, 
smiling.

The five disappeared from their homes. At night, from Civita
vecchia, they went to Genoa, and there received military training 
for the new army.

“  I  admired Mussolini, I  admit it proudly. And I followed him 
.to the end. He was murdered on the twenty-eighth of April, 
nineteen-forty-five, and I laid down arms on the second of May, 
as I  had promised.”

It was clear to Luke that something more than egoism, brutality, 
o r the will to power drove Franco and his friends across the cruel 
plain o f war, ugly with the blood of brothers. Fascism was more
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to him, to them, than a  cloak for cynical desires.
* * * * *

The sound of the rioters penetrated from the Piazza Colonna 
right up to the Piazza Barberini. Like the whisk of a pudding 
mixer the deep rumbling sound drew neutral crumbs into its vortex. 
Idlers, black-market boys, shop-gazers, tourists, as well as Luke 
and Franco, walked, then trotted, then ran, till they squeezed into 
the crowd under the brown colonnade that led into the square. 
Blue-uniformed police in jackboots were making gestures o f helpless
ness and irritation. They blew whistles, replaced them in their 
pockets, waved their truncheons like semaphore. H ard leather 
clattered on the pavement. The businessmen’s tables in the 
Galleria were empty. A  young man helped himself to  American 
periodicals from an untended bookstall. High up the pigeons 
circled.

“ The communists ? ”
Franco nodded, with a scowl.
They pushed to a position of vantage. The Roman column in 

the centre of the Piazza rose like the enlarged stamen o f a  flower, 
from the red, yellow and blue of the exotic masses.

“ Will more come ? ” Already the square was full to  over
flowing, people were lifted onto windowsills.

“  Probably.”
Their own portion o f pavement was flooded, and they pushed 

once more to a more isolated position. On a  small platform an 
orator was speaking. But only a part o f the crowd seemed to 
be paying attention. The rest moved, shuffling, stamping, swaying, 
as though through their feet and arms closely touching one another 
a  form of life had its expression : a  form o f  life impersonal and yet 
satisfying to the persons who composed the angry, roaring 
multitude. For while the purpose o f the crowd was an angry one, 
the placards bearing slogans o f Misery and Protest, the individuals 
who carried the placards to  and fro like articulate totem-poles, 
seemed as though they did not feel anger : a  number even laughed 
and smiled at each other, o r a t those on the peripheries, o r in  the 
windows.

Franco’s eyes were alight with enthusiasm, even though the 
views of the communists were by no means his.

At half past six a change took place. A  rival procession 
carrying different slogans arrived from the direction o f the same 
Piazza where Mussolini had declared war. Their placards bore
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the inscription: “ League o f Returned Prisoners from the 
U.S.S.R.”

Shouts o f violence began ; smiles now gave way to looks of 
curiosity, then hatred. And suddenly the atmosphere which had 
been rowdy, but not murderous, became electric with power and 
evil. The tempo of the feet changed. A forward rush of the 
original demonstrators was followed by a shout of triumph, then a 
rapid recession, and they were stumbling back down the Corso 
towards the distant Piazza del Popolo at the other end. Fists 
battered flesh. Heavy boots or slick black and white slippers 
kicked whatever fell. Women screamed, and boys swooped from 
the mass into chattering safety. The police grew hysterical, and 
certain people in the crowd were clubbed. The police drew chains 
across alleyways leading out of the square. The new crowd seized 
the rostrum. Another speaker began speaking. Cheers and 
countercheers made the sound waves like daggers to eardrums. 
Someone fixed a microphone to the rostrum. A voice became 
noisily audible, transformed by the steel box and its wires. Vno, 
Duo, Tre, Va Bene___  Then a clamant, passionate voice, ac
complished in rhetoric. Only the gist was intelligible to Luke. 
Why should those who had served their country remain for ever 
despised, treated as traitors, while those who had betrayed Italian 
civilisation to the money of America and the soulless tyranny of 
Russia — for that was the choice before Italy now — were strutting 
round as though they had made themselves heroes on twenty battle
fields ? The speaker climbed down, teams of police were blue 
on the edges of the crowd. There was silence, surprising after 
the harangue. Then there was the sound of an accordion, and 
suddenly the whole crowd was singing, at first unsteadily, then 
loudly. Youth, youth, the spring o f  beauty. . . .  At the forbidden 
tune tears gleamed in Franco’s eyes. And the police prepared to 
batter their way through the mob to the offending instrumentalist 
The sound of heavy wood on yielding bodies gradually, but not 
a t once, damped down the song.

