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ANALYSIS
HE RULERS of Russia are assassins, but that should in no

way deter the rulers of the West from reaching an under
standing with them ; the word understanding is preferable to the 
word agreement, because it is the habit of the Soviets to break 
agreements when it suits them. An understanding is something 
which rests on a realistic appraisal of relative strengths and practical 
political possibilities ; agreement is something which rests on 
honour : understanding with the Soviets, is therefore, possible, 
but effective agreement is impossible. Realist rulers of England 
in the past have often reached such understanding with the most 
bloodthirsty and dishonourable villains, and have thereby served 
both the interests of their country and of peace.

The Beria trial has given the world yet another example of Soviet 
morality and method ; the history of this matter was described 
in our June issue under the title The Kremlin Betrayed by its Own. 
These occurrences confront the Soviet with an ineluctable dilemma 
to which no effective answer exists : it was first stated in 1937 
by a writer who subsequently suffered imprisonment for opposing 
the war with Germany on the grounds, inter alia, that it must lead 
to the triumph of Russia. “ I will begin with a  simple proposition 
which none can deny. Either the confessions of the accused were 
true or untrue. Having established that simple but basic fact 
we can examine the confessions. The accused stated that for 
years they had organised sabotage of their nation’s industries 
and that, in the course of such acts, many of their fellow countrymen 
had lost their lives. They stated that they had negotiated with 
foreign nations for the partition of their country, and had planned 
to secure the defeat of their country in war. They further pro
claimed that, in order to secure that defeat, they had arranged to 
release disease germs to wipe out the civil population of their own 
land. In fact, almost exultingly, they accused themselves of the 
vilest crimes conceivable to humanity. Who were these self
accused criminals ? They were the flower of the Bolshevik 
revolution, who made that revolution and made the new Russia. 
With the exception of Stalin himself, practically every old Bolshevik 
was involved in this, or the previous, trial. So, if the confessions
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The EUROPEAN

•re true, the mea who made the Bolshevik Revolution and the new 
Russian state are among the vilest criminals yet known to history.. . .  
Let us then examine the only other alternative, that the confessions 
are untrue.. . .  In this alternative Stalin is guilty of the deliberate 
frame-up of his colleagues and companions, and the enforcement 
of false confessions, for his own purposes, by the torture of his 
friends. Therefore, if we accept, as we must, the basic fact that 
the confessions are either true or untrue, but two conclusions can 
emerge. Either all the men who made the Bolshevik revolution, 
except Stalin, are the lowest criminals yet known to history, or on 
the other hand Stalin, and those who now support him in the 
government of Russia, are monsters with few parallels in the annals 
of human depravity.”

The process of the Kremlin devouring its own has continued 
steadily since that time ; the argument is unchanged, but is 
strengthened by subsequent experience and additional evidence. 
What is the answer of Malenkov and the small clique of machine 
men who have succeeded to the bloody heritage of Stalin ?

What was clear to a few in 1937 is now becoming clear to all. 
The only remaining question is how this phenomenon arises ? — 
why do the Soviets so frequently and openly repeat a  process which 
must revolt mankind ? Why do these fissures continually recur 
in the structure of the Soviet state ? Although they evidently 
require some drastic action, only Communists would take action 
so brutal accompanied by hypocrisy so loathsome. Is it that a 
regime of discipline and effort throws such stress on individual 
participants that the weaker characters dissolve in a hysteria of 
disloyalty ? — some evidence of this is available from other sources. 
But the final answer to any such determinism of human weakness 
is surely provided by the experience of all great armies engaged 
in desperate struggles from the dawn of history ; both their ordeals 
and their discipline have often been much more severe than any 
political struggle, but such degrees of disloyalty and depravity have 
so far been outside human experience in any great enterprise. The 
answer seems rather to lie in the character and teaching of Commun
ism ; the early Bolsheviks taught dishonour and disloyalty as the 
most effective means of action ; they erected the negation of honour 
into a principle of government. They have now reaped what 
they have sown in the progressive disintegration of their own 
revolution.

So, understanding with Bolshevism in the traditional gangster
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form of a simultaneous laying down of guns is possible and 
practicable ; but an agreement with Russia not to attack each other 
when opportunity offers, or to fight on the same side in an agreed 
contingency, is merely to invite a shot in the back. Even after a 
long experience these plain facts do not yet seem to be grasped 
by the eminent protagonists of another Locarno, which might well 
turn the farce of the first such treaty into the tragedy of the second.

There is a certain inevitability of destiny and character in the 
fact that only the most febrile elements of the English left, and the 
remnants of General de Gaulle’s following in France, should be 
ready to contemplate a policy so suicidal as an actual alliance with 
Russia. The Gaullists want an alliance with Russia — they may 
get it — an alliance between Russia and Germany. Everything 
for which the Gaullists and the English left have stood since the war 
could have only one practical effect — to place Germany in the end 
under the control of the worst elements of the old General Staff, 
and to throw her into the arms of Russia.

It is the divisions and follies of the West which sustain the rocking 
Bolshevik power. Despite their many errors, and ineradicable 

■crimes, the managers of this execrable regime are still able to hold 
their own, or even to advance, while the West under our present 
rulers still retreats and disintegrates. The reason lies in a simple 
but deep truth ; they are serious and the rest are not.

The Debate about Munich

A good example of current frivolity in English politics is provided 
by the recent discussion about Chamberlain at Munich. The 
question debated was whether it was right or wrong to postpone 
the war for a year by his action at that Conference : it never occurs 
to any of these politicians to enquire whether it would have been 
better not to have the war at all. The reason is that even those 
who were convinced the war was a mistake were not prepared to 
risk unpopularity by opposing the ascendant war party ; the guilt 
of that knowledge makes any discussion of the possible avoidance 
of that war a strong taboo.

On the narrow controversy whether it was better to muddle 
into war as a sheep or a lamb, it seems that the Chamberlainites 
have it. Sir Robert Boothby preluded his whole attack on 
Chamberlain in the Evening Standard with the words “ Let us take 
first the evidence of the German Generals” ; our “ democrats”
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begin to advance at last towards some contact with some reality. 
“ Mr. Speaker, let us take first the evidence of the German 
Generals,” will doubtless become the key sentence in future 
Parliamentary debates. But which evidence are we to take from 
the German Generals to correct our history and to regulate our 
future conduct ? — the evidence of those who said that Germany 
was a “ push over ” in 1938 if Chamberlain had stood firm at 
Munich, or of those who said that England was a “ push over ” 
in 1940 if Hitler had given the order to invade. Field Marshal 
Kesselring, who expressed the latter view in his recent memoirs, 
was the officer who would have been chiefly concerned with the 
invasion operation. He is not so frequently quoted as the officers 
who are cited with such reverent obeisance by Sir Robert Boothby ; 
current history imposes on him the disadvantage of having served 
to the end, loyally and faithfully, the elected government of his 
country, as soldiers once thought it was their duty to do.
. The most serious evidence which Sir Robert adduces was obtained 
from the dock at Nuremberg ; history written within the tightening 
rope. He quotes Marshals Keitel and Jodi as saying that the Reich 
would not have attacked Czecho Slovakia in 1938 “ if the Western 
Powers had stood by Prague ” because the Germans “ were not 
strong enough militarily” and embroilment in war at that time 
“ would have led to our immediate destruction”. If that view 
be correct Hitler and bis advisers certainly achieved a remarkable 
transformation in German military power during the following 
period. For the Germans were strong enough to smash Poland 
in a few days in September 1939 and France within a few weeks 
in May 1940 ; while in 1941 a few months took them to the gates 
of Moscow. Is it conceivable that so great a build up of military 
strength from the depths of this alleged weakness to the heights of 
that demonstrated power were achieved in so short a time 7 But 
even if it were true that the Germans were not ready in 1938, what 
difference would it have made ? Hitler would obviously have 
deferred the attack on Czecho Slovakia for a year until he was 
ready (the strength of the Germans became in 1939 not a matter 
of surmise but of proved history). Whether Chamberlain won a 
year’s respite through appeasement, or whether Hitler would have 
been obliged to concede a year’s respite through unpreparedness, 
would not have made the slightest difference. Can anyone contend 
for a moment that thirty-five Czech divisions, in addition to the 
Poles, would have stopped in 1939 the German armies which
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France and Britain could not stop in 1940, and Russia could not 
stop in 1941 ? Would the presence of thirty-five Czech divisions 
on the other front have made France and Britain capable of invading 
Germany in 1939, or have persuaded Russia at that moment to 
Intervene 7 A man who believes that thirty-five Czech divisions 
would have made all that difference, will believe anything. What 
heights of nonsense are scaled by casuistry in a political debate 
which has no contact with reality ; because the only reality was 
the possible avoidance of an unnecessary war which has wrecked 
Europe and created the menace of Russia.

Far be it from us to marshal the military argument in the 
authoritative manner of that most engaging personality, and brightest 
star of television, Marshal Boothby, who now adds the military 
baton to his baton of charm, which has so long and successfully 
conducted the harmonious orchestra of his diverse talents. On 
the contrary he leaves us with a profound thought which stimulates 
to further reflection ; “ Munich, said Haider, after the war,
was responsible for the whole subsequent tragedy. The General 
Staff and the Army were utterly discredited.” This manly hand
shake of old soldiers beneath eyes filled with tears for the “ tragedy ” 
of the German General Staff is profoundly moving ; we can only 
add our respectful “ Hochs ” (as “  Heils ” are out of fashion). 
But in our simple amateur way we would remind our new Death’s 
Head Hussar that a  tradition exists in the old German General 
Staff which holds that it can be profitable for a German-Russian 
alliance to attack the West, and that many of the Germans who 
have at least proved their fidelity to Europe, in opposing Bolshevism 
to the death, are still in allied prisons or are awaiting “ de- 
Nazification England may have forgotten Mr. Churchill’s 
words after the Boer War “ the grass grows green over the battle
field— but over the scaffold never”. It is at least not too late 
to remember that Europe will not be united within the gaols of a 
conqueror ; particularly a conqueror who is proving so singularly 
incapable of managing his own affairs.

Last Soviet note a considerable advance

Present discussions of the next war are a fitting commentary 
on the futility of the last. As we anticipated, the next Soviet 
Note made effective play with the opportunities provided by 
President Eisenhower’s speech to the United Nations ; incidentally
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this note was the most skilful presentation of the general Soviet 
case yet published (if it was the work of Maclean and Burgess, 
they have since improved on the usual style and method of the 
Foreign Office dialectic). Behind the smoke screen of controversy 
two realities emerge ; the Soviets are ready to negotiate, and accept 
in clearer terms than ever before “the strict international control 
which would ensure the fulfilment of the agreement on the ban 
of the use of atomic energy for military ends ” ; it has hitherto 
been generally understood in the West that the Soviets were resisting 
such international control on grounds of national sovereignty. 
All this indicates the possibility of a considerable advance towards 
some solution of the armament question. We believe a danger 
exists that the importance of atomic warfare will be over emphasised 
in relation to the necessity for greatly reducing “ conventional 
weapons”. Here again the Soviet note makes an interesting 
reference to “ agreement on the question of a firm reduction of 
conventional weapons as well”. For reasons given in our last 
issue it is extremely unlikely that the atomic and hydrogen weapons 
will ever be used ; as we then reported, the Prime Minister made 
a recent speech somewhat in this sense. It seems, therefore, 
essential not to mimmise the importance of weapons that have 
often been used before, and may at any time be used again, in 
relation to weapons which will probably not be used for the good 
reason that none dare to use them ; in fact a reduction of tanks, 
aircraft and mass armies may be even more urgent than the control 
or banning of atomic weapons. The conventional weapons may 
start a war at any time of international tension ; but everyone 
will think twice before they start a war with the new weapons. 
It is really the fear of effective reprisals with such weapons, leading 
to the death of both antagonists, which deters their use, rather than 
international agreements. In dealing with the Soviets there is 
certainly far more safety in the simple fact that neither side dare 
shoot than in any Soviet signature. With well assumed naiveti 
the Soviet note argues that gas and chemical weapons were used 
in the first war, but not in the second war because an international 
convention was signed in the interval; in fact, of course, these 
weapons had been so developed in the interval that neither side 
dared to use them. In a communist haunted world it is mutual 
fear and not mutual trust, or any tradition of European honour, 
which will keep the peace. The simultaneous laying down of guns, 
on the simple gangster understanding that the room is too small
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for a shooting match, is the only realist basis for peace in the 
present condition of world morality ; and this possibility provides 
a  very practical and serious hope. A deal for the simultaneous 
reduction of massed armies, armoured divisions and bomber and 
fighter aircraft, is very practical; it has often been discussed 
before and reduced to measurable formulae by a long experience. 
Why not get on with that while the mysteries of atomic control are 
being explored ? The United States might even be willing to 
put into this trading some of their foreign bases which cause the 
Soviet so much apprehension ; in any case if bombers are reduced 
that danger is also reduced. Surely an opportunity for some 
sound horse trading to great mutual benefit can be found in this 
sphere ; perhaps donkey trading would be an even better word 
after some recent experience. Here is a chance to get down to 
real business ; why wait upon it ? International control and 
banning of the atomic weapons present greater and more novel 
problems which touch technical difficulties of inspection and more 
delicate aspects of national sovereignty. In a world where neither 
side believes a word the other says it is very difficult to get a 
complete ban of the atomic weapon ; if one side lays down this 
weapon, and the other side evades the ban and retains it, the side 
that is tricked risks death. This is a field in which none can take 
any chances; every precaution is necessary, and time is needed to 
work the system out. We are all for the banning of atomic weapons 
if we really can be sure that they are all really scrapped ; not to 
be sure is to commit suicide. Meantime what is lost by taking up 
the Soviet readiness to discuss a reduction in conventional weapons? 
If we can reduce armies, navies and air forces to the level of internal 
police forces, the haunting fear of invasion is removed and the 
surest basis of peace is established. In such conditions who would 
be mad enough to invite a deadly reprisal by using atomic weapons 
without purpose ? — such weapons by themselves can only 
devastate and not possess. Our plea is not to waste too much time 
or discussion on atomic weapons, which are unlikely to be used, 
but that we should hasten the practical task of ridding the world 
of the burden and danger of swollen armaments. Abolition of 
all weapons is most desirable, but the best must not be the enemy 
of the good : let us do at once what is immediate and practical.

EUROPEAN.
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NEMESIS OF NONSENSE
by ALEXANDER RAVEN

IT HAS BEEN rightly said that “ Truth is the first casualty in 
every war ” ; to which might well be added “ and God is 

the first conscript ”. What has been sadly underestimated is the 
longterm effect of such lying on the gigantic scale which is in fact 
the greatest evil of total war. Too much emphasis has been laid 
on loss of life and bodily disablement in modem war (which has 
actually been proportionately less than in earlier conflicts with more 
primitive means of destruction) and too little upon the universal 
poisoning of the public mind which can have the most undesirable 
consequences at a later date. After all, only a comparatively small 
minority of the nation lose their fives or suffer bodily wounds in 
modem war, but all are exposed to the influence of an evil and 
lying propaganda which has an even more poisonous effect on 
the home population than upon the enemy, against whom it is 
directed.

What is the effect of large-scale lying on the psychology of 
nations ? The science of mass-psychology may still be in its infancy, 
but we are entitled to draw certain conclusions from a comparative 
study of individual psychology, where “ suppression,” or failure 
to face the truth about oneself, combined with the building up 
of a fictitious picture of oneself and one’s relations with the out
side world, are the most potent causes of neurosis. Thus the 
mediocre type, who imagines himself to be a man of talent, explains 
his own failure by resort to a persecution mania ; the spinster 
who is frustrated adopts an unnatural revulsion against sex, 
becoming a universal busy-body or even a writer of anonymous 
letters.