Formed from the ruins of an imperial bath, the museum was a 
succession of domed buildings connected by wooden roofs.

“ Luke, you can wait inside. If I’m late, you can be inspecting 
our antiquities.”

The antiquities were of the kind that become vague so quickly 
afterwards. Enormous jars may once have held oats or o i l ;
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pedestals that once protected harems were now marked with large 
numbers and scrawled signatures ; from gravestones blank-eyed 
husbands and wives confronted eternity and tourists with equal 
boredom ; sculptured fragments, once perhaps from the hot room 
of the bath, were rigged on wire into a semblance o f their old 
structure, so that as naturalists pu t together a  dinosaur from a 
jawbone, the onlooker is intended to contrive an aesthetic joy from 
a bit of boot and a  battered marble coil.

Using his catalogue as a fan, Luke wandered from gallery to 
gallery.

“ This Saturday I must do some work for them. I t will be finished 
by three with luck. I hate to be late, but it is necessary to  remain 
faithful to one’s old comrades.” The Roman underground of 
the disenfranchised exercised the compulsion of loyalty over 
Franco.

A party of pre-adolescents trooped into the Museum. Their 
heads were shaved, they gesticulated and chattered before the dull 
monuments, obedient to the informed enthusiasm of the two 
priests who guided them. They moved from one bas-relief to 
another, like insects moving to different flowers.

Luke looked at his watch, he had waited long enough. The 
sun, as he stepped into the open street, was like a  vast electric 
fire. Across the street a  bare wall was covered with the strident 
appeals, the violent panaceas o f mass-organisations. Alla Forca ! 
There was a crude diagram o f a  gallows with someone hanging 
from i t  Was it the Pope ? the King ? o r the Prime Minister ?

Scraggy palm trees overtopped the wall. In  a  moiety of shade 
cast by their serrated leaves stood a  car. A  young m an with dark 
glasses wearing a flashily cut suit sat a t the wheel. He smoked and 
looked in front of him. A few yards further along a  cafe opened 
onto the road. In front o f the cafe a  man in  working clothes 
lounged, watching the car. .

Suddenly things happened simultaneously.
Franco arrived, running, out of breath, carrying a large parcel 

Wrapped in brown paper. The driver of the car turned the switch 
of his engine. The lounger from the cafe doorway moved forward. 
Luke started a movement of his hand, to wave to Franco, but cut 
it short. Instead of making for the door of the Museum, Franco 
approached the car, to hand the package to the man driving it. 
At the same moment the man who had waited by the cafe threw 
himself on Franco. He was immediately joined by three others
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from the cafe. The driver started his engine.
“ Give me the parcel! ”  he shouted in Italian. But prostrate 

on the ground with four men pounding his body with fists and feet 
Franco could do nothing. Two of them grabbed the parcel and 
ran off down the street. The car drove off in the other direction, 
its driver looking as unruffled as if he had no part in the scene. 
He had made no move to help Franco. His car turned the corner 
and disappeared.

With the seizure of the parcel, and the disappearance of the 
man for whom it was meant, the two toughs stopped beating 
Franco. Either they saw Luke’s approach, or they intended no 
personal malice, and regarded their role as tactical, not vindictive. 
Franco lay groaning on the edge of the pavement, his head bent 
over the gutter. The two perspiring Italians stood, rubbing them
selves ruminatively ; they too had suffered in the fight. They wore 
the discarded American clothing usual among Roman artisans, 
khaki woollen jersey and drill trousers.

Luke bent down and examined Franco’s hurts. He had an 
absurd image of himself as a bull-fighter with his back to the bu l l ; 
he wondered if the men would set on him from behind. Being 
English, this feeling yielded rapidly to one of embarassment at 
his predicament, in a  deserted street with a wounded bank clerk 
lying beside, him on the pavement.

“ Non e mono.” Spitting on a  red handkerchief, one of the 
Italians removed dirt from his own face.

The undead Franco continued to moan. He was too shocked 
to do more than sob. He did not recognise Luke, who could not 
tell if he had suffered serious injuries, or was merely badly bruised.

Luckily, the priests and their little boys had by now completed 
their investigation of the Roman antiquities. Vivaciously they 
streamed onto the street like dark little sheep looked after by 
ragged old dogs, keen-scented for danger. The boys saw the little 
group and sensed excitement. The priests saw them too, and while 
one o f them kept the children at a  distance, the other crossed the 
road. A t the approach of the scraggy figure in the soutane the 
roughs looked at each other, saw agreement in each other’s eyes, 
and began to stroll away, as though, in the whole drama, they had 
played the role of passers-by. But as soon as they reached the 
cafe, they began to run as fast as they could. The priest recognised 
their flight for what is was, and smiled at Luke, acquitting him of 
any complicity in the battery of Franco.
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“ You know him ? ”
“ Yes, he’s my friend.”
With the help of the Museum attendant, they carried Franco 

into the first gallery. The attendant fetched water, and by a  miracle, 
some bandages and plaster frojm a dusty box which looked as though 
it had been unused for years. Now conscious, Franco was bleeding 
severely from several places. The American boots must have had 
nails recently added to  them, which had no t yet been blunted. 
Franco co-operated in his own dressings, explaining his adventure 
in a  flow of words which began by being disjointed, but which 
became, as the refreshment took effect, torrential and indignant. 
The priests nodded sympathetically, but continued dressing his 
wounds, as though this was not the first time they had done it.

There was nothing for Luke to  do. There was no point in 
telling the police. Incidents such as this were everyday, and though 
the authorities would disapprove o f the communists’ violence, 
Franco’s own political past was hardly more popular. Franco 
saw his perplexity, smiled. “  Have you seen all the antiquities ? 
I ’ll be some minutes yet.”

Luke had seen them all, with one exception, very near the door. 
Near a large stone, remarkable for nothing but a few words in 
Latin, there was a bas-relief that he now noticed for the first time. 
It did not seem to belong to the same place at all. A bout four 
feet high, a fragment, it showed the belly of a horse, and lying on 
the earth under it, agonised by a spear, a young Roman. The 
equine details were commonplace ; the body of the legionary was 
merely competent; but the face, only a little chipped from the 
passage of two thousand years, was bitter in its pain, tragic in its 
suffering. It was a freize showing a  skirmish between Roman 
and Dacian soldiers, in the reign o f Marcus Aurelius, so 
the faded brown notice said. The grandiose fagade had been 
worked by several hands for some official purpose. The whole 
would have shown to the best effect the divine manhood of the 
emperor. Central on a marble horse, bearded, courageous, calm, 
he would have been the artistic answer to this transfixed soldier 
looking up at his slayer, the wild barbarian whom the philosopher- 
king would lead in triumph through the Via Veneto, or its equivalent, 
in the next panel. But the other panels were gone now, perhaps 
were the foundation stones o f dog-kennels, or part o f the dust 
of unimportant alleys. All that remained was this solitary soldier, 
looking at his slayer, who had vanished too. The young man
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was strong, the calves of his legs were like those of a  champion 
cyclist, his neck muscles were robust. He had been shown as 
strong, so that his Dacian killer should be no mere puppet, to be 
blown down by the eloquence of Marcus, but a threat, a man whose 
final unseating and captivity should arouse no pity, only joy and 
relief. But the powerful legs and the muscular thorax aroused 
this feeling no more. They made the man’s fate more sad, more 
weepable. If  he had been weedy, one would have been less moved. 
I t was the vulnerability of his strength that was so moving. There 
was nothing soft or self-pitying : only a strongly moulded lip 
parted from its fellow by the anguish of the spear ; and the eyes, 
blank and sightless, were like those of a man who awakes in the 
night to find that he no longer believes in God.

* * * * *
The American music vibrated through the cement wall from the 

next-door flat. The declining sun permitted the blind to be opened, 
and from the street came the cries of children playing marbles, 
and the occasional noise of a car exhaust. And from his mother’s 
room Franco could hear a low sobbing.

H e lay on his bed, his curly hair on a pillow, a pile of books 
on a canvas chair by his bedside.

“ So your friend Sibylla advises that ? ”
“  She told me last night, to tell you what she thought. When 

she knows what happened this afternoon, she will be even more 
emphatic.”