Does lying on the grand scale have the same effect on the 
psychology of nations ? Is there such a thing as a national 
neurosis which becomes a complex paralysing the national will
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and stimulating irrational reactions in public opinion ? There 
can be little doubt that this is the case, and frequently with the 
most disastrous consequences. Lying to oneself is even worse 
than lying to others, and the essence of modern propaganda is that 
it is directed far more to producing neurotic impulses in the home 
population than to misleading or undermining the enemy. The 
consequences of such perversion of mass opinion are no less serious 
in the case of nations than they can be shown to be in the case of 
individuals.

A Minister in the present Government recently expressed the 
opinion that the British people most regrettably seemed to have 
“ a bad conscience” about their own Empire. This is scarcely 
surprising, considering that, throughout the six years of war and 
for years before that, they were being told how wicked it 
was for Hitler to attempt to resuscitate the former Austro- 
Hungarian Empire in the form of German domination of Eastern 
Europe. The continual repetition of such attacks upon “ im
perialism ” and “ aggression ” have created a neurosis in the 
public mind, subconsciously aware that the British Empire is (or 
was) just such a system of Anglo-Saxon domination over what 
Kipling called “ lesser breeds without the law ” and created more
over by numberless "  acts of aggression ” on the part of our fore
fathers. In our determination to deny all moral right to our 
cousins the Germans to have an Empire in Eastern Europe, we 
have deprived ourselves of our own moral right to an Empire else
where —. and such moral factors are of deep psychological import 
as every expert on the subject knows.

That this has become a national neurosis is shown all too clearly 
by the old psychological trick of “ word association ” universally 
applied to the patient on the psychiatrist’s couch. The reaction 
of public opinion to the very word “ Empire ” has become typically 
neurotic with every symptom of embarrassment and mental conflict. 
Hence the flight to such euphemisms as “ Commonwealth ” to 
escape the fury of a conscience inflamed by wartime propaganda — 
long outdated but still potent.

Nor is this anything new. The irresponsible anti-German 
propaganda of the First World War culminating in the most out
rageous lie of modem times — that the Germans were exclusively 
responsible for a war started by the assassination of the heir to 
the Austro-Hungarian throne with the connivance of the Serbian 
Government — had the most appalling consequences both in this
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country and in Germany herself. It is not too much to say that 
both countries approached the crises of their relations in the 1930’s 
in a neurotic condition.

The Northcliffe propaganda drive, far worse than its equivalent 
in the Second World War, portrayed the whole German nation as 
fiends in human form, repudiating even the great cultural 
achievements of German music and literature as an evil “ Kultur 
The consequences were similar to those fixations which can be 
created by a stupid nursemaid who frightens her charges with tales 
of the black man who will catch them if they don’t look out. The 
British people were left with an irrational fear and distrust of the 
Germans, which in the case of some people became nothing 
less than a monomania.

When Germany started to recover her military and economic 
strength, it was jail too easy for Foreign Office officials and their 
associates to play on this particular neurosis to which they had 
personally succumbed. The danger of Russian Communism, the 
need of an extension of the concept of the European balance of power 
to embrace wider world considerations, all these were swept aside 
in the neurotic fear of the “ Hun ” — that mythical figure created 
by the Northcliffe Press.

In Germany itself the effects were no less violent, if more healthy, 
as it is always easier to repudiate the lies told by others than those 
one has told oneself. The German reaction to being told that all 
Germans were pariahs and outcasts, inferior to other more civilised 
peoples, was characteristic. Far from accepting such a judgment 
of their manifest cultural achievements in the previous century, 
the Germans turned in ever increasing numbers to a philosophy 
which portrayed them as a superior nordic race, with all the 
implications of “ persecution ” and encirclement to account for 
their failure hitherto to impose their will on surrounding “ inferior ” 
peoples.

These two highly neurotic reactions to the “ Falsehood in War
time ” courageously exposed by Lord Ponsonby between the two 
wars were an even graver cause of the eventual conflict than all the 
injustices of Versailles, which Hitler had almost completely removed 
prior to 1939. The British misunderstanding of Germany was 
actually the more tragic of the two, as the German philosophy 
of race implied friendship and respect for the British as a fellow 
“ nordic ” people, as was shown when Hitler failed to drive home 
the advantages his victory in Flanders had gained him — either at
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Dunkirk, or in the invasion of Britain which no less an expert 
than Field-Marshal Kesselring has recently stated to have been a 
perfectly feasible and probably successful project

To acquit Britain of exclusive responsibility for the evil effects 
of mass propaganda, despite its invention in Fleet Street — to the 
great admiration of Hitler in Mein Kampf — it is only fair to point 
out that the German propaganda of the master-race theory also 
led to its own fatal nemesis. As a means of restoring German 
morale shaken by defeat in the First World War, and of refuting 
the unjustified libel of war guilt in the Versailles Treaty, it was 
undoubtedly one of the most valuable instruments of the National 
Socialist regime for internal purposes. It was when this theory 
over-reached its propaganda purpose to influence German foreign 
policy that it brought ruin upon Germany.

We have already noted that respect for the British as a fellow 
“ nordic ” people, who had established their supremacy over 
“ inferior” races throughout the world,' prevented Hitler from 
making a decisive effort to eliminate this country as an enemy 
before turning eastwards. But equally the Russian campaign, 
despite brilliant early victories, failed in its purpose of eliminating 
the Communist regime in Moscow, because the Germans refused 
to arm and make use of Slavs to fight the Red Army, until it was 
much too late, owing to their self-imposed theory that the Slavs 
were an “ inferior ” race to be treated very much as native Indians 
had been treated by the British Raj in India. (See Hitler’s Table 
Talks.)

We have already traced in this analysis of the Nemesis of Non
sense the interlocking effect of mass propaganda, poisoning the 
minds of millions and perverting the whole course of history in 
consequence. Nor must we imagine that the process is at an end. 
This is no place to deal with the propaganda lies being told on 
both sides of the Iron Curtain at the present time ; it is a tremendous 
theme requiring far more space than we have here available.

Let us conclude with the last interaction of the Anglo-German 
conflict. Britain stands in the greatest need of a complete re
orientation of her national policy, both political and economic, 
if she is to survive as a major power in the modern world. The 
same crisis faces her as after the Napoleonic wars, when the American 
colonies were finally lost. On that occasion the very ideas of the 
French Revolution were taken up in this country with the utmost 
enthusiasm, and proved to be the basis of an immense expansion
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of British power as the leading commercial and Empire-building 
nation of the world.

It may well be that some ideas of the German Revolution, which 
we fought as resolutely and determinedly as those of the French 
Revolution a century and a half before, present some contri
bution to the present British problem in co-operation with our 
fellow-Europeans. Certainly many strong arguments point in that 
direction today — withdrawal from competitive world trading —  
co-operation with other European nations in such schemes as the 
Schuman Plan — development of the remaining European colonial 
possessions as a European Lebensraum.

Yet the poison of mass propaganda deprives intelligent English
men of effective means of considering such “ enemy ” proposal* 
which were quite readily accepted by the smaller and more realistic 
ruling class of a century ago. Any suggestion that there wa* 
anything good in the National Socialist system, which raised 
Germany to immense power and strength requiring a world in arm* 
to wrestle her down, has been made anathema to our generation.

This does not mean that some of these ideas may not prevail 
when transmitted to an English inspiration, and enlarged to 
accommodate all Europe, as did those of democracy after the 
suppression of the French Revolution and its hero, Napoleon ;■ 
but it may well mean that Britain is driven to the very verge of 
social and economic collapse, before this realisation can overcome 
the poison sown in the minds of the people before and during 
the last war. Thus it is that a great nation must pay for allowing 
itself to be deluged with a flood of lies.

The Nemesis of Nonsense is all too clear in the modern world. 
Is it an inevitable product of the democratic glorification of the 
common man ? If so it is high time that we turned to uncommon 
men to save our civilisation from final extinction.
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THE REBEL
by E. F. F. HILL

NDRE GIDE writes in his diary : “ The world will only be
saved, if it can be, by the rebels. Without them there would 

be an end to our civilisation, our culture, all that we love and that 
gave to our presence on earth a secret justification. They are, 
these rebels, the salt of the earth and the men sent from God. 
For I am convinced that God does not exist, and that we have 
to create him.”

This statement is worthy of consideration because it declares 
the task, for failure to discharge which, civilisations have collapsed 
and cultures have become sterile. The task is the complete inter
weaving of the spiritual with the material and the political and of 
the material and the political with the spiritual, so that these are 
no longer separate autonomous spheres but one life, mysterious, 
surprising, never completely penetrable, of which no typical form 
can be found'and to which no total expression can be given. Gide 
assigns this task to the rebel, to the man who is, in all his acts and 
in all his conditions, unsubdued. And he does so in the con
temporary setting of the non-existence of God, in the presence of 
men who have lost the sense of the mysterium, of the holy, who are 
no longer capable of wonder but who can only measure and calculate 
and perform their record-breaking skills, of men who are swallowed 
up in the flux of time and enslaved by the imperious necessity of 
who knows how many processes.

In a time of calculated mistrust and revolutionary fervour, Gide 
points to the rebel and to the connection between his authentic 
act and the creation of God. To test the validity of this connection, 
we must know what his act is, what are its fundamental relations 
and what it is that his freedom brings into existence : we must 
know it, not in its negative aspects but in its positive ; what it is 
that the rebel is resolved never to betray and never to cease to be.
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A possible popular confusion between the rebel and the re
volutionary must be removed. With whatever freedom a revo
lutionary makes his first decisive act and with whatever fortitude 
he is resolved to continue in his course, the act which his freedom 
brings into existence is grounded in mistrust, in a basic sundering. 
There is anger in it but no joy ; he is able to revenge but not to 
forgive, to kill but not to heal, to hate but not to love, to speak 
but not to utter truth ; he spews out specious names but is the 
guarantor of nothing ; he breaks all fundamental human relation
ships and in their stead, stronger than the ties of blood, he sets 
up relationships to a party, a cause, an idea, an end, until nobility 
itself becomes a blind and bloodless monster. Even when his 
initial act is the result of a profound engagement with himself in 
the face of his contemporaries, because of the mistrust in which 
it is grounded, his sacrifice becomes a total abandonment and 
betrayal of himself and his contemporaries. He ends by becoming 
a type, and in reducing all things else to type. He assumes the 
prerogatives of an exploiting power. But the type can make no 
decisions ; it can bring nothing into existence ; it cannot reveal 
itself; it cannot take a stand. It does not exist.

Between the rebel and the revolutionary there is war.
It is in times of revolutionary fervour that the task of the rebel 

is clarified and his words have their sharper sound. When the 
world is convulsed and its foundations shattered and the withered 
flowers of its culture scattered, he, the unsubdued one, remains a 
regenerating ferment to build with nobler worth. His fundamental 
relations are unbroken, his joy undiminished. It is not because 
he is unsubdued by the pressure of external authority that every
thing else follows, but because in the innermost depths of his being 
he takes his stand and affirms, absolutely, in the midst of the very 
expression of the non-existence of God, the presence of God : 
he is unsubdued by disorder and chaos.

He, too, surrenders himself but. not to-plagiarism. He surrenders 
himself to himself and, in the generosity of his being towards an 
other, he is enabled to meet his own demands. In him the life 
that was despised and broken flows strong, and through him is 
there to be taken up again by his fellows. The act which his 
freedom brings into existence is grounded in the love of the love 
and the worth of all things. He lives in no detached autonomous 
realm, either of the spirit or of “ matter,” but in the realm of 
fidelity where all detached realms are fused into a living whole.
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The realm of fidelity is the realm of love and truth, and the realm 
of love is the realm of the Holy, the realm of the revelation of God. 
In all other realms we are in the presence of idols and objects, and 
all idols bear the character of the false.

No man can make God or be His originator. But the man 
who breaks the tyranny of the enslaved spirit’s worship of abstract 
absolutes, in whatever specious form these are presented, from 
love and truth because he has never betrayed himself in the presence 
of God, is the creator of G od: in him, in the act which his freedom 
creates, out of the void of the non-existence of God, the living 
God reveals His life.

OIL-RUSH CITY
by JOHN HAYLOCK

TO GET YOUR v.sa for Kuwait, if you live in Baghdad as I 
do, you have to go to the British Embassy whatever your 

nationality may be. As I was going on an official visit with a 
group of Iraqi colleagues from, the Iraqi Ministry of Education 
I was asked to get my Arab friends’ visas for them. It seemed 
anomalous for me, an Englishman, to get visas for Arabs who 
wanted to visit another Arab state, but Kuwait is a British 
Protectorate, and has been ever since the Sheikh sought protection 
of the British in 1899. My visa was gratis, but my friends had to 
pay for theirs.*

* Iraqis no longer need visas for Kuwait
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We left Baghdad for Basra by night train. I shared a sleeping 
compartment with a middle-aged American widow who was also 
in our party. The Iraqis did not think this to be in the least odd 
as they regard foreign women of a certain age who go about 
uncovered as not quite belonging to the gentler sex, if to any sex 
at all.

We arrived in Basra the following morning, and spent a few hours 
bargaining with taxi drivers to take our party of fifteen to Kuwait, 
which lies on the Western shores of the Persian Gulf about a hundred 
miles south of the Iraqi port. Shortly after lunch we started off 
in three American cars. We went through Zubair, an attractive 
old desert town almost untouched by modern civilization, and then 
out into the open desert No particular taxi took the lead ; some
times mine was in front and then we were passed by another that 
had found a firmer track. We were soon through the Iraqi Customs, 
isolated buildings surrounded by a few trees in the middle of 
nothing but sand. No one wants to smuggle anything from Iraq 
into Kuwait as prices of most goods are more expensive in the 
former country, but there is much illicit trafficking in the opposite 
direction. A few more miles of desert brought us to another 
lonely building: the Kuwaiti Frontier Post and Customs. Here 
two American cars, full of people, were waiting. As soon as we 
stopped a group of Kuwaiti officials jumped out, and gave one of 
our party, whom they knew, two resounding kisses on both cheeks, 
many pats on the back and handshakes before they shook our 
hands. Our passports were taken from us and sent into the 
station, we all piled into our cars again and were off. After a 
short distance two more cars met us. Out we jumped and the 
kisses, pats and handshaking began all over again. We were now 
a convoy of seven cars, but it was no orderly procession. The 
car of a nephew of the Sheikh or the Director of Education did 
not have precedence; We had a race, and the seven large cars 
hurtled across the desert, passing and re-passing each other, 
sometimes alongside one another when frantic and friendly wavings 
took place, and sometimes one behind the other with each driver 
bent over the wheel determined to get to Kuwait first

It was dark when we went through the arched gateway into the 
walled city. We dismissed our Basra taxis outside some Govern
ment buildings and were bundled into brand new American 
limousines that seemed as if they had only just been unpacked, 
for shipping papers were stuck on the windscreens and the sun-
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visors had brown paper covers. I discovered later that all the 
cars in Kuwait are like this. To have a 1952 car in 1953 would 
be regarded as great “ shame ” .