“  She is rich.”
“ She has been. Now she lives precariously.”
“ With American lovers ? Who will say, when they go back, 

that all Italians can be had for money ? ” He shielded his eyes 
from the streaming rays of the evening sun, with one of his bandaged 
arms. He turned with pain, and rested his hand on the pile of 
books.

“ And tell her my answer, when you see her, won’t you ? ”
“ Of course.”
“ Tell her that I  see more clearly than she does that politics 

are a dirty business. She did say that, didn’t she ? But tell her 
that my faith remains. That I  know my actions may lead to nothing 
good. But that if  we do not act in accordance with our faith, 
then there will never be any chance of something better coming. 
Tell her to remind herself, before Mussolini, Italians were regarded 
as organ-grinders or waiters. He made us great again, he made it
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possible for an Italian to think he had some connection with the 
antiquity he sees all around him. He may be wrong, he may be 
deluded. But then, what values are not subjective ? Mussolini 
gave us a  faith which could have inspired us to rebuild a  great 
Italy.” He ceased, and rapidly, night began to change place with 
day, the stars to come out dimly, and the lights o f passing trains, 
far off, to outshine the stars. His mother’s sobbing still sounded 
from the next room, and the jazz-music from the next flat, and the 
traffic from below.

Lilac it may have been which filled the small room with its few 
furnishings with a sweet fragrance.

Luke thought o f what he said, and decided he could make no 
answer. Faith is not a  rational thing. I t may be rationalised, 
but its power does not come from reason. Like a perfume it  colours 
lives, ebbing and waxing, besieging, then vanishing from, our 
senses, like a lilac tree somewhere in a city, that sends through the 
lifeless canyon of streets with their sordid bars and the loveless 
lodging-houses a  pulsating hint, a reminder, that somewhere the 
possibility of the noble and the loving still exists ; and one recalls, 
hesitating on a pavement smeared with death, some orchard in 
one’s childhood where the blossoms had the vivid colours o f a 
picture postcard.

“ I will tell Sibylla what you say.”
“ Thank you. From different sides, we are friends, parts of 

the same continent.
Luke pictured the men who succeed in political battles, the 

short, the resentful, the ruthless, the low. Whatever happened in 
Italy, the self-assured young man in the little car would do well, 
in his smart suit. I f  Italy became a soviet state, he would be on 
the last plane to Argentina. He had the kind o f  face tha t under
stands the reality o f things, the kind o f man who knows how men 
may be bought, the kind o f fingers that press triggers and typewriter 
keys with equal efficiency. But for Franco, his mother’s sobbing 
was justified.

“ Poor Mama ! ”  he smiled, then leant across the narrow room, 
and banged with his bandaged knuckles on the wall. “  Mama.” 
There was the sound of indrawn breath, silence. “  Women are 
all the same, always imagining the worst.”

The American jazz was switched off.
“ Grazie mila 1 ” he shouted. There was now something like 

silence, though in the islands of concrete whose white cliffs con-
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fronted the ascending moon babies cried, men and women quar
relled, and other radios still played the same music that had been 
switched off.

“ I regret today,” he said. “  We did nothing. But tomorrow 
is the best day of the week, and if my bruises are better, we shall 
look at some of our heroic antiquity. Bring Sibylla, if you like.” 

“ I  expect she knows it, she has lived in Rome for ages.”
His voice sounded regretful. “ I should like to meet her. What 

she needs is faith. What everyone needs is faith.”
Luke stood up to go.
H e held Franco’s'hand, “ What a beautiful moon.” It soared 

out in the blue, casting vast shadows from the trees and buildings. 
He went to the open window and looked out over the Campagna 
to where the last lights were, and after them, the dark. Below, 
the children had all gone in. But the secret of the perfume in the 
room was solved. It was no lilac tree. On the balcony of the 
flat below sat a stout woman in a  black satin dress. Her task 
illumined by a reading-lamp, she sprawled in a strange posture on 
a  little horsehair sofa, carefully scraping the hairs from her legs 
with the aid of a depilatory whose coarse scent diffused itself on the 
air with attenuating vigour. . As she scraped with a little spatula 
o f wood, she grunted softly to herself, as though for her too life 
was a  tragic thing.