There is only one hotel in Kuwait. It is a dilapidated Turkish- 
type house with a courtyard and one lavatory that does not work. 
As we were guests of the Kuwaiti Directorate of Education we 
were put up in a disused school, a charming Arab building in the 
middle of the old town. We slept on the first floor in tiny cell-like 
rooms that all led on to the main corridor. Our beds were like 
those in a monastery and were covered with new sheets and 
blankets whose paper labels and price tickets •itere still stuck on. 
On this first evening we were led to the ho ’el where we were 
given an English-type meal, made up'mostly of tinned food, served 
by Christians from the northern Iraqui village of Tel-Kayf, which 
provides hotel servants for all the hotels in Iraq and for many, 
I believe, in Detroit. The Director of Education, a  delightful, 
quiet and cultured man in a blue suit and Arab headdress, and 
several officials in the Directorate, dined with us ; most of them 
spoke excellent English.

There was no bar in the hotel; there are no bars anywhere in 
Kuwait at all. The Sheikh keeps strictly to the Moslem law and 
allows no alcohol to be sold. It can be bought secretly at a great 
price. The British residents evade this, which to them would be 
an impossible restriction, by obtaining their whisky and gin at 
eight-and-sixpence a bottle from the oil company that imports 
spirits duty free. The Kuwaiti authorities are prepared to ignore 
this infringement of the regulations as their little country depends 
on the company for its great wealth, and they know that British 
and American oil engineers would be unwilling to get oil out of 
the ground without the aid of plenty of strong drink.

There is nothing to do in Kuwait in the evening. There are no 
public cinemas and no cabarets ; very few people wander about 
after eight o’clock in the evening. The English stay in their houses 
and drink whisky ; the Kuwaitis stay in theirs and do I know not 
what There are, I was told, a number of cinema projectors in 
private houses, and there is a system for exchanging films between 
families. So some Kuwaitis can enjoy Rita Hayworth, Lana 
Turner and Esther Williams as their brother Arabs do in public 
in Iraq, Syria and the Lebanon. But the British bachelor after 
his long day at the office must content himself with whisky, an 
occasional party with his countrymen and their wives, bridge,
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a book and h'a armchair, an unrewarding walk about the dark 
streets, or a dream about his next leave.

After all fourteen of us had tried to wash and shave under one 
trickling tap we were driven to the hotel for an English breakfast. 
There is no water in Kuwait. There are a' few brackish wells, 
but most of the water comes from Basra and is sold in cans in 
the streets. It costs about ten shillings to buy enough water for 
a bath. There is a water distilling plant at the oil city, and a pipe
line of distilled water to Kuwait, but it does not supply nearly enough 
for the whole town. The houses in which British officials live 
seem in some mysterious way to have running water, but not many 
are so privileged. The latest modern conveniences are imported 
from all over the world and perfectly fitted in proper places, but 
none of them work.

The Government of Kuwait is a family concern. The Sheikh, 
Abdullah al-Sabah, is the ruler, and his relations, all sheikhs, have 
been made responsible for the various departments of government. 
Each sheikh has the biggest kind, of Cadillac it is possible to have, 
a palace or two and a certain amount of power. They seem 
genuinely keen on the development of their little sheikhdom. All 
of them wear splendid Arab clothes which begin, at the top, with 
magnificent keffirs, and end with nylon socks and English or 
American shoes of the finest quality. Some of them hide behind 
sunglasses or allow their red and white check keffirs to screen 
their faces, so it is often hard to see what they look like.

On the first morning of our visit we were taken in three cars 
to the Ministry of Education, where we were shown up to the 
conference room and were sat down round a fine oval table. We 
were given tea in small glasses, then coifee, then more tea and as 
many cigarettes as it was possible to smoke in the hour or two that 
we were there. We were then driven to the Ministry of Justice to 
meet Sheikh Abdullah Jabr who is also Minister of Education. 
We found him sitting at the end of a long room dispensing justice 
in the traditional Arab way. The beautifully-robed sheikh rose and 
shook hands with us all and waved us to chairs placed on either 
side of the room. Speeches of welcome were lengthily exchanged ; 
coffee was served. We took our leave after half an hour and visited 
the vice-sheikh (the ruler was away in the desert hunting), at his 
headquarters. After more handshaking we sat round the walls 
of the large hall in which we were received. At a signal from the 
sheikh his bodyguard of six stalwart, wild-looking, hawk-eyed
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Bedouins shouted simultaneously in a commanding tone the one 
word, “ Gawa,” and the servants scuttled off to bring coffee. We 
smoked Craven A and drank coffee of the bitter Arab kind served 
in small handleless cups and lightly chatted to our neighbours. 
The next sheikh on the list was the Minister of Health and Public 
Works. We sat round another oval table over which were scattered 
unopened packets of Camels and waited for the Minister to appear. 
This sheikh had been to America and knew a smattering of English. 
He told us about the new building projects and that we would 
visit some of them the following morning. He spoke modestly, 
but not apologetically, about the modernisation of Kuwait ; he 
seemed well aware of the problems that the speedy advance into 
twentieth-century life would bring. Coffee and tea flowed and 
we left the room in a haze of smoke.

After a quick look at the one secondary school, where I  saw 
fifteen-year-old Kuwaitis typing quite difficult English on brand- 
new Remingtons, and younger ones, under the charge of an 
Egyptian teacher, speaking very passable English, I escaped the rest 
of the afternoon programme — a visit to all the primary schools 
in Kuwait. The Secondary School boys have compulsory prayers 
at four o’clock every afternoon. Led by a mullah, the whole 
school pray in the courtyard on long rush mats, unrolled before
hand by servants. The Director of Education told me that he had 
adopted this practice after his visit to a public school in England.

While the others were touring the primary schools, I wandered 
around the town. Kuwait has been the centre of the Persian 
Gulf pearl fishing and gold smuggling for years, but these two 
activities have decreased since the British and American oil 
companies started seriously to exploit the rich oil fields after the 
evacuation of Abadan. The old town is built on a finger of sand 
that points into the sea. On the desert side a mud wall was 
constructed by all the inhabitants in 1919 during the nights of 
Ramadhan for protection from raiding tribes. The wall was built 
some way from the old houses, so there has been enough space 
in which to develop the new town. Old Kuwait is near the sea, 
and consists of narrow streets and high walls whose blankness 
is only relieved by studded and carved substantial wooden doors. 
Behind these walls the family life and evening amusements of 
Kuwait go on, but what the latter are one can only conjecture. 
Love and lust ? — there are “ houses,” I believe. Gambling ? — 
this is forbidden by the Koran but many Arabs enjoy poker.
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Gossip ? — in a small town everyone knows everyone else’s 
business and Arab tongues are eloquent. Or just smoking ? — 
Kuwait is a smoker’s paradise, as English and American cigarettes 
are three shillings for fifty.

Old Kuwait, with its winding lanes between the high blank walls 
and its archways across them, its graceful dhows along the seashore, 
is romantic because it leaves much to the imagination, but the new 
Kuwait that is springing up and encroaching upon the old is cheap 
and shoddy. New Kuwait, made out of part of the old that has 
been pulled down, and extending to the walls and beyond, is made 
up of little streets roofed over with corrugated iron and full of 
one-man shops new street, called New Street, of one-storey 
buildings with pillars down each side ; a wide square off which 
two wide treeless “ avenues ” lead to the walls. The wide square, 
in the middle of which Bedouin squat over their merchandise, 
is the centre of the town ; New Street is the main shopping district. 
Up and down New Street, into the square and down one of the 
avenues and then, I  suppose, back again, as there is nowhere else 
to go, race the latest American cars with their horns screaming 
and their radios blaring. In New Street shops, often run by 
Indians, one sees all kinds of western manufactured goods : radio 
sets, cinema projectors, luxury cameras, refrigerators, washing 
machines and even golf clubs — there is no golf course. I was 
told by a friend that one enterprising Indian merchant sold some 
television sets; perhaps he was only a little premature, for at the 
rate progress is going, I should think Kuwait will have 
television soon if the Sheikh allows it. It seems as if western 
exporters have sent everything they could think of to Kuwait. 
There are streets full of shops selling nothing but English and 
American cigarettes, not in packets of twenty but in cartons of a 
thousand. There are narrow lanes with nothing but tailors’ shops 
that are busy until a late hour making the best cloth the western 
world can produce into Arab costumes. There are other shops 
crammed from floor to ceiling with watches. And all these imported 
articles, from cin6-cameras to Arrow shirts, are cheaper in Kuwait 
than they are in their country of origin. Everyone seems to be 
on a tremendous shopping spree. There seems to be no lack of 
money in this boom town, and few signs of poverty. There are 
no tom clothes as in other parts of the Arab world, very few 
beggars, few bare feet, and few wrists without a watch. Not many 
Kuwaiti women walk about, and those that do are well covered.
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Since the Oil Company started exploiting the oil to its fullest 
extent, Kuwait, which produced more oil than any other oil country 
in the Middle East last year, has been getting roughly fifty million 
pounds a year, and all this has to be spent on a desert country 
a little bigger than Hampshire with a population of about two 
hundred thousand. Workers with and without passports have- 
poured in from Iraq, Iran and India ; for at the moment there 
are many jobs, and there will be for years if the Government’s 
colossal building schemes continue. Workers are well paid, but 
food is expensive as it all has to be imported ; little can grow in 
this arid land ; and owing to the terrific increase in population 
rents are exorbitant, unless one is content to live in an oil-can 
hut. The climate is delightful in winter, when I was there, but 
in summer it is unbearably hot.

It is an oil-rush city. Because of the fever of purchase in the air, 
the activity, the new shops going up, new streets being made, it 
reminds one of those towns that one has seen in films about 
pioneer days in the Middle West One would not be surprised to 
see outlaws galloping into the dusty square with their six-shooters 
blazing. But there are no saloons for them to beat up, no back
room blondes for them to fight over, no apparent vice for them to 
get mixed up in.

Still having found nothing to do in the evening, my colleagues 
and I spent our time covetously looking at the different things we 
had bought that day ; we had all caught the buying mania, it’s 
impossible not to catch it in Kuwait. Unbusinesslike men, we 
found ourselves behaving like the most, hardened of traders. 
“ How much did you pay for that ? ” one would ask the owner 
of sixty yards of Chinese silk, and “ Where did you get it ?
“ What did you pay for that lovely Swiss watch ? I must get 
one tomorrow.” “ These delicious chocolates, what did they 
cost ? ”

On the next day we went first to the hospital where we were shown 
the Dental Department, equipped with the most modem apparatus 
in the world. An English dental mechanic to whom I spoke 
told me that he produced with his Arab assistants the best 
dentures it was possible to make. “ But it breaks your heart,” 
he said, “ when you’ve made a perfect set, it’s a work of art, you 
know, and then the owner comes back after a week with it all 
mucked up.” . However, Kuwaitis can have their teeth looked after 
in the most wonderful glittering surgeries by expert dentists free
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of charge if they are unable to pay anything.
We were shown the water distillation plant which is under con

struction, and the planning rooms in the Ministry of Public Works. 
In two large sheds hundreds of draughtsmen were sitting at sloping 
desks planning more and more buildings. The drawings of the 
new concrete city that they plan outside the walls were explained 
to us. It is to have curved streets to avoid monotony and three 
types of houses for persons of different positions and varying 
sized families. Each group of houses will have its shopping 
quarter, its school, and its playground. It reminded one of Welwyn 
Garden City, but without the gardens.

Exhausted with plans for the future of Kuwait buzzing in our 
heads, but impressed by the eagerness of everyone concerned, we 
were allowed one hour for lunch before starting out again.

In the afternoon we visited a village outside the town where 
several of the sheikhs are having summer palaces built, as it is 
cooler than in Kuwait itself. On the way back we were invited to 
tea at one of the sheikhs’ seaside houses. The garden had an 
avenue of struggling saplings planted in petrol tins ; on the sea 
side of the house we discovered the dignified sheikh waiting for us 
at the top of a flight of steps. We sat round a  big sitting room 
on whose floor there was a splendid Persian cardet and smoked 
for a  while. We had tea in a lengthy dining room on the table 
of which was laid a sumptuous tea, with cups and plates of 
excellent English china, an Indian silver tea service, and numerous 
cream cakes and chocolate biscuits. The fine linen table cloth 
still had the manufacturer’s label adhering to it. But we were 
not scheduled to stay long in this delightful bungalow for we were 
invited to another tea party at the Teachers’ Club. Here we sat 
closely packed together in a small and simple room and spoke to 
teachers from all parts of the Arab world who had come to help 
in Kuwait’s battle against illiteracy, which, at the remarkable speed 
the Directorate of Education is going, will soon be won. Almost 
a t once we had to be off to the National Club for a reception in 
our honour. The club being too small to hold the large gathering, 
we sat at . tables laden with tea and cakes, in a courtyard, and 
shivered as the sun quickly descended. .We listened to speeches 
by prominent Kuwaitis, recitations of poetry, patriotic addresses, 
and jokes (told mostly by Egyptians) which were all shouted into 
a very efficient microphone. I talked to a Kuwaiti in Arab dress 
who knew English perfectly. I found that he had spent several
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years at Glasgow University and that he spoke flawless Glaswegian. 
The American lady won a prize for telling an anti-Truman story 
which was politely voted the best joke of the evening, and received 
a Parker pen from the hands of the vice-Sheikh, who throughout 
the proceedings was surrounded by his trusty bodyguard. The 
Minister of Justice and Education, I was told, was modem and 
did not have a guard.

We were invited to dinner that night by one of the important 
sheikhs. We arrived outside two houses facing one another across 
a broad street, both gaily lit by strings of coloured electric- 
light bulbs. Both the houses belonged to the sheikh : one was the 
Diwan where he received his guests and the other the Harem where 
he had his private quarters. We sat in the main reception room of 
the Diwan before dinner on gaudy armchairs and sofas that 
surrounded the walls. In the middle of the room was an oval 
table covered with a bright pink cloth on which were two china 
dogs (possibly from Margate) and a brass tiger (possibly from 
India) ; in each comer of the room was a wardrobe with looking- 
glass, and near one of these was a grandfather clock that did not 
work. On the floor was a brilliant red carpet. We dined on the 
first floor of the other house up to which we climbed some rickety 
wooden steps. Servants with bowls and jugs of water were waiting 
for us at the top. After washing our hands we were shown into a 
long corridor the whole length of which ran a table that was one 
foot high from the carpeted floor. We squatted on both sides of 
the table, confronting enormous platters, and were handed bath- 
towels for napkins. It was a meal for giants, and the fifty or so 
people present made little impression on the mountains of rice, 
the stuffed sheep roasted whole, the plates of chickens and Arab 
delicacies. Armed servants in Arab dress saw that we did not 
dally with our food. After a session of speech-making in the 
Diwan, which was concluded by the handing round of burning 
sandalwood for us to smell (the sign for a guest to depart), we left.

The next morning we visited the oil city, some twenty-five miles 
to  the south. There is little to see in any oil city except quantities 
of silver coloured pipes, a few barbed wire enclosures where work 
goes on, and tongues of flame burning off the dangerous gases. 
We were driven round the residential quarter. British and 
American officials are graded by their jobs and their salaries and 
have accommodation according to their grade. Grade one live in 
stucco villas around which some have managed to grow small
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gardens ; no doubt getting a Grade one distilled water ration 
from the plant. In these gardens, which have English summer 
flowers in February, English couples sit in deck chairs during the 
lunch hour, looking as if they had never left Surbiton. Grade 
two have aluminium houses : small boxes with fences round them 
but no gardens, one or two pathetically dying plants in petrol tins 
or just sand. Grade three live in blocks of concrete. Outside 
each house stands an English or an American car which betrays 
the nationality of its occupants ; its only use, I should think, for 
there is nowhere to go by motor. There is a  club for European 
and American employees ; a big yellow building that reminds one 
of a road-house on one of the by-passes near London. But this 
is really for Grade one men and their wives. Another club is 
nearly completed for the other grades. At the club in the morning, 
shift-workers off duty and wives drink, play bridge, tennis or swim, 
and in the evening dine, drink and sometimes dance. I  understand 
that Grade one officials will relax more happily when they can do 
so in segregation ; and probably the younger Grade two and 
Grade three men and their wives will be able to enjoy themselves 
more freely when they are not under the, perhaps, more sober 
eyes of their superiors. There is a cinema, an amateur dramatic 
society, a shopping centre where housewives queue (the Company 
tries to make them feel at home) and a post office where one buys 
British stamps with Kuwait superimposed on them.. There is a 
very modern mosque for the Moslem employees, canteens for the 
different sects, and rows and rows of hutches for the workmen. 
There are welfare officers who look after the workmen, run the 
canteens and smooth over any disagreements that may occur among 
the mixed races employed. The oil city is well organised. It is 
impossible, with the inevitable club life, the small identical villas, 
the graded employees and the therefore graded wives and families 
for it not to be like a super-suburbia, and haye the jealousies and 
backbiting that are found in an enclosed community where people 
live on top of one another and have nowhere to go but the club or 
the one cinema. The Company does its best, and one must admire 
the British, Americans, Arabs, Indians and others who live in this 
barren and characterless settlement that has a scorching summer 
and shadeless roads, and who work so hard to produce wealth 
for the Company, for Kuwait, and for themselves. It could not 
be a  labour of love, but without it all the magnificent schemes 
for making Kuwait a modern state would fail.
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We took the plane back to Basra and got there in about half 
an hour. One could not help wondering as one flew over the 
expanse of sand that is Kuwait whether it wasn’t rather a waste 
to spend so much on such a small and such a desolate land ; 
whether Kuwait will really benefit by having the finest hotel in the 
Middle East and a radio station better than the B.B.C.’s as they 
plan to have ; whether it wouldn’t be better for Kuwait to join 
with Iraq. Iraq is almost three times the size of England and has 
a seventh of its population. It is watered by the two great rivers, 
the Tigris and the Euphrates, which with more irrigation projects 
could be used to bring vast wastes under cultivation ; besides oil, 
it has other resources which are undeveloped. With more money 
Iraq could be made into the Denmark of the Middle East and supply 
overpopulated and industrial countries with food. The Kuwaitis 
are proud of their little state. They are charming, virile and 
jealous of what they have ; they don’t  wish to share it with the 
Arab world. They are a tough people who have lived through 
the ages under difficult circumstances by their hard work, their 
knowledge of the sea and trading. Suddenly, by a twentieth- 
century miracle, they have found themselves to be richer than 
they ever dreamed ; they are not spending their wealth wantonly. 
But how long will it last ? The oil will become exhausted one 
day in the not very distant future.
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PROPHET OF GOD 
AND RULER OF MEN

by DESMOND STEWART

M uhammad at Mecca. By W. Montgomery Watt. Oxford, 18s.

RELIGION is one of the chief interests of the twentieth century, 
just as it was of the nineteenth. There is this difference, 

however : the nineteenth century was factional and dogmatic, 
on the one hand the assault on revealed religion by enthusiastic 
scientists, on the other, the divisions between High, Middle and 
Low Church, between the Vatican and Pusey House ; the twentieth 
tends to be vaguely curious about the numinous in general. 
Greene and Waugh, while sectarian, are yet sectarian in a more 
generalised way than Newman or Pusey ; and more typical of the 
age, Aldous Huxley is interested in what he has named the 
Perennial Philosophy, a kind of mystical common-denominator 
found in, or behind, all organised sects. On a lower level, but no 
less important in its social effects, a new sect is born daily in America; 
we are told that in a certain Far Western University there is a course, 
not very hard to enter, for the training of would-be cult-leaders. 
In this spiritual melting-pot, stirred both by sincere and sen
sationalist wrists, the ingredients of the next religion are likely to 
be found.

What part will Muhammad have to play ?
The history of western writers on Muhammad is long, and on 

the whole, inglorious. No great prophet has met with more abuse 
and less understanding. Probably, in England at any rate, 
resentment is felt because Muhammad’s creed was an active one, 
and his life successful. Great activists in practice, the Anglo-Saxons 
worship at the shrine of failure. Muhammad’s Thousand Year 
Reich is now well into its fourteenth century : a world-empire 
of the spirit in which religion and politics, ethics and everyday 
life, have been from the start inextricably intertwined. The English,
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creators with the right hand of what they pull apart with their 
left, feel no attraction for the energetic, unschizophrenic genius 
used by the Eternal to declare His unambiguous purpose to the 
world. There is little room for cant in Islam, and while Muhammad’s 
attacks on hypocrites are no more frequent than Christ’s, his 
longer life, his ability to shape the infant community of believers, 
his opportunities for expressing his opinions on the day to day 
affairs of an existing, not hypothetical Kingdom of God, enabled 
loopholes to be filled in — those myriad loopholes which in 
Christianity permit, both pacifism and the atomic bomb, slavery 
and democracy, capitalism and communism, to find their justifying 
texts.

It is significant that the Scots, with their greater talents for 
religion, to say nothing of their tribal background, have shown 
themselves readier to understand Muhammad than the English. 
Two epochal studies of Muhammad have come from Scottish 
pens. Carlyle’s essay has little to recommend it nowadays, on 
the grounds of scholarship. He inherited the belief that Muhammad 
rose like a Pheonix from a burned out desert world, as remote from 
western culture as Papua, as naif as Spitzbergen. But at least 
Carlyle can be claimed as the first important writer to see that the 
mainspring of Muhammad’s inspiration was sincerity, that he was 
not the fraudulent impostor of ecclesiastic legend. Mr. Mont
gomery Watt has the advantages of a hundred years of Arabic, 
German and English scholarship behind him, and he uses them to 
the best effect. His Muhammad A t Mecca is probably the best 
book in English yet written on the Prophet: which is not to say 
that it is the most easy to read. Stiff with quotations, transliterated 
Arabic names, (always tiresome to the occidental reader), and 
closely argued discussions on such questions as who went to 
Abyssinia, and why, and whether there were secondary, if not 
tertiary reasons, it is the best kind of Caledonian scholarship. 
Mr. Watt does not announce himself as a convert to Islam, but it 
is clear that he is no enemy either. He takes Muhammad’s claim 
to prophethood extremely seriously, and argues with great detail 
precisely what Muhammad meant by his declaration that he had 
been called to warn. Throughout his study he emphasises that 
there are, in the life of the Prophet, historical questions and 
theological questions, and that they should not be confused : in 
the past the distinction has been usually overlooked, theological 
prejudice thus warping a  record of fact
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Accident, rather than choice, has made Europe take its religion 
from the Jewish branch of the Semites rather than the Arab : 
who can say that the choice was either for the best, or will be 
repeated when from our ground-down todays History constructs 
a larger tomorrow ?

Gibbon’s account of the Arab conquests at the time of the battle 
of Tours is worth remembering :

A victorious line o f march had been prolonged above a thousand 
miles from the rock o f Gibraltar to the banks o f the Loire ; the 
repetition o f an equal space would have carried the Saracens to the 
confines o f Poland and the Highlands o f Scotland; the Rhine is not 
more impassable than the Nile or the Euphrates, and the Arabian 
fleet might have sailed without a naval combat into the mouth o f  
the Thames. Perhaps the interpretation o f the Koran would now 
be taught in the schools o f Oxford, and her pupils might demonstrate 
to a circumcised people the sanctity and truth o f the revelation o f  
Mohammed.

A common fallacy of the nineteenth century, exploded by such 
historians as Runciman in the twentieth, is that Muhammad’s 
victories depended primarily on the sword : the provinces of the 
Byzantine Empire surrendered as easily as the walls of Jericho, 
at the proclamation of a simpler religion (compared with that of the 
doctrine-squabbling controversialists of the Levant) and a juster 
social system. Nor was the first century of the Moslem Era that 
of greatest expansion for the Moslem faith : the nineteenth century, 
though dominated materially by Christendom, showed a yet greater 
expansion of Islamic teaching, from West Africa to the East Indies, 
carried out, not by professional expatriates in dog-collars, but by 
ordinary merchants and citizens, preaching their faith quietly, and 
by example. (It may be regretted, in this context, that Islam had 
not reached Kenya in time to put down the remnants of paganism : 
no Moslem state would have, for a week, allowed witch-doctors 
on its salary-roll).

Islam has the same God as the New Testament, affirms the life 
after death, the existence of angels, and honours Jesus as the 
‘ spirit of God ’ : and the Hellenic tradition (Europe’s sublime 
reaching towards religion, too often undervalued by European 
theologians) is more in keeping with the God of Islam than the 
God of the Talmud. A saying of the Prophet, describing his 
feelings after the first inspiration, when a voice told him Recite 
in the name o f thy Lord who created, is worth repeating in extenso :
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And I  came to Khadijah and said, I  am filled with anxiety for 
myself; and I  told her my experience. She said, Rejoice; by God, 
never will God bring you to confusion; you do good to your kindred, 
you speak the truth, you restore what is entrusted to you, you endure 
fatigue, you entertain the guest, you succour the agents o f the truth. 
Then she took me to Waraqah bin Nawfal bin Asad. She said, 
Listen to the son o f your brother. He asked me, and I  told him my 
experience. He said, This is the namus which was sent down to 
Musa bin Imran. Would that I  were young here ! Would that I  
might be alive when your tribe expel you ! I  said, Will they expel 
me? He said, No man ever brought what you bring without being 
treated as an enemy: if  your day had reached me, I  should have helped 
you valiantly.

This passage, translated from the Arabic, is of fascinating interest 
for the genesis of a prophet : of great significance is the use of 
the word namus, not an Arabic word, but an arabisation of the 
Greek word nomos, used to describe what Mr. Huxley calls the 
Perennial Philosophy, and what Muhammad taught was the eternal 
message of God, always the same, but needing reinterpretation and 
restatement The old man’s warning that Muhammad would be 
rejected by his own people, the Quraysh, reminds one of Christ’s 
words about prophets, and Goethe’s about those who publish 
deep truths openly. In a sequel, Muhammad at Medina, Mr. Watt 
will perhaps tell us the second part of the story, how the Prophet 
became statesman, and escaped, almost unique in history, from the 
cross, knife or noose which are the usual rewards for those who 
bring new truths, or old truths restated, among men.
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BREAD
by LADY REDESDALE

WHEN I  was a  child, learning Latin in the schoolroom, the 
book chosen was Caesar’s Gallic Wars. Not very inter

esting for a little girl, but I often came upon three words which 
have remained in my memory — hostages — winter quarters — 
and corn. The hostages and the winter quarters were of no use 
to Caesar without com, for his soldiers fed upon it almost ex
clusively.

On one occasion for several days Caesar’s legions had no grain, 
and only saved themselves from starvation by bringing in cattle 
from distant villages. To eat meat instead of com must have been 
hateful to them, for we are told that they uttered no word, in this 
horrid situation, that was unworthy of Roman soldiers. Caesar 
addressed them and said that if they found their privations un
bearable he would abandon the siege, but they replied that rather 
than do that they would suffer any hardship. The great hardship 
was lack of c o m ; no other food could take its place for these 
magnificent soldiers.

What o f our food to-day ? That we eat less meat is certain, 
so our bread made of wheat should be of an, even more excellent 
quality to make up for the lack of other foods. In fact, it is much 
worse quality, and has lost a  great deal of its value as real food. 
The untouched grain of wheat, or oats, is a real food if left whole. 
Take off the skin, or the bran, or the husk, and what is inside 
contains the nourishment, and the good taste, of the wheat grain, 
which is largely provided by the germ.

Human ingenuity has discovered this fact, and has invented a 
way of extracting the germ from the wheat grain and of manu
facturing it into a delicious and very nourishing food, placed upon
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the market in containers. So far, so good, for those who can, and 
do, afford to buy it, but this is a small minority compared with the 
numbers who eat bread. Not content with taking out the best, 
the most nourishing, and the most tasty part, various extras are 
now added to it, to give “ whiteness ” or “ improvement,” 
including one known actual poison, “ agene ” by name.

This curious substance agene (nitrogen trichloride) which we 
take every day in our bread, merits some attention. My modern 
dictionary has no such word, and to Dr. Johnson it was unknown. 
The word, I  believe, means “  aged,” but only a miller can tell us 
why the flour has to be thus artificially aged. The miller might 
reply le coeur a ses raisons que la raison ne connatt pas but I suspect 
that the reason in this case is not of the heart but of the hard head 
of business, and is not to produce a better and more nourishing 
loaf but perhaps to make more profit on the sale of bread.

It appears that agene is a gas, and a poisonous gas, so that the 
men who put it in the flour have to wear gas masks. The Lancet 
has published articles protesting against its use, and the Medical 
Research Council in a report of 1945-8 says “ This (agene) may 
have been a factor in causing some of the more chronic illnesses 
that have become prevalent in recent years, such as certain 
infections of the alimentary tract. In both dogs and ferrets 
severely affected by agenised flour, inflammatory lesions of the 
digestive tract are often found.”

Agene is only one of the seventeen or so chemicals which are 
added to bread flour. If some malignant spirit wished to do harm 
to a whole people, no better way could be found than by putting 
a small quantity of poison in each loaf of bread. For bread is 
still the staple food, and the less money a family has to spend 
on food, the more bread will be eaten — bread and potatoes. 
(Fortunately so far no one has managed to find a way of spoiling 
potatoes.)

It is possible to get good bread, made of wheat and nothing 
else, and innocent of chemical additions, whether poisonous or 
otherwise (for wheat requires no addition but water and a little 
salt to make perfect bread and perfect food). But it must be made 
at home, and made of flour guaranteed to fulfil these conditions, 
which can be bought from certain mills. I do not myself make 
wholemeal bread for daily use as I think one gets more easily tired 
of i t ; I have my flour with the bran omitted, and nothing added.

A favourite argument in favour of the use of agene, when the
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subject has been discussed in Parliament, as it has been more than 
once, is the opinion that the people like it — the people would 
never like the bread without this “ improvement They can 
only eat very white bread, and the wheat grain must be “  improved ” 
by chemical means or no one will like it. Curious — and not 
really true. The belief in whiteness for its own sake is indeed a 
strange one. White bread and white sugar are supposed to be the 
luxury food ; white eggs on the contrary are considered less good 
than brown, although actually they are in all respects the same 
except for the shell, while when we come to meat the favoured 
colour is red.

No one can help observing the distressing and growing numbers 
of people who suffer from gastric trouble of one sort or another. 
The Government and political parties are themselves not immune. 
To anyone who is interested in this matter I recommend a pamphlet 
reprinted from the issue of Picture Post of 14th February 1953. 
This is an article by Mr. Fyfe Robertson, which contains all the 
necessary facts. I have taken from it the quotation from the 
Medical Research Council. The name of the pamphlet is The 
Bread Racket.

Mr. Robin Adair will resume his 
series of articles The E uropean  
a t Table in the March issne.
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THEATRE IN PARIS
by JACQUES BROUSSE 

L ’ALOUETTE  by M. J. ANOUIHL

HE CURTAIN goes up to reveal part of a pugh wall, against
which faggots have been placed. To the right are the two 

benches of the court, on which are sitting the prosecutor, Bishop 
Cauchon and the Inquisitor. To the left are barriers, against which 
spectators can lean if they wish to watch -the trial. And here 
comes Joan of Arc herself, accompanied by a soldier. She is pale, 
with hair cut short, and she is wearing a sort of grey overall. She 
sits down on a stool in the middle of the stage, and her face is 
wearing the bewildered expression of a child that does not know 
the reason for its pain.