1947 Rome.
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LETTERS
RUSSIA AND THE WEST

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

In the time of Napoleon I the Russians were demanding a frontier 
extending from Danzig to Venice. Is it entirely coincidental that 
they acquired one running between almost the same localities (i.e. 
from Stettin to Trieste) after the last European war ?

Napoleon III was quoted by Disraeli as having said that there 
were “ two great powers that hate old Europe — Russia and the 
United States

Russia has good reason to mistrust the West. She has suffered 
from the depredations of Swedes, Poles, Lithuanians, Germans 
and Frenchmen. She saw the West, as represented by England, 
France and Piedmont, supporting the Anatolian Turks against her. 
She saw England sympathising with her Japanese enemies, who 
were then in the “ gallant little ” category. The West sent 
expeditionary forces to bolster the crumbling remnants o f the old 
regime when the Bolsheviks rose in rebellion. Again, when the 
brief freedom of the Czechs and Slovaks approached its twilight, 
Russian offers of co-operation were rebuffed by England and 
France.

What of America ? Hugh Ross Williamson, in an essay on 
1848 in England in A Hundred Years o f  Revolution (edited by George 
Woodcock and published in 1948) says : “  . . .  ‘ America ’ is 
fundamentally and essentially the dispossessed, driven-out, dis
appointed — and criminal — classes o f Europe and . . .  its deepest 
psychic need (often unconscious) is to  take its revenge. I t  is this 
need which manifests itself in such widely different actions as 
shelling Monte Casino, bombing Dresden, making a  slum of 
Grosvenor Square, or entangling a  hungry Europe in a  net o f usury.” 
Facile and sweeping 7 Possibly. But consider other points o f 
resemblance, however superficial, between the U.S.A. and the 
U.S.S.R. :—

1. Both hold a materialistic view o f civilisation, judge a  nation’s 
worth by its state o f development, claim their products and 
achievements to be the world’s best and contain workers who sing 
about their work, unselfconsciously.

2. Both demand conformity of social outlook among their 
citizens, with inquisitors extorting confessions of heresy.

3. Each assumes that the other, with its large and heterogenous 
population, is determined to devastate it after subverting its 
government.

4. Each, to preserve “  face,” adopts a truculent attitude to the 
other and makes demands it knows to be unacceptable.

5. Each seeks for allies (e.g. China, Japan, Israel, the Arabs, 
Germany, Italy, Spain) in Europe, Asia and Africa.
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6. Both are essentially continental powers, without the nautical 
traditions o f Finns, Norwegians, Icelanders, Celts, English, Dutch, 
Spaniards, Portuguese, Greeks, Arabs, Somalis, Malays, Chinese, 
Japanese, etc.

7. Both have evolved civilisations based respectively on the 
Greek and the Protestant divisions of Christianity, as distinct 
from the international Roman form of it which predominates in 
much of Europe (and in Latin America).

Sir Gerald Kelly, in his autobiography The Ruling Few, traces 
Argentine isolationism to a desire among immigrants to leave 
Europe and its troubles behind them. This may account for like 
attitudes in the U.S.A. But it must always be remembered that 
groups o f Irish, Italians, Jews, Poles, Czechs, Slovaks, Ukrainians, 
Basques and possibly others have influenced politicians into being 
wary o f taking part in European quarrels, although the still powerful 
Anglophilous element has largely overcome this.

Yours, etc.,
P a trick  J. N. B ury .

Ballymountain House,
Nr. Ferrybank,
Waterford, Eire

THE GARDEN TO THE SEA
To the Editor o f The European.
Sir,

I t was kind of Mr. Denis Goacher to devote an article to my last 
book The Garden to the Sea, but unkind of him not to read the 
book more carefully before writing about it. He finds my book 
unacceptable “ because A — we do not believe in Adam’s former 
paradise ; B — if such a state of bliss had been possible it would 
not have ended in the way he describes ; C — because we do not 
believe in the premises, Adam’s lamentations seem gross self- 
indulgence ” .

Yet it is increasingly, perhaps over-insistently, made clear in the 
course o f my book that Adam wa.s'deluded in believing that his 
former paradise had ever existed in the present. But the age of 
golden innocence is a living myth in all our minds, although it has 
always belonged to the past. So it seems to me that the B and C 
of Mr. Goacher’s condemnation have no relevance at all.