The trial begins at the beginning, with the recapitulation of all 
the life of the accused. “ Is it absolutely necessary ? ” asks a 
handsome young man with fair hair, fresh, pink and vigourous, 
who stands near the tribunal. “ Absolutely, my Lord,” answers 
Cauchon. The young man is Beaumont, Earl of Warwick, who, 
in his combination of elegance, shrewdness and coarseness typifies 
admirably the English aristocracy triumphant, as it existed until

From this angle M. Anouihl starts telling, in his own way, the 
story of Joan of Arc, as Claudel does that of Christopher Columbus. 
With astonishing skill, the playwright makes certain episodes of 
the Rouen trial alternate with the scenes he chooses from Joan’s 
extraordinary adventure : Domremy, the fairy tree under which 
she heard her voices for the first time, the father who thrashed her 
because he thought she was out late with a boy.. . .  Beaudricourt, 
who, she has decided, would lend her a horse and some men to 
escort her (she gets what she wants during a delightfully witty scene 
where, without losing any of her virtue, she persuades the pre
tentious and lascivious blockhead that he has dazzled her with his 
intelligence).. . .  Comptegne, the famous scene where she will

1930.
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not do homage to a page who has been put on the King’s throne 
to mislead her, and falls on her knees before the real King in 
disguise, who is impressed, accords her an audience and then, 
after a few moments of conversation, puts her in command of the 
army, etc.

Although M. Anouihl’s text is not divided into acts, the Theatre 
Montparnasse, where the play is acted, is obliged to provide an 
interval owing to the exigencies of the production. What may 
therefore be called the first part of L’Allouelie confounds criticism. 
The author shows great brilliance in his use of the flashback, not 
in the usual way as a means of leaving intermediate stages in the 
action to the imagination of the audience, but frankly as an artifice. ■ 
He places all his cards on the table, and succeeds in making his 
audience understand that the interest of the play is not a question 
of theatrical tricks.

Certainly M. Anouihl was not likely to go to the trouble of adding 
one more to the long list of historical plays about Joan of Arc. 
Only those of Peguy, Shaw and Claudel are remembered, but almost 
every generation of French playwrights has thought it necessary 
to resuscitate this national heroine and has failed entirely, like 
Schiller in his Jungfrau von Orleans. M. Anouihl’s piay is really, 
besides a succession of scenes from Joan of Arc’s life, a commentary 
on Joan. After much success an author reaches the point where 
he is self-confident enough to know that his opinion about his 
characters is as important as the drama in which they take p a r t ; 
and M. Anouihl has arrived at this stage. Therefore, unlike many 
clever writers, he has made no attempt to conceal his artifice.

When the play reaches the point in Joan’s life where he plays 
his part, each of the trial’s spectators crosses the barrier behind 
which he has stood and comes to the middle of the stage to play 
his scene with Joan. Then, suddenly, the story is interrupted by 
a burst of laughter from Warwick, or-a gesture by Cauchon who 
says to the English nobleman, “ Let’s rather hear what Chinon has 
to say, my Lord” . Then follows the author’s version, the in
terpretation of the miraculous story by a twentieth century agnostic. 
M. Anouihl considers that Joan’s victories are due as much to the 
influence of Charles VIPs realist stepmother, Yolande d’Aragon, 
as to the heroine’s exceptional virtues ; and that the political situa
tion was in any case ripe for a change.

The miracle is that in spite of all the author’s acrobatics, the 
play retains its purity of line, and that, by sheer talent, M. Anouihl
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succeeds in making his audience laugh or cry as easily as if he 
never came to intrude himself between them and his characters. 
When the curtain rises on the second part, the spectator feels that 
he is watching a chef d'oeuvre.

Unfortunately, M. Anouihl does not quite reach the end of his 
tightrope without wobbling slightly. As Joan, between two scenes 
from her past life, continues to defend herself with her purity, 
her loyalty, her simple faith, against the attacks of the prosecutor 
who sees her as the Devil, and the traps of Cauchon who thinks 
she is damned through pride, the third judge rises, who till then 
has been silent. Very tall, very thin in his coarse robe, he has the 
unhealthy pallor of those who are devoured by their own intelli
gence. This is the Inquisitor, the representative of the Holy Office 
which roasted so many thousands of heretics in the name of a re
ligion of love. In two contemptuous sentences he annihilates 
the case of young Brother Ladvenu, the only monk who defends 
Joan at, her trial. And, by the formidable logic of his questions, 
he soon makes Joan admit what, in his eyes, is the supreme sin : 
her love of mankind, her confidence in human nature ; for, he 
says, “ he who loves man does not love God ” .

And the debate which was historic and religious but always 
human and therefore affecting, as it concerned one of. the most 
remarkable human beings the earth has ever produced, becomes 
entirely ideological; it turns into the struggle between the man 
who is “ faithful to that unconquered image of himself who is his 
real G od” and Torquemada, the Puritans, Fouquier-Tinville, 
Himmler or Vichinsky.

The drama is still moving, for M. Anouihl exercises all the powers 
of his lively intelligence ; but in so far as it is contemporary and 
concerns our present preoccupations, it draws away from Joan 
herself. And in any case it is a marvel that a sceptic like M. Anouihl, 
in giving his version of Joan’s story — a version that, to judge from 
the book of Charles VIPs best biographer, M. Erlanger, is probably 
the true one — stayed faithful to his purpose of illuminating it 
from within for as long as he does.

Unfortunately, the disequilibrium grows continually worse. It 
is annoying that, regardless of history, M. Anouihl has introduced 
into Joan’s trial an inquisitor who was never there, but this liberty 
is pardonable to a certain ex ten t: it has made the author write 
certain very fine scenes, (such as that in which La Hire intervenes, 
the personification of innocent brutality in man, and the exact
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antithesis of the inquisitor, the intellectual damned by spiritual 
pride), and some which are very moving, for instance that in which 
Joan explains why she wears the masculine dress to which so many 
object — in order to avoid being raped by Warwick’s soldiers. 
But after Joan’s recantation, the English commander-in-chief 
visits her in prison. Naively, he reveals to her that her death would 
have been contrary to the interests of his country, and Joan, whom 
these rather unpleasant politics recall to reality, comes to understand 
that she has yielded to fear, to the temptation of the line of least 
resistance. She . t̂arts using the argument of Antigone ; that is 
to say, it is not she- who speaks but M. Anouihl, with his horror of 
human mediocrity. “ I don’t want everything to be arranged for 
the best. I do not want to have a happy ending, an ending which 
ends nothing.” And though it is in God’s name that she decides. 
to undergo the tortures of the death which awaits her, it is rather 
annoying to see ascribed to a saint motives inspired by purity as 
modem romanticism conceives it. When M. Anouihl makes 
Joan of Arc recover herself — an idea connected with the individual
ism of our time — there is something rather shocking in it. At 
the end, however, M. Anouihl recovers. While Joan’s bonfire is 
being prepared, to which the King brings his faggot, Beaudicourt 
suddenly remembers that Mass has not been said. So the fire is 
hurriedly unmade and everybody kneels, except Joan who, like 
the lark in the sky of France, personified the hope which saved us.

Despite the weakness of the second half, L’Alouette is one of 
M. Anouihl’s most important and powerful plays. He displays 
an even wider range of talents than in his other works. The play 
is a hymn to the heroism of man, and shows a development away 
from the nihilistic philosophy in which, these last years, M. Anouihl 
has seemed to wander, as if at the end of a blind alley ; a develop
ment that may prove fruitful. A love of his country, and of life 
in its most concrete aspects, shows up in this work now and then 
like a momentary flame, though the night of his bitterness remains, 
admirable as ever. In this age of meanness, when so many French 
writers are yielding to the line of officialdom, L’Alouetie, with its 
picture of a  moribund France which forces us continually to a 
comparison with our time, is also a judgment, and the only kind 
worth making ; that of a free mind.

Before finishing, we must say a  word about the actress who 
plays the heroine. Mademoiselle Susanne Flon was only recently 
discovered and, thanks to the best playwright of her generation,
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she has had the rare good luck of finding a superb part. In playing 
it she shows sincerity, profundity and at the same time a delightful 
gaiety ; in short, a range of expression worthy of a great actress. 
Remember her name. It is that of a star which is shining already 
and tomorrow will be dazzling.

ODE TO THE GENTLE SHADE 
OF THE ABBE DE CHOISY

by YVOR POWELL

Reading his excellent commentary 
On the Psalms, or his life of St. Louis 
It is joyful to pause, with the dusty 
Frayed-edged volumes spread out on the table 
And to think that, while busily writing 
These very lines, the Abb6 was wearing. 
Maybe
A blue satin peignoir trimmed with 
Pink ribbons, his plump shape sustained by 
Stays of velvet, richly embroidered : - ■ .
Or a low-bosomed gown, train and 
A dainty bonnet perched on his crimped wig. 
Think of the round arm and the soft hand 
Which welded these scholarly phrases.. .  ■, 
Incomparably white, treated with 
Essence of veal and strawberry water 1 
Cute little Abbe, on your patins 
Trotting to Church on Sunday, holding 
Your petticoats, casting down your eyes 
With everyone bowing and saying 
Bonjour, Monsieur 1’Abbe de Choisy !
Happy days, little Abbd, happy days !
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NEW BOOKS

THE BASIS OF LAW

Law Reform and Lau> Making. A Reprint of a Series of Broad
cast Talks. Heifer, Cambridge, 5s.

“ What is law anyway ? ” is a question that is being more 
frequently asked by the discerning as they find themselves subjected 
to an immense and unknowable array of statutes and regulations, 
increasing at the rate of two thousand five hundred a year. This 
modest estimate by Sir Cecil Carr, Counsel to the Speaker, is for 
Statutory Instruments alone, and he points proudly to what 
Parliament can do in one session when it tries : “ the enactment 
of State monopolies for transport, electricity and the purchase of 
cotton, vital constitutional changes for India, Pakistan, Burma 
and Ceylon, formidable amendment of company law, and nearly 
sixty more statutes about agriculture and forestry and trade 
statistics and national service and what n o t. . . ”  not bad plodding, 
Dr. Johnson would have had to admit.”

This volume of essays on law reform will find a ready audience 
among the thousands to whom the present situation has become 
an absurdity beyond the bounds of * laughable English idiosyn
crasy’. However, all but three of the nine reprinted talks are 
merely concerned with law as the smooth and efficient operation 
of a system. They accept the current idie regue that the law is 
merely an instrument of government policy. Whether that policy 
may be desirable or not, and what will be its ultimate effects, are 
questions beyond the scope of the discussion. Limited to this 
sphere of reference we find little in the way of choice between one 
reform and another. Reform is merely a technical matter of 
‘ tidying up ’ and codifying, in order to make this instrument 
carry out the government policy with greater effectiveness.
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A. L. Goodhart tells us that “ Just as there is a dichotomy 
between the need for stability and the need for change, so there 
is an equal conflict between the forces that act in favour of law 
reform and those that act against it He believes that at the 
present time the ‘ forces ’ in favour are stronger, hence the Law 
Reform and other committees. “ The success of the work will 
depend in large part, however, on the support they receive from 
public opinion, because the law of supply and demand works just 
as effectively as it does in economic life.” There is only one 
direction or ‘ trend ’. You either move with it or try to move 
against it — a postulate that is more than faintly reminiscent of 
the fatalistic notion of ‘ automatic and inevitable progress ’.

Amidst this virtuoso plodding by brilliant cart horses one is 
tempted to return with approval to the Dr. Johnson quotation; 
cited by one of the writers who wished to refute it, that “ in the 
formulary and statutory part of law a plodding blockhead may 
excel, but in the ingenious and rational part of law a plodding 
blockhead can never excel ” . It is in the three essays by C. J. 
Hamsun, Lord Justice Denning and Glanville Williams, which 
deal with the ingenious and rational part of the law, a part whose 
existence remains unsuspected to the millions for whom law is 
no more than a command or a prohibition from the powers that 
be, that the truth of Johnson’s assertion is vindicated. These 
three writers display qualities of mind and perception which mark 
them off sharply from the atmosphere of obedient professional 
competence that pervades the rest of the book.

“ By a singular convention of our constitution which is con
nected with the ordinary myth of the omnipotence and omni
competence of Parliament, our judges are entitled to declare that 
for the law made by Parliament they are not responsible.’’ For 
the sake of argument, Mr. Hamsun accepts with mild criticism 
the present status o f the Common Law as subject to Statute Law 
and not vice versa. What he does criticise strongly is the complete 
abdication by the judges of their constitutional power to keep the 
Common Law in proper operation. When an obvious injustice 
occurs in the working of case-law the mechanism exists for it to 
be remedied on the spot, so that no one (in the sphere o f the Com
mon Law) need suffer a judge’s verdict “ This is unjust but this is 
the law ”. In contrast, the method by which a legal injustice 
has to become sufficiently widespread to raise an outcry among 
a group large enough to sway an election in order to change the 
law, is clumsy in the extreme. “ In respect of work done or to be 
done by judges, why should we have to appeal to Parliament ? ”

Lord Justice Denning writes about Equity, and shows how it 
is the loss of this concept that has let the Common Law atrophy 
into a collection of disparate precedents, which judges apply with 
an irresponsible shrug of the shoulders. “ Most lawyers know, 
or think they know, what equity is, but they do not always mean 
the same thing by i t ... .  equity is simply a process by which the
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principles of natural justice are brought to bear on the existing 
rules of law. It arises out of the tendency of all law to become 
rigid.” He cites the “ Sabbath was made for man and not man 
for the Sabbath ’ as the classic illustration of Equity. The Roman 
Praetors issued Edicts to amend the law in cases where its rigid 
application was found to run counter to the intention for which 
it was originally framed. In England the Lord Chancellor inter
vened to see that “ people acted with good faith and good 
conscience, in short, in accordance with natural justice This 
was the origin of English Equity. However, since the beginning 
of the nineteenth century English Equity has merely been a name 
to catalogue the decisions of pre-nineteenth century Lord Chancel
lors, used as ‘ automatic and inevitable ’ precedents. “ . . .  about 
the year 1800, in the hands of Lord Eldon, equity became rigid 
and technical : it has remained so ever since.”

The contribution by Glanville Williams on the Law of Contract 
collects together some of the more glaring anomalies and injustices 
that would not exist had Equity been presiding over the Common 
Law when it came to be applied to new industrial conditions. 
This essay is invaluable to the lay reader, as a lucid exposition of 
the pitfalls which attend- many of the contracts (verbal or written) 
in everyday use. In addition, his examples show how the statute 
method of emendation tends to alter the law in favour of corporate 
bodies who are able to mobilise (directly or indirectly) political 
support for their reforms. When the individual is buying an 
article, a house or land, the seller is not legally bound to disclose 
facts which seriously affect the value of what is being bought 
(shifting sand under the foundations, proposed new road, etc.). 
On the other hand the individual is legally compelled to volunteer 
all ‘ relevant’ information when he takes out a policy with an 
insurance company, regardless of whether it is asked for or included 
on a questionaire. Mr. Williams refers to the case of an ordinary 
motorist’s policy of third-party risks that was held void because 
the motorist had not told the company that several years before he 
had been convicted of shop-breaking. , “ The law is so stringent 
that probably a considerable proportion of the insurance policies 
now current could be declared void if the insurance companies 
liked to fight th e m .. ..”

The aim of the law is to prevent coercion either by force or by 
fraud. This is the current implicit in-the writing of the three 
great lawyers that I have quoted in detail. They do not accept 
law as a means of coercion for an undefined end. They are writing 
in a tradition that has too long been buried and forgotten. One 
hopes they are symbolic of a reawakening. Messrs. Dent have 
promised a reprint (when ?) of Blackstone’s Commentaries. 
Another publisher hopes to reprint the text of the English Charters, 
along with translations. N. T. Dowling’s Cases o f Constitutional 
Law (Columbia. 1,210 pages) has not yet crossed the Atlantic. 
What is important is the rediscovery of the spirit and principles
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which gave birth to the Common Law and the Constitution (we 
had one). Did they, and do they, exist ? Mr. Hamsun maintains 
that they must exist, for “ It was after all by virtue of these principles 
that the rules themselves were established, that the Common Law 
came into being

H.B.

FACADE>
Triad o f Genius by Max Wykes-Joyce. Peter Owen Ltd. 16s.

OUSTAINED panegyric is rare in modern criticism ; replete 
^  with two hundred and thirty-four laudatory pages anent the 

family of Sitwell, the gorged reader can justifiably protest that, for 
his comfort, it might well be rarer. Unless the present victim
nodded off in transit the first comment by Mr. Wykes-Joyce which 
could conceivably be called adverse occurs on p. 110 : “ There
does seem one legitimate criticism o f  ‘ Triple Fugue,’ however ; that 
is that the short story is not the best medium fo r  extensive satire 
of this nature Shocked, we are about to denounce Mr. Wykes- 
Joyce as downright naughty when, hastening to reassure us, the 
writer continues, “ That . . .  the range o f  the satire does not make 
the story top-heavy and overbalance it, is due to Sir Osbert's artistry ” .

Correct critical procedure demands the initial inquiry, “ W hat is 
right with this book ? ” Unless you are prepared to grant with 
Mr. Wykes-Joyce that each of the three Sitwells is possessed, of 
superlative genius, the answer is, “ Nothing whatsoever ” . Drunk 
with the ineffable, this disciple gushes like a soda fountain : Miss 
Sitwell is a great poet, a great biographer, a great critic, a  great 
anthologist; Sir Osbert is a great essayist, a great novelist, a 
great autobiographer — and Mr. Wykes-Joyce prods us into 
blurting out for ourselves, “  A  great poet too ! ” . =

It is not the purpose of this review to make an examination of 
the Sitwells’ artistic credentials. In  the past, sniping came from 
doubtful quarters, thereby serving to blurr the issue and give the 
sniped what they most craved—-wide publicity: one eminent 
writer was heard to observe that whenever the name Sitwell was 
mentioned he felt impelled to mount a bicycle and pedal off to 
the cement factory. . O f serious criticism, one aspect of the matter 
has been excoriated by Mr. Wyndham Lewis in The Apes o f  God, 
and a few years ago Mr. Geoffrey Grigson made a short but giddily 
successful sortie against Miss Sitwell. An exhaustive examination 
will probably never be made, for one very good reason : such 
wholesale destruction would ensue that the annihilator would
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truly need a reservoir of malice to sustain him : the hoax could so 
easily be exposed that it would be unsporting to do so. Let us 
therefore be content with isolating some of the manifestations 
of Mr. Wykes-Joyce’s deep error.

Emphasis on their lineage, widely disseminated by the Sitwells 
themselves, is doggily backed up by their admirer. We are in
formed that “ Robert Bruce and the Macbeths, the Kings o f France 
and the English Plantagenets" are “ among their progenitors ” ; 
Miss Sitwell is quoted describing, in Colonel Fantock, her elder 
brother, “ whose large strength, / great body and grave beauty still 
reflect j the Angevin dead kings from whom we spring ” ; “  Sir 
Osberl writes in his autobiography : * I  can identify in my sister 
the traces o f Plantagenet Blood, so that she might, by her cast o f 

face, mould o f body etc. etc.’ ” ; in her biography of Alexander 
Pope, Mr. Wykes-Joyce feels that Miss Sitwell writes of Pope’s 
friends, the Blounts, “ with a distinctive feeling ; for they were, 
as she herself is, o f Norman ancestry.” The emphasis seems 
excessive, if not plain vulgar ; but the solemnity with which it is 
uttered is so comic as to render useless all application of ‘ standards ’. 
This search for pedigree has, for Mr. Wykes-Joyce, great bearing 
on the Sitwell poetry, and “ we should consider what this delicate 
mingling of the blood of soldiers and sportsmen, statesmen and 
kings, has, in its turn, produced : for we accept as axiomatic 
that poetry is born in the blood.”

A kindred malady is unveiled by Mr. Wykes-Joyce in his fussy 
concern with honorary titles ; Edith Sitwell is persistently Dr. 
Sitwell, even (though the levity seems strangely contradictory) 
Dr. Edith ; Ezra Pound is Dr. Ezra Pound, though mercifully we 
are spared Dr. Ezra. These anachronisms are not accidental ; 
both the Sitwells and their dutiful disciple are concerned with 
building up a front of defiant superiority. The author is unwise 
enough to quote “ some insolent person ” as saying of Miss Sitwell, 
“  Very clever no doubt — but what is she but a facade ” . ‘ Insolent ’ 
is another clue ; Miss Sitwell and Mr. Wykes-Joyce are fond of 
flinging such epithets as ‘ insolent,’ ‘ impudent,’ ‘ impertinent ’ at 
those who have dared to criticise the Triad ; it testifies to the dis
ciple’s earnestness that he seems unable to see how this ‘ grand lady 
behind the Georgian tea pot ’ manner cannot fail to excite our 
risibility.

The chapter on Miss Sitwell’s poetry, solemnly entitled The Old 
Woman with a Voice o f Fire, provides the most delectable entertain
ment for those philistines who are unreceptive to the poetess’s 
revelations. Mr. Wykes-Joyce begins, “ There was a time, now 
long past, when Edith Sitwell sought to open the eyes of the wilfully 
blind with the brilliant light of gaiety and wit. Too much sorrow 
has driven that light away ‘ with the hare-wild wind,' but the old 
woman, like the golden girl, and with a riper appreciation of how to 
do it, if it is possible, aims still to bring back sight to the blind.” 
(The italics are mine). We are informed that the “ theme of com-

44



NEW  BOOKS

plete and unquestioning love is to be noticed” and later that, “ In 
a personal poem, 4 The Bird as Confidante,’ Edith Sitwell tells of 
the recovery of her childhood innocence, and savours life as would 
a child, but in the same instant she is reminded that only the bone 
endures. This is no personal malaise, moreover ; the anguish of 
The Little Ghost Who Died for Love is as much for humanity as for 
herself.” Let us forbear to inspect the contradiction in Mr. Wykes- 
Joyce’s play with 4 personal ’. It is less easy to refrain from com
menting on the perspicacity of a critic who considers Gold Coast 
Customs to be comparable with Cantos XIV & XV by Dr. Ezra 
Pound.

Miss Sitwell has ever been concerned with the passing of time : 
in one poem, 44 Dr. Sitwell makes several attempts to recall the 
fashionable world, but each time is reminded that the flesh beneath 
the crinoline will ultimately turn cold, moulder, and crumble. 
So, cries the poet, shall we.”

After delivering Gold Coast Customs circa 1929, Miss Sitwell 
wrote no more poetry for ten years. Mr. Wykes-Joyce suggests 
that this was because 44 If the poetic blood has been poisoned by 
all the filth, all the waste, all the sins of the world, the delicate 
body of poetry needs much time, a  decade, perhaps, for its re
covery and renewal ” .

This chapter deals copiously with Miss Sitwell’s beloved symbols, 
Sun, Fire, Lion, Rose, Heart and, above all, Gold. Her disciple 
is often unconsciously funny as when, referring to the poem about 
the Atom Bomb, he writes : 44 Miss Sitwell has told in an essay 
how for eight months, day and night, she lived with the awful 
growth that is that poem ” . And the chapter ends with this 
ominous warning : 44 Hereafter we can expect no new theme in 
Dr. Sitwell’s poetry. Her subject now encompasses all that is. 
What we do anticipate is a cycle of Hymns to the creative power oj 
Love, as demonstrated in Nature, and personified in Christ, the 
Poor man of infinite riches.”

Sir Osbert Sitwell is much less fruity a subject than his sister, 
but his case is hopelessly sabotaged by Mr. Wykes-Joyce, largely 
because of the latter’s avowed intention to prove Sir Osbert to 
be primarily a poet : pages of lavish quotations do everything 
to contradict the assertion. The novels might have been less 
treacherous ground, but our author continues his work of unwitting 
destruction : 44 In introducing ideas into a novel, Sir Osbert 
instantly alienates most of the fiction-reading public, to whom 
thought. . .  is loathsome.. . .  It adds greatly, however, to the 
author’s scope, and the intelligent reader’s delight, if a speculation 
of the following kind can be made in a novel :

After all, in spite o f the arts o f China, Egypt, and Mexico, the 
classic line o f Europe has been responsible for more beauty, outward 
and inward, in the world, than any other principle evoked out o f 
human consciousness."

This capacity fo r4 thought ’ is shared by Dr. Edith : her observa-

45



The EUROPEAN

tions on Shakespeare, for example, (her treatment of this subject, 
more than any other, being most likely to enrage the Sitwellophobe) : 
Mr. Wykes-Joyce considers that *' this thought is worth many 
pages of pedantic scholarship, ‘ Shakespeare is like the sun, that 
common-kissing T i t a n Shakespeare’s clowns and fools (I 
beg Mr. Wykes-Joyce’s pardon, Clowns and Fools) are “ ancient 
wisdom, disguised as laughter ” . That ‘ disguised ’ is Miss Sitwell’s 
epiphany : sentimentality and utterly humourless affectation prevent 
her from dreaming that wisdom, let alone ancient wisdom, could 
possibly take the form  of laughter : the sob in the throat is en
gendered by the sad necessity for disguise !

What, though, of the third member of the Triad ? The material 
proving overbulky Mr. Wykes-Joyce has decided to defer treatment 
of Sacheverell Sitwell to a further volume, to be devoted entirely 
to “ Peregrine the youngest with a naive / shy grace like a faun’s ” 
(as described by his sister). In it we are to expect substantiation 
of the claim that the third tone of the chord is a major poet.

Devotion has inspired in Mr. Wykes-Joyce great industry and 
his footnotes and bibliography are a model. He is an indefatigable 
source hunter, so much so that one does not hesitate pendantically 
to slap him down when he makes an error : ‘ The Two Nations ’ 
(the Rich and the Poor), a phrase which he asserts was originally 
Lenin’s, was of course Disraeli’s in his novel Sybil— or the Two 
Nations, published in 1845.

It seems a pity that so much energy should be misdirected : 
unless he extends his search for living gods one doubts if Mr. 
Wykes-Joyce will ever understand W. B. Yeats’ annihilating 
sentence : “ They don’t like poetry ; they like something else, 
but they like to think they like poetry” .

D.G.



Short Story

POINT ‘ ENCOUNTER ’
by PETER WHIGHAM

“ A T  eleven hundred hours,” the General said, “ point * En- 
Y \-  counter’ will cease to exist.”
“ Quite,” said the Lieutenant-Colonel.
“ From there,” the General said, confronting a panoramic 

wall-map and wielding with assurance a pair of compasses, a foot- 
rule and a varied selection of coloured flags proffered by an 
obsequious orderly, “ from there we shall advance to the summit 
of ridge D4 and establish our bazookas . . .  here.” And he pricked 
the wall-map with a scarlet flag. “ The extreme wing of their left 
flank should be below us, within range, and a little to the rear of 
us.” He drew an arc with the compasses. “  You see,” he said ; 
and extracted a small black flag. “ With the elimination of point 
‘ Encounter ’ companies seven, eight and nine will be moving 
up this gulley and rendezvousing with us here,” and he inserted a 
scarlet flag where the black one had been. “ And that, my boy, 
should mark the beginning of the end.”

“ For them, sir.”
“ Precisely.”
“ We shall roll their flank up, why, for three or four miles, with 

little opposition, I should imagine, sir.”
“ Precisely.”
“ A fine stroke, if I  may say so, sir. Simplicity itself.” ;
“ Of course, everything hinges on point ‘ Encounter’. It’s 

lightly held, I  believe.”
“ Yes. According to intelligence reports, by a . mere handful, 

sir.”
“ It’s a pivotal point, you see. Commanding ridge D4 and the 

gulley below.”
“ Yes. I see that, sir.”
“ We have the planes, I take it.” .̂
“ We shall have them, sir.”
“ Very good. Every plane we can put in the sky will zero over
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point ‘ Encounter ’ at eleven hundred hours, tomorrow, the tenth. 
At eleven hundred hours point ‘ Encounter ’ will cease to exist.”

* * * *

The bare brown hills around Point ‘ Encounter ’ shone in morning 
sunlight. The position stood on an exposed but commanding and 
almost inaccessible knoll half-way up ridge D4. Below it lay a 
narrow valley with a fast-flowing muddy river. Empty barren- 
hills rose steeply beyond. At one end of the valley, where ridge 
D4 rose to a summit, the river squeezed itself with a noise and 
bubbling into a sudden gulley. The mountainsides, here denuded 
of earth, lost their genial brown contours, and loomed Wagnerian 
and black and forbidding above the river.

Point ‘ Encounter ’ consisted of an irregular and rather compli
cated looking system of earthworks, half-a-dozen pill-boxes, and 
a wooden shack. The shack was heavily camouflaged and half 
submerged in the red hillside soil. The windows were gaps in 
the woodwork, with bits of sacking tacked across to keep out a 
little of the icy wind, the snow and the rain common to those remote 
parts. This morning, however, the three bits of sacking in the 
three ‘ windows ’ hung limply in a perpendicular position, and the 
winter sun, cold but friendly, made three shafts and squares of 
pale light on the earthen floor.

A young lieutenant was sitting on an upturned packing case 
and staring out of the open doorway where a sergeant leant lazily 
with a rifle by his side. At a contrived table, on another packing 
case, sat an older man, a captain. He was feeling a field wireless 
with great care. Sometimes he blew on it. These three men, 
the captain, the lieutenant, and the sergeant, all wore black 
uniforms. In contrast, an individual, rather withdrawn from the 
others, sat on yet another packing case, in a corner of the room, 
and he was dressed in a bright red uniform. He was a prisoner. 

The lieutenant was speaking.
“ If we are to the west, it won’t be my birthday until tomorrow, 

but if we’re to the east it happened yesterday.”
“ You’re getting confused with the date line,” the captain said. 

“ Anyway it’s your birthday today. It’s the ninth isn’t  it ? ” 
The lieutenant didn’t  answer. After a  few moments the sergeant 

moved away from the door and said — without drawing himself 
to attention, and as if addressing equals :
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“ I think it’s the tenth, sir.”
Neither officer made any comment.
An aeroplane was heard overhead. The sound held firm for 

a little while, and then grew fainter and passed away.
“ You won’t do any good by blowing on it,” the lieutenant said.
“ I know. I  know.” The captain pushed the machine away 

from him and stood up. He looked at the sergeant. “ Why the 
hell don’t you know anything about wirelesses ? ”  he said.

The sergeant said nothing, but smiled a little wistfully, a  little 
ruefully.

The captain walked over to  the prisoner and stood looking 
down at him. Indecisively, he turned and walked to the doorway.

“ I read an awfully interesting thing the other day,” the 
lieutenant said. He seemed for the moment to have put his birth
day behind him. “ They were crossing the equator, and you 
know how your bath water runs out clockwise and anti-clockwise : 
one way in the north and one way in the south. Well they got 
hold of one of the ship’s officers — these two fellows who made the 
experiment — and arranged for him to let them know the exact 
moment that they were on the equator. They locked themselves 
in the bathroom and filled the bath, and then just when it was 
about the right time they pulled the plug out and let the water 
run away.”