My purpose, .though it has clearly failed of its achievement in 
a t least one case, was not to describe how a woman left her husband 
“  because he couldn’t have babies,” but to show how the pattern 
of an ordered existence must always be broken up by the restless 
creative destruction of the male. Mr. Goacher seems to think 
that the initiative for breaking the pattern was Daisy’s — but it
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was Adam who “ fell ” by riding away to the war. It was not a 
moral fall, but to see the original fall of Adam in purely moral 
terms is perversely naive. Such “ falls ” as these are perpetual, 
recurrent and necessary if life is to go on. So I think.

It is an equally odd view of The Garden to the Sea to discover a 
“ rapid disintegration ” in Adam after the “ final leave-taking 
It is true that he journeys into hell, accompanied, and encouraged 
to stay there, by his own particular hell-hound. But the last section 
of the book is a long and violent argument between Adam and his 
Charley, won by that Adam who announces at the end that he has 
swallowed Charley and will now get to his feet again.

Once more it is not a simple moral victory, but a statement of 
human victory by human integration. Charley’s impotent frenzy 
against the ordered world — which Mr. Goacher quotes with dis
approval, answered by what I take to be the greater wisdom, of 
Adam.

Adam’s progress is one of increasing illumination — from blind 
resentment and despair to  at least a  half-recognition of the human 
process of his own career.

All this is badly said. I  said it as best I could in my book.
Yours, etc.,

The Observer, P h il ip  T oynbee.
22 Tudor Street,
London, E.C.4.

THE PIROW PROPOSALS
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

Your correspondent in the November issue of The European, 
Desiree Hirst, has written a most interesting letter dealing with the 
proposals of the Hon. Oswald Pirow.

First of all a comparison is drawn between the condition which 
existed in Britain during the Industrial Revolution and the con
ditions under which the native workers in South Africa exist today. 
The standard of life and the working conditions of the African 
native should, and can, be raised without disrupting the economy 
of South Africa. The majority of the natives are, at present, only 
fitted for unskilled labouring employment. I  will agree, however, 
that the native should be paid according to his actual worth to the 
community.

Secondly, the South African Government has done much in 
recent years for the improvement o f the native areas. Much work 
has been done to combat soil erosion, land drainage, soil conserva
tion and irrigation. Such work requires the education o f the 
native and a heavy government expenditure which is borne by 
the white man. There is no reason why, in the not too distant 
future, the native areas should not produce sufficient to  support
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its native population and allow them a high standard of life.
Lastly, I  take great exception to the last sentence of Desiree 

Hirst’s letter, which reads as follows : “  is it not conceivable 
that a  ‘ coffee-coloured race ’ might possess the finest qualities o f  
both black and white races ? I  should very much like to  know 
what the fine qualities o f the black race are. Such a “ coffee- 
coloured race” would be despised by both black and white. I  
should like to  end with this question. How many white people 
would like their daughter or son to marry the son or daughter o f  
a black man ?

Yours, etc.,
Hale Common, P h il l ip  G o o d w in .
Newport,
Isle o f Wight.

DARK AGES AND THE INNER LIGHT
To the Editor o f The European.
Sir,

I t  is with some trepidation that I  criticise Alexander Raven’s 
thought provoking article Dark Ages and the Inner Light as he is 
plainly so much more conversant with history than myself. N o 
doubt, Spengler in  his great work was wrong on many points but 
I never had the impression that he relied on supposed analogies 
between historical and biological processes as a significant support 
for his arguments. Spengler’s Hour o f  Decision, which he wrote 
in 1932, has proved so correct that it might have been written this 
year, and certainly throws a more profound and accurate light 
on the intervening era than is to be discovered in the writings of 
many who have had the doubtful privilege of living through it.

Mr. Raven’s point on the stability o f insect communities is mis
leading. I  am not at all sure we have any grounds for believing 
their social life to have remained stable for the long periods he 
supposes. But in any case, the actions of social insects are almost 
completely instinctive and stereotyped. They are devoid of those 
human emotions o f jealousy, hatred and ambition which wreak 
such havoc in mankind ; it is man’s inability to  control these — 
as Spengler so well depicts — that will lead to catastrophe. I  fear 
Mr. Raven very greatly overestimates the abilities of his fellow men 
to subdue “ their anti-social tendencies by the exercise o f that 
reason” .