“ What happened ? ”
“ Nothing very much. They said the results were indecisive. 

Of course, what should have happened. . .  the water should have 
gone straight out. But apparently the results were indecisive.”

The lieutenant ended vaguely.
The sergeant, who had been watching absently the shafts and 

squares of wintry sunlight shift by inches across the floor, looked 
up at the captain.

“ What’s the time ? ” he said.
The captain looked at his wrist. “ Ten o’clock or may be later. 

My watch is all to blazes.”
“ Headquarters have probably been trying to get us on that, sir.” 

He nodded towards the field wireless. “ We are very isolated. 
We may be cut off. Except for that.” He nodded again towards 
the field wireless.

“ Sergeant,” the captain said, “ we are cut off. We have been 
for three days.”

"M aybe we should have withdrawn with the men, sir.”
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“ In the first place, that is none of your business, and secondly 
our instructions are quite clear.”

“ I beg your pardon, sir, but they were anything but clear.” 
And once again he nodded to the mute field piece. “ The inter
ference was terrible, sir.”

“ What I don’t understand,” the lieutenant said, “ is why we 
haven’t just gone back, of our own accord."

“ Because we are under orders to stay,” said the captain 
impatiently.

“ Well why hasn’t  one of us gone back ? You see the field 
wireless has broken down.”

“ I know the bloody field wireless has broken down. But I 
say we stay here. Who knows ? There may be an assault at 
any moment. We command the gulley. We command the ridge. 
We’re headquarter’s feelers. Antennae. Six miles out.”

“ You’re being pompous. We’re nobody’s feelers. The field 
wireless doesn’t work.”

There was a prolonged silence.
“ Of course one can’t  help wondering, sir, why they ordered 

all the men to withdraw excepting us. You’re sure you got it 
right, sir ? It came over in Koralstani — and there was inter
ference, sir.”

“ That’s quite right,” the lieutenant said. “ It didn’t  come 
over in English. It came over in Koralstani.”

Suddenly there was a clatter up the hillside, and some loose 
stones and rubble pattered against the side of the hut. The three 
men looked anxiously out of the three windows. A shadow fell 
across the doorway. The sergeant faced about with his rifle held 
at his hip.

“ Don’t shoot,” said the captain. “ It’s only a  Korali.”
A bunched, shambly figure, with a  fur cap, fur leggings, and the 

coat of some furry animal, stood uncertainly in the doorway. 
His face, of a somewhat Asiatic cast, was weathered like a map 
of many seasons. His arms hung by his sides ; he shuffled his 
feet. ■

The captain addressed him in Koralstani. He asked him what 
he wanted. The man stood hesitating^ The captain repeated 
his question. He beckoned him inside. The man smiled uneasily 
and advanced a few paces.

“ What does he want ? ” the lieutenant asked.
“ I don’t know,” replied the captain. “ They’re all so damned
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suspicious, these Koralis.”
The sergeant touched the captain on the shoulder, and pointed 

to the prisoner.
“ Look at him,” he said.
The captain frowned. The prisoner was smiling.
“ I wonder what’s so frantically funny,” the lieutenant said.
“ I don’t know,” replied the captain.
“ I was beginning to think he really was a waxwork, sir.”
“ It’s certainly the first indication he has given of being composed 

of some substance other than wax, since he dropped in on us the 
night before last. I wonder if he understands what we say ? ”

The captain shrugged his shoulders and iJirned again to the 
Korali peasant.

“ Come in,” he said. “ Do not be afraid. Tell us what is 
troubling you.” '

Speaking in a foreign language caused the captain to make 
unaccustomed gestures with his hands. His body took on a vaguely 
pantomimic attitude. The lieutenant began to giggle.

The captain swung round sharply.
“ What the hell are you laughing at ? ” he snapped.
“ I don’t know really. It’s just that you look rather funny. 

I am afraid he must have thought so too.”
The prisoner’s smile broadened. Suddenly he spoke. “ How 

nearly right you are,’’ he said. He spoke to them colloquially, in 
their own language. “ But as a matter of fact I am amused by 
the captain’s attempt to establish contact with the poor Korali 
over there. My dear captain, you and your sort have no more 
idea of their needs than the man in the moon. It wouldn’t  take 
me two minutes to learn why that man came here. I  doubt if 
you will do it in two hours.”

“ He’s actually talking,” said the lieutenant, and sat down on 
a packing case.

“ That’s as may be ; but Fm  not likely to let you question him, 
and in any case, as you may remember, you’ve got some questions 
to answer yourself.”

“ I have nothing to say. Go ahead with your interrogation — 
of the Korali, I mean. May I  smoke 7 You kindly left me my 
cigarettes.” He turned to the lieutenant, who was looking at 
him with amused astonishment. “ Listen to this interrogation,” 
he said. “ It will be both amusing and instructive.”

With a gesture of irritation the captain turned to the peasant
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and began questioning him. He spoke as though speaking to a  
small child. He was unnaturally solicitous, almost tender.

"  Has your house been damaged ? Or your livestock stolen ? 
Are we or the enemy responsible ? Within reason, any damage 
or loss incurred during the emergency will be made good. Or has 
your son got himself into trouble ? Or your daughter been 
‘ interfered ’ with ? We can refer any domestic or social problems 
of that sort to our rehabilitation officer at group headquarters. 
There, I am sure, you and your family will receive every con
sideration.”

At all this the peasant continued to shuffle his feet and smile 
uneasily.

“ Perhaps you have come forward to fight for your country on 
behalf of democracy ? Maybe you have seen our posters ? . . .  in 
your village ? . . .  or read our pamphlets ? I am afraid we shall 
have to post you to our nearest recruiting depot. They will refer 
you to the local K.T.C.. . .  Korali Training Centre.”

A note of impatience began to creep into the captain’s voice, 
as he continued. Suddenly the prisoner interposed.

“ I beg of you, captain. . . ” And he broke into fluent Koral- 
stani.

All at once the peasant began to smile broadly. He came further 
into the room, and nodded his head once or twice energetically. 

“ What’s he saying ? ” the lieutenant asked.
Now the peasant was speaking.
“ Good God,” the captain said. “ The fellow’s an informer.” 

He turned to the prisoner. “ How the hell did you know that ? ” 
The prisoner opened his hands expressively.
“ A knowledge of human nature, captain. We understand 

these people. . .  all people.”
“ To hell with that. Why were you so sure ? ”
“ I recognised him. He informs for us as well.”
The sergeant, who had been watching the foregoing little play-act 

with an astonishment greater even than the lieutenant’s, exploded. 
“ Do you mean to say, sir, he squeaks to both sides ? ”
The captain waved him away impatiently.
“ Be quiet, sergeant Of course you place little reliance on this 

sort of information — especially from a double dealer ? ”
“ On the contrary, what he has just told us, is, to the best o f 

my knowledge, perfectly accurate. The man he has betrayed is 
a loyal supporter of the People’s Republic. Incidentally, you heard
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what he expects in return . . .  as payment 7 ”
“ What 7 ” said the lieutenant.
“ He wants you to buy his p ig .. . .  But seriously, you know, 

even if I hadn’t  happened to recognise him, I  should still have 
guessed his purpose, very soon. We have a lot of them in, on 
our side.”

“ So we believe,” said the lieutenant.
“ They seem to be impelled by various motives : fear, ambition, 

greed, hatred, envy, revenge, and sometimes mere boredom — the 
motive of the incurable busybody. But whatever the motive, 
you may be sure we know how to play on it.”

“ I notice,” the captain remarked, “ that you do not include 
patriotism, or love of what you call democracy.”

“ For love, knowledge is essential. Knowledge breeds love, or 
its opposite.”

“ I  do not agree,” the captain said. “ Amo ut intellegam is a 
phrase I remember.”

“ I  would rather not go back to Latin, the language of obscur
antists and ostriches. However, I grant you your point, but 
maintain mine. Amo ut intellegam sed intellego ut amem. I  am 
aware that for knowledge you would substitute an unknown,
‘ Faith,’ as a basis. But I believe both propositions can be equally 
true at different times, in different circumstances. And for these 
people. . .  they know nothing. They must be taught.. A little 
knowledge will soon sow the seeds of the basic social virtues. And . 
then in twenty or perhaps thirty or fifty years, one may be in a 
position to appeal to their democratic instincts and their patriotism. 
Their instincts of democracy and patriotism have been overlaid 
by ages of serfdom. They are a backward people, They must 
be commanded, disciplined, manhandled if need be. In —■ ” .

The captain interrupted him. “ That’s enough. Quite enough. 
We are none of us here to be lectured at.”

The lieutenant caught a rising inflection in his voice, which 
sounded dangerous.

“ Sergeant,” he said, “ what about some te a?  Have we any 
left 7 ”

“ I think so, sir.”
“ Well set about it then.”
He joined the captain in the doorway. Together they looked . 

out at the muddy-flowing river, and the gaunt, rock-strewn hills, 
glittering here and there with a light-reflecting rock whiter than
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the rest. They saw brown fronds and rock and rubbly soil, and 
the river, and the black gulley, and they heard the noise the river 
made, and overhead the call of birds like curlews ; but they were 
not curlews. . .  and the white winter light on the gaunt hills . . .  a 
silence in which the bird cries echoed and the river bubbled. 
Stretched, high up, across the pale sky, a skein of wild geese was 
flying south. The two men standing in the doorway of the rude 
shack on point ‘Encounter’ strained their ears in vain for the 
familiar, comical honk-honk-honk-honk, lost somewhere in the 
white lit emptiness between themselves and the birds, smothered 
in the mouth of silence.

Inside the hut, the prisoner had risen and was looking out of 
the window at the same scene as the others, his chin resting on the 
jagged window-edge. The Korali peasant unnoticed had edged 
himself around behind the table, and was curiously, cautiously 
fingering the field wireless. The sergeant busied himself with a 
recalcitrant primus stove.

From the doorway the captain followed the geese tailing silently 
into the distance. His eyes came to rest on a hill-crest opposite.

“ We are very small and we try to make ourselves as big a s . . .  
this.”

“ I think he is honest,” the lieutenant said. “ I think — ”
“ It’s his kind we’re fighting against.”
“ Yes . . .  still.. . . ” The lieutenant made a vague gesture. “ Of 

course. . .  we are all right. . .  a  little. . .  sometimes.”
After a few minutes the sergeant called out to them.
“ Tea’s ready, sir.”
The two men went inside again.
The prisoner was sipping a mug of tea.
“ This, I believe, is what you call elevenses, is it not ? ” he said.
The remark went unanswered; but the captain looked at his 

watch.
“ It is now ten-forty, and this is the fourth morning.”
“ I should imagine by now headquarters has given us up for 

lost,” the lieutenant murmured.
“ It’s funny they’ve sent no one up.”
“ Maybe they’ve withdrawn, sir. . .  had to on account of shorten

ing the line, as they call it.”
“ If they have, we’ve fairly bought i t ”
“ Unless we escort the prisoner back, sir, without delay. He’s 

quite a catch, sir. Quite high up, six,”
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“ I’m fully aware of that, sergeant.” He turned to the lieutenant. 
“ What do you think, seriously ? ”

“ Seriously, or otherwise, I think very little. I’ll do whatever 
jrou suggest. Apparently you’re for staying on here. But it has 
occurred to me that for a hundred and one reasons headquarters 
may just not know we’re still here.. . .  You know, I  read a story*
once, about the wrong thing happening for the right reason___
I can’t remember it very well, but there were some peasants, and a 
redshirt was trying to prove that there wasn’t any God. So he 
took one of their holy images or a crucifix or something, and told 
them he was going to spit on it and break it, and he said that if 
there was a God then God would come down from Heaven in a 
sheet of flame and kill him, but if  there wasn’t  any God then nothing 
would happen and he would go unhurt. Well, the peasants agreed 
to this arrangement; so the redshirt broke the image and spat 
on it and trampled it under his feet. Then they all waited for God 
to come down from Heaven and kill the redshirt. But nothing 
happened. ‘ You see,’ he said. * Nothing has happened, I  am 
unhurt. Your God hasn’t  killed me.’ ‘ No,’ the peasants said, 
‘ he hasn’t ; but we’re going to.’ And they killed him.”

“ Some more tea, sir,” said the sergeant.
“ Just a little. Thank you.”
“ I like that story,” the prisoner said.
“ I’m so glad. It ought to do you good. Although I’m not 

certain whether it proves God exists, or doesn’t exist.. . .  You 
can take it either way. You like it and don’t believe in God ; l  
like it and do.”

“ I fail to see what any of this has to do with our present 
situation,” the captain said.

“  Nothing very much,” the lieutenant admitted. “  I t just 
occurred to m e . . .  a propos."

“ But it isn’t  a propos,” said the captain pettishly.
The lieutenant seemed abashed. “ O f course, the whole war 

may be over for all we know. And this may be just our way o f 
knowing it.”

“ I  consider that most unlikely.”
“ No,” the prisoner said. “ The war isn’t  over yet.”
“ Why do you say th a t ? ” the captain asked.
“ Because it is too big an affair and it will go on for a long while

*See M. Baring’s “ What I Saw in Russia”.
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ye t . . .  it will go on for a long while after the shooting has finished. 
Don’t get excited. I have no secret information as to the progress 
of the war, or its probable extent in time and space, and if I had I 
shouldn’t impart it to you. I am speaking generally. You ask 
me why I say the war isn’t over yet. I say because we demand 
and must achieve absolute control. . .  unlimited sway. We are 
fighting for the souls of such men as that poor fellow over there,
and millions of others like him___  He does not even know what
he wants. We will teach him what to want, and then give him 
what he has been taught to expect.”

“ And what will that be ? ” the captain asked.
“ Happiness.”
“ We also offer our citizens just that,” the lieutenant said. “ It 

is in the written constitution of our greatest nation : the right to 
the pursuit of happiness.”

“ Yes. Yes. Yes,” the prisoner cried. “ Exactly. The pursuit 
of happiness. That’s what you offer them : the pursuit, only. 
Happiness itself— the certitude of happiness — is postponed, 
delayed into infinity. Happiness to your subjects is a mirage, a 
dream, a chimera. And when your poor fellow citizens cry aloud at 
the injustice of a system which can condemn them to so Sisyphan 
a pursuit, the black-robed brotherhood step in with promises, 
on the one hand, of hell-fire torments for the rebellious and the 
dissatisfied, and on the other, of paradisal cheer and beatific 
visions for those willing to accept with Christian fortitude the hard 
conditions of their social system. But we offer the people paradise 
today, here, in this world. In a generation, or maybe two, that 
Korali there will have grown in wisdom and virtue, for the old 
temptations to anti-social habits — what you call sins —■ will have 
been removed. He will not need to lie and steal any more. His 
very habits of thought will have been formed in a merciless super
vision from the cradle to the grave. We will line his pockets and 
fill his stomach. We will surround him with beautiful objects : 
streets, buildings, bridges, public monuments, the vehicles on the 
railroad and the highway, the organs of the wireless and the press, 
even the very clothes he puts on in the morning and takes off at 
night will all be of a moulding nature. There will for instance be 
no wayside hoardings to attract his eye, no advertisements appealing 
to the cheapest instincts in his nature. 'T he Arts and their offspring 
trill have a  strictly Platonic function. The dream and the business 
will be to mould citizens. And what— what must be the result ?
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Men and women with happiness in their hands. Rational — con
tented. . . .  And rational because they are contented. For that 
poor Korali over there we will fight in every way we know how, 
with every weapon we have, for as long as it is necessary. There 
will and can be no stopping us.”

As the prisoner finished speaking a loud crash came from the 
other side of the room. The Korali had knocked over the field 
wireless. He touched it with his foot and giggled.

The sergeant started to swear.
“ All right, sergeant,” the captain said. “ I’m not worried about 

that field wireless any more. Leave him alone.”
The lieutenant looked at the captain enquiringly. “ Does that 

mean we’re leaving ? ”
“ Yes,” the captain said shortly. “ At least I suppose so. One 

thing’s sure, and that is, that I can’t stand much more of this.” 
He turned abruptly to the prisoner. “ And now let me tell you 
why we’re fighting.. . .  It’s so men like that Korali can have the 
right to be poor and dirty and oppressed. It’s — ”

“ No one has a  ‘ right ’ to be oppressed. You’re talking non
sense.”

“ On the contrary,- it is not nonsense. It is the right to a  free, 
a viable, and not a static society. It is of course a matter of profound 
disagreement whether happiness is attainable in this world or not. 
You speak of Plato ; but I do not see that you are in any sense 
a Platonist. Personally I  do not believe that it is possible to pick 
up an ultimate — happiness or any other — on your front door
step.”

“ N o . . .  n o . . .  it is not,” the lieutenant said thoughtfully. 
“ But it is possible to sit on one’s front doorstep, and that is what 
I think we should all be doing now . . .  sitting on our front door
steps. The sad thing is, I  don’t  think our friend the Korali really 
minds very much who rules over him or who tells him what he ought 
to do or how he ought to do it. I  am a little like him myself. 
I don’t m ind. . .  awfully. Not enough to fight frantically about 
it, anyway.”

“ All the same, here you are, fighting,” the captain said. “ You 
can’t get away from that.”

“ Yes, I  am present,” the lieutenant said. “  And who knows T 
Maybe my very presence is a sign of cowardice. I  am not interested 
in building a new social order, or in preserving the old. I  am 
‘ interested ’ in life, as it flows. Sergeant. . .  what are your ideas

57



The EUROPEAN

about all this ? ”
“ Well, sir, seeing as the conversation’s going this way, I say 

there shouldn’t be any killing, sir. None at all.”
“ Very laudable, sergeant,” the captain said.
“ Only of course, sir, if it comes to being run over by these 

redshirts, then of course we’ve got to fight.”
“ And quite right, too, sergeant.”
The lieutenant smiled. He wandered over to the southward

facing window. The sun was shining beyond the river and the 
hills. It had almost reached its zenith and soon now it must 
begin its short downward run. The lieutenant leant against the 
side of the window and looked at the pale frost-bitten sky. He 
heard them talking behind him in the room.

After a while he went outside in the full white sunlight. The 
captain joined him, and they stood there silently together.

"  Come on, sergeant, bring him out with you, and look after 
him. Turning to the lieutenant he said, “ It is a little short of 
eleven. We will go over the ridge. Are you ready ? ”

“ I have nothing else to bring, except of course myself.”
“ All right then. We’ll go.”
And, followed by the sergeant and the prisoner, they started 

clambering over the deserted earthworks, round the empty pill
boxes, heading for the summit of the ridge.

The captain puffed hard as he climbed. The lieutenant was 
younger and took it rather more in his stride. He found a little 
"breath left for speech.

“ Do you know, what I said just now about not having anything 
else except myself to bring along reminds me of a fragment of a con
versation I heard somewhere. It was an old peasant woman 
going on a long pilgrimage, and this man met her and asked her 
how long she had been travelling on the road, and she told him . , ,  
months . . .  and months, and he asked her how far she had come, 
and she told him . . .  three hundred or four hundred. . ,  leagues 
. , .  from a mountain range far away. '. .  and he asked her if she 
had come all that way alone. . .  and she replied, ‘ Y es. . .  all that 
way. . .  alone. . .  with my soul’.”

Back in the doorway of the hut stood the Kprali watching with 
a slightly puzzled air the three black figures and the one in scarlet, 
energetically, swiftly climbing the brown face of the ridge above 
him. As he watched they shrank until they looked to him like 
three crawling spiders and one bright ladybird.
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He looked around him. He was in sole command of all that 
complicated looking system of earthworks and pill-boxes ; and he 
was alone in their hut. He went up to a packing case and kicked 
it. He went up to a window and felt the piece of curtain-sacking. 
He gave it a tug and it came away in a puff of dust. He giggled 
and went over to the door to take another look outside. They 
were high, high up the hillside now. He cocked his head. He 
could faintly hear a familiar vibration far away in the distance. 
He went inside and gingerly lifted the field wireless back into 
position on the table. His blue eyes twinkled, and pleasant lines 
in his yellow-red face deepened with delight as he poked and felt 
the machine and twiddled the knobs. Suddenly a loud, terrifying 
noise filled the room. With one startled bound the Korali upturned 
the match-box table, packing case and field wireless and scrambled 
to the door. The booming voice ceased abruptly. Outside in 
the sunlight, standing on the white rounded top of one of the pill
boxes the Korali peered back anxiously into the h u t. . .  un
questionably infested with dem ons.. . .  By this time the faint, 
far away vibration had developed into a steady hum. He shaded 
his eyes against the sun. Out of the pale disc black specks began 
to appear. . .  one after another. There was a great number of 
them. The hum mounted to a roar. Suddenly the sky was full 
of planes. The volume of sound increased until it seemed the 
sky would burst He had not known there were so many aero
planes. Streaming out of the su n . . .  in black lines.. . .  The 
leaders had already passed overhead and were circling back. High 
and clear the sound travelled, rising to a swift crescendo as the 
first plane went into a dive. The Korali put his hands over his 
ears, and ran back into the hut.

Slowly at first, in twos and threes, the bombs began to fall.
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LETTERS
DARK AGES AND THE INNER LIGHT

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

The two letters about my recent article in your magazine, 
Dark Ages and the Inner Light, have interested me very much.
I trust you will permit me to reply as follows :—

1. The insect analogy, taken up by both your correspondents, 
is always unpopular, as it is regarded as derogatory to our dignity 
as human beings. Nevertheless both Mr. Duffield and Mr. Drewitt 
have taken it seriously, merely referring to the undoubted fact 
that the insect communities are stable owing to their being based 
in slowly evolved instinct, passing through gradual stages of which 
traces are still to be found in nature. They both hold that such 
social instincts are defective, if not entirely lacking, in man.

Yet there has been in modern thought an important school, led by 
Kropotkin and other Anarchist writers, which holds that the social 
instinct is strongly in evidence among men. Indeed they go so 
far as to suggest that all government is unnecessary, as man will 
normally behave in a social manner without any such, compulsion. 
We need not go as far as this, but it is an encouraging thought 
that the collapse of the Liberal “ heresy ” of the past two centuries 
might lead to a powerful recovery of the instinctive social processes 
of man.

2. Mr. Duffield raises the genetic question, but his pessimistic 
conclusions do not take into account the fact that human societies 
have long passed beyond the “ herd” stage. It is no longer a 
question of raising the average level of intelligence and of vigour, 
as in the Case of the yield of milk of a herd. In fact civilisation 
is created and maintained by a tiny minority of exceptional indi
viduals, and nature still possesses the faculty to produce such an 
Hite from among the common herd — often appearing in the most 
unexpected quarters and from the most improbable stocks. Indeed 
Mr. Duffield returns to this hope, if somewhat despairingly, in a 
further paragraph.

3. Both your correspondents take a great interest in Jung, 
as I do myself. It is not a question of changing introverts into 
extraverts or vice versa, but of society making use of both types 
of human being simultaneously to maintain the balance between 
both their contributions to the social order.

60



LETTERS

4. Mr. Drewitt is obviously under the spell of Spengler, and 
seems to resent any criticism of him. It is no answer to  the 
suggestion, that the German professor ignored certain great 
cultural achievements during what he called sterile “ Fellahin ” 
periods, to call Ming Art “  fluffy,” Luxor “ an early version of 
Bond Street ” or to join in the facile dismissal o f the Taj Mahal 
as.“ picture postcard” .

5. The essential difference between Mr. Drewitt and myself 
is that I do not accept the “ morphological,” still less the “  pseudo- 
morphological,” concepts of Spengler, as I  conceive them to be 
false analogies when applied to  potentially immortal social 
communities. The senility and death of individuals are necessary 
corrolaries of the evolutionary process to clear the ground for new 
forms, but they need not apply to social organisms capable of 
unending change and adaptation to circumstance.

6. The one criticism which seems to  me valid in the case of 
both critics is that the final solution may not be found entirely 
in the rational application of Platonic patterns, also based on a 
dangerous analogy with the individual psyche. Mystical elements, 
associated with the inherent social instinct in man, may well play 
an important part in any eventual recovery of Faustian culture.

In conclusion, let me say how much I  appreciate the kind things 
that Mr. Drewitt, in particular, has had to say with regard to my 
attempt to get at the heart of this most urgent and ominous problem 
of our time. I only wish I  could reply in the same friendly spirit, 
when I contemplate his final suggestion that the rebirth of the new 
culture of the future is. likely to come from such barbaric elements 
as the Mau Mau, etc. Surely it must be the task of European man 
to prevent a repetition of this “  eternal recurrence ” rather than 
appeal to the “ madness ” of Nietzsche to support the “ pessimism ” 
of Spengler ?

Yours, etc.,
A lexander R aven .

A GARDEN TO THE SEA
To the Editor of The European.
Sir, ■

I wish Mr. Philip Toynbee so well as a writer that I scarcely have 
the heart to shoot, through the holes in his defensive letter. If 
he had read my review more carefully he would have remembered 
that, far from thinking “ that the initiative for breaking the pattern 
was Daisy’s,” I  had said in my second paragraph : “ Adam
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returned from the war to resume his idyll but the seed of destruction 
had been sown : Daisy then proceeded to take a lover,” etc.

Mr. Toynbee now says that Adam’s was not a moral fall and that 
“ to see the original fall of Adam in purely moral terms is 
perversely naive” ; inferring, presumably, that Daisy’s infidelity 
was a moral fall. I can only say that it is ‘ perversely naive ’ of 
Mr. Toynbee to conceive of morality in purely sexual terms. (This 
contraction of morality to cover little but the sexual function is 
the legacy of a traditionally distorted Christianity.) And if he is 
asserting that the Book of Genesis can be understood in'-anything 
but ‘ purely moral terms,’ or that the Fall is not absolutely basic, 
morally basic, to the Christian religion, Mr. Toynbee can be 
solemnly accused of talking through his hat.

It seems ridiculous to have to remind Mr. Toynbee of the 
doctrine of Original Sin but, while it may be true that “ such ‘ falls ’ 
as these are perpetual, recurrent and necessary,” those ‘ falls ’ 
cannot possibly be related to that original Fall — impressive by 
its singularity. To attempt so to relate them betrays a vulgar 
desire to glamourise petty guilt with an impressive biblical aura.

I made it perfectly clear that I understood that this Adam “ was 
deluded in believing that his former paradise had ever existed in 
the present ” : my relevant sentence was : “ The realities have 
dissolved and the myth seems real; life never could have been 
like that but it seems so ” : once again I must return Mr. Toynbee’s 
injunction to read more carefully. The fact of this ‘ delusion ’ 
was one of the bases of my entire argument. (I might have added 
that it is one of the failures of the book that Mr. Toynbee does not 
make it ironically clear that Adam finally accepts the fact of his 
paradise having been a delusion.) So Mr. Toynbee has mis-read 
the ‘ A ’ of the ABC condemnation which he cites, and Mr. Toynbee 
disbelieves in this Adam’s paradise — hence our objection to its 
false relation to the biblical Garden of Eden ; for unless that 
Garden was real the Fall was not real and Original Sin nonsense. 
From this obvious deduction sprang my observation that Mr. 
Toynbee had artificially and untenably related his story to that 
of the Garden of Eden, whereas he had in fact served up yet another 
version of the ‘ passion ’ myth.

Yours, etc.,
Denis Goacher.
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DISCUSSION OF HOMOSEXUALITY

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

Since the intellectual but unintelligent discussion of homo
sexuality has invaded The European—where a  rational solution 
has at least been put forward — may I make a few comments which 
seem to me pertinent.

The first comment, which does not seem to have been printed 
before, is that there can be logically only two views on sex. One 
view is that all sex-expression, even with one’s own wife, is wrong 
unless procreation of children is the aim and result. This view 
can only derive from the fiat of a divine being, since its effect is 
so impossible to human nature as we know it. The other view 
is that no sex-expression is wrong unless it conflicts with individual 
liberty, public order or the birthrate. This is the detached and 
dispassionate scientific ideal and always has been so.

As for the “ disease ” balderdash, that is just a beautiful device 
to line the pockets o f those psychoanalysts who profess to cure it. 
It is also very soothing to those who “ suffer ”  from it. No one 
hugs his illness like a hypochondriac, after all 1

Yours, etc.,
Miles D. S. K irk.

THE PIROW PROPOSALS

To the Editor of The European.

Sir,
The criticism put forward (in your November issue) by Desiree 

Hirst on the subject of the Pirow proposals is obviously sincere ; 
but her attempt to prove an “ underlying fallacy ” is itself dependent 
upon popular misconceptions and unconvincing hypotheses.

Your correspondent tells us that most of the land in Africa has 
been appropriated by the whites. It is difficult to reconcile this 
apparently axiomatic statement with the fact that the Boers settled 
on the veldt two centuries before the northern tribes began to 
infiltrate.

Miss Hirst infers that the white settlers are not morally justified 
in using an acre of African soil because the agricultural methods 
of the tribesmen were “ designed ” to use it all. The only per
ceptible design was to cultivate an area to the point of soil 
exhaustion before the tribe moved on to despoil the next site.
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Surely we are not expected to elevate this ignorance to the plane 
of a sacred tradition (or a democratic “ freedom ” in the case of 
an enfranchised tribe) ?

Agricultural considerations are involved in Kenya, where the 
White Highlands, carefully tended by the Europeans, are coveted 
by the native population which neglected that area before the 
settlers arrived. The efforts of those African, colonies which 
agitate for self-government would be more gainfully employed 
in improving their own way of life instead of attempting a complete 
change to a Western mode which is fundamentally meaningless 
to them. Let me here forestall the protests of the believers in 
“ equality ” by remarking that I recognise one culture as being 
different from another without being superior or inferior to it. 
The assumption that the members of all non-European cultures 
must be coaxed or coerced towards our own is a staggering 
hypocrisy which is peculiar to the exponents of “ equality

My reply to Miss Hirst’s final hypothesis is offered only because 
I neither share nor approve the “ democratic ” beliefs in false 
freedoms and non-existent equalities which have dragged Britain 
into two suicidal European wars. The deliberate inter-breeding 
of all races, suggests Miss Hirst, might produce a coffee-coloured 
conglomerate possessing the finest qualities of both black and 
white. Let me dwell for a moment upon the less attractive (and 
less publicised) attributes of mankind : within the Commonwealth 
we have the Dyak head-hunters, serving in British uniforms ; our 
Abyssinian allies, having re-established their democratic con
stitution, have been able to restore their slave trad e ; while in 
the realm of purely physical mutation the diminutive colonials 
of the Belgian Congo offer a stature which would be novel (to say 
the least) in Europe. All this without even a glance at the Queen’s 
enemies.

Yours, etc.,
A. E. Mayne.

42 Mathews Park Avenue,
Stratford, London E.15.
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