The decadence of a culture to which Spengler refers may be 
explained by genetics, which, so far as I know, neither he (nor 
Berdyaev) mentions. The constitutionally determined, as opposed 
to the environmentally determined differences between men are 
now known to be greater than was formerly supposed. The very 
best, on whom a culture must presumably depend, are always 
very few, and it is these individuals who tend to be killed off in 
wars and perish in undertaking adventure. Consider what would
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happen on the farm if for a few generations the farmer killed off 
his best stock and bred only from inferior animals. Yet it seems 
to be widely assumed that with mankind a similar procedure may 
be adopted with impunity ; that however great may be the chaos 
and deficiencies of the present time, things will somehow “ look 
up ” and change for the better. In my opinion such will not be 
the case, for the two recent wars (to say nothing of those in pre
ceding centuries) have so exhausted the European stock as to make 
any return of European greatness impossible.

There remains but one hope. Nature is always producing 
mutations, both good and bad ; might she not produce just one 
exceptional man who in the “ Age o f the Caesars which is only 
just beginning ” may yet prove able to preserve that great heritage. 
There must still be men o f goodwill to  follow if only one can be 
found to lead.

Among other problems bristling with importance which Mr. 
Raven raises is that of the types — introvert and extrovert. Space 
forbids me to discuss these in detail but I  should like to mention 
that Jung, who introduced these terms, considers it is not so easy 
for an individual to exercise the type he is unaccustomed to employ, 
and when he attempts to do so the results may be disastrous.

Yours, etc.,
The Tythe House, J. E. D uffield.
Marcham,
Nr. Abingdon, Berks.

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

Mr. Raven’s article on Spengler and the future civilisation of 
the West had the unusual merit of being by someone who recognises 
the problem. It is also perfectly correct in its attack (unfortunately 
rather fragementary) on Heller, whose trivial chapter on Spengler 
ruined an otherwise admirable book. The solution proposed, 
however, is neither clear nor convincing. The “  biological 
analogy ” used by Spengler has no connection whatsoever with 
anything “ in the hands of biological-sociologists like H. G. Wells,” 
or anything that could “ play into their hands ” . The morpho
logical vision of The Decline o f  the West is akin to  that o f Goethe. 
Popular scientific thinkers o f the Wells type have never understood 
even what is being talked about. N or can the method derived 
from it be called either “  fallacious ”  or “  exaggerated ”  : it led 
to the most accurate portrayal o f the rise and fall o f cultures ever 
undertaken. That is not to say that the portrayal was complete, 
that it was never wrong in detail, or that Spengler’s predictions 
(particularly in raucous and ill-tempered books like The Hour o f  
Decision) were not too absolute and gloomy in tone. The latter 
in particular was unfortunate, for it obscured what he did himself 
theoretically allow for — the possibility o f an  evolutionary change
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in man whereby the old culture-rhythm would be superseded. 
On the other hand, the fact that he did allow for it provides the 
answer to the whole o f Mr. Raven’s objection as I  understand it. 
But, again, one finds completely unconvincing all that Mr. Raven 
advances as a way of escape from the implications of the rhythm 
for the dying West.

The comparison with Maeterlinck’s insect communities is only 
relevant as far as it points vaguely to the mere possibility (hypo
thetical) o f some kind of jump by man into a  state capable of pro
ducing a  comparatively stable kind of community. But the 
comparison with insects is one of the least helpful— for the insect 
stream of evolution lies farther away from that of mammalian 
and human life than any other in the animal world. This much 
(even if one accepts nothing else by him) was argued forcibly by 
Bergson. I t is weak to refer to insects and then go on to talk about 
“ Hellenism ” and “ reason ” . Insects belong to the “ instinctive ” 
wing of evolution and ipso facto in them the rational power of 
choice and change is reduced to the minimum. See the whole 
argument o f L ’Evolution Creatrice. Another weak point is the 
jum p to Berdyaev, for his personalist philosophy is fundamentally 
anti-objective and anti-rational (in the slick sense of “ rational ” 
implied in the article). At the same time, Berdyaev’s approach 
to  a  philosophy of history is extremely thin when it comes down 
to historical movements in detail. His book, The Meaning o f  
History, has an extraordinary intuition o f a  mystical kind, to do 
with time and God (derived in part from Augustine and Jacob 
Boehme’s theology of the Ungrund), but his judgments about 
particular cultures and stages of culture are wild, abstract and at 
bottom puritanical (despite his pretensions). The optimistic 
interpretation of Spengler’s “ second religiousness ” offered by 
the article in the light of Berdyaev is altogether unacceptable ; 
the true, dynamic inwardness lies in the springtime of a culture, 
and only in later cultures (like the Magian and Faustian), which 
were tangled up in  their beginnings with the sprawling horror of 
a  dying civilisation (the classical, in the two cases mentioned), 
do we get even a  superficial impression that the “ second religious
ness ” o f the latter is connected with the birth of the former. 
Indeed, the “ second religiousness ” of the old exercises a deforming 
influence on the new in such cases. The whole argument of 
Spengler about the “ pseudomorphosis ” proves that. This argu
ment in relation to  the West could, in fact, be taken much further 
than he took i t : the deforming influence of the later Magian 
philosophies on the spirituality of the Medieval West is one of the 
chapters o f cultural history yet to be written.

The writer o f the article has missed the finer points of the aesthetic, 
morphological intuition of Spengler. It is fantastic to draw 
parallels between the creative inwardness of the springtime of a  
culture and the sterile, God-abandoned emptiness of the “ second 
religiousness ” . The one produced Plotinus and Augustine ; the
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other produced the dead schools of Baghdad. In the West the 
one produced Chartres, Giotto, Eckhardt and Francis ; the other 
is producing something worse than the art of Beuron and 
the religio-moral pap handed out by Dulles. Nor are Mr. 
Raven’s historical examples of revived culture convincing. Ming 
art was technically brilliant, but aesthetically fluffy ; art in Egypt 
never recovered the plastic life and grandeur realised under 
Amenemhet III (the phenomenon of El Amarna — the Akhenaten 
revolution referred to in the article — was a  lovely dream, dis
integrated ; it attracts for a time, but soon cloys ; as for Luxor 
— it was simply an early version of Bond Street, as I  think Roger 
Fry was fond of saying). Nor can the student of the heights and 
deeps of cultural history find it anything but difficult to take seriously 
the statement that the Taj Mahal is “ the most beautiful building 
in the world In all these forms there is the expression o f a kind 
of false “ inwardness ” that is woolly. Admittedly, one either 
feels it or one does n o t ; but Spengler did, and one cannot see 
any advance being made on him, or the problem o f what is to come 
tomorrow being solved, by people who do not likewise feel it. 
Toynbee, incidentally, goes astray precisely because he has no kind 
of intuition o f these things. All critics o f Spengler I  have read go 
astray because they have none. Mr. Raven has the merit o f 
appreciating something of it, but he holds out the bauble o f a  neo- 
neo-Platonic “ second religiousness ”  binding a stable West (which 
to the writer of this letter suggests a horrible compound of the 
Brave New World, Nineteen Eight-four and The Grand Inquisitor), 
owing to his not having sufficiently steeped himself in the material.

All of which may sound rather negative. In fact the article was 
unusually stimulating, and it dealt with the heart o f the subject. 
It would be interesting to know if  the author has read Jung and 
thought of relating his work to the problem ? “ Enantiodromia ” 
(the Whirling of the Opposites) has a cultural, social application 
that is in poor need of working out by somebody. In  some sense 
the going-under of one culture may lead to the rise of another, 
and the psychosis of a late civilisation may represent volcanic 
underlying forces which break put ultimately in a  new spring. 
But, if so, it is not in the cloudy idealism of the megalopolis that 
we must look for their content. The analogy of the individual 
psyche would point rather to values akin to the savage, not-yet- 
human ones underlying M au Mau, the madness of Nietzsche, 
o r the eroticism of Bali. Not that these things are “ acceptable ” . 
O f course they are not acceptable. But they will re-erupt, if  not 
in one portion o f the globe, then in  another, until the clue to  their 
authentic realisation has been found.

Yours, etc.,
41 Sherwood Park Road, O. C. D rewitt.
Sutton, Surrey.
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