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ANALYSIS

THE ONLY APPROACH to an European solution with any 
prospect of success is to join the German problem to general 

disarmament.
We have spent so much time in these Notes stating certain obvious 

facts in international affairs that we have risked repetition. The 
points we have tried to make emerged all too plainly at Berlin. 
Failure to think clearly and to act decisively on two root principles 
is responsible for most of the troubles at that conference and 
throughout the recent period.

These principles are free elections in the occupied territories and 
general disarmament ; the world needs both.

At Berlin Mr. Eden has proposed one and Mr. Molotov the 
other. So far no-one seems capable of combining the two ; yet 
this combination is essential to peace. There can be no lasting 
peace until the occupied countries are free; they cannot be free 
until Russia is relieved of the fear of a German attack. Germany 
cannot be free and unilaterally disarmed ; that is a position of 
inferiority for the German people which would not last five 
minutes. Therefore the only solution is that everyone should 
disarm ; the effect would be to free the Germans, to place them 
on equal terms with everybody else, and yet to remove the fear of 
German militarism from the minds of Russia and of France. In 
addition, the fear of war would be lifted from the world, and the 
burden of armaments from the back of mankind. Why then 
cannot Mr. Eden take up Mr. Molotov’s suggestion of general 
disarmament, in a great way, and link it with his own just demand 
for free elections in the occupied territories ? Is it just the tragic 
inadequacy of Eden, the failure to see a problem whole and to 
think and act in terms of great policies ? It is difficult to suggest 
a better definition of inadequacy than his in response to Molotov’s 
sweeping demand for a world conference on general disarmament. 
Mr. Eden remarked that he had dealt with the subject at the United 
Nations ; the tidy little bureaucrat had already filed the dossier 
in the correct pigeon hole. Can there be possibly a  subconscious

3



The EUROPEAN

inhibition of the West in the fear that the end of armaments may 
mean the end of capitalism in the consequent economic crash ? 
So long as the armament boom persists, no effort need be made to 
face the real problems of the modern age ; all the dunces can live 
a little longer in the restful shadow of the atom bomb. The in
adequacy lies either in the failure to devise a real policy in inter
national affairs or in the failure to devise measures to meet its 
consequences in domestic affairs. In either event the impression 
of simple inadequacy remains. Mr. Eden seems as afraid of free 
economics as Mr. Molotov is afraid of free politics. The economic 
system of the West requires the prop of an armament boom ; the 
political system of the East requires the prop of tyranny. We 
repeat our conjoined demand for both disarmament and free 
elections. A real mind and will in the West, expressed through a 
great voice, would get both ; then we might speak of peace in our 
time.

Mr. Harrod on the Dollar

This is a phase of twentieth century democracy when everyone 
knows everything ; except the experts who complain that no-one 
knows enough of anything. At present the politicians are busy 
telling us that they have learnt how to deal with slumps. The 
Americans have at last learnt the lesson which Keynes was trying 
to teach them a generation ago, and are as cock-a-hoop as a back
ward boy who has managed to pass his School Certificate. Political, 
financial and industrial leaders vie with each other in telling the 
American public they have the “ know how ” now, and neither 
they nor the suffering satellites of their economic system have any
thing to worry about. But at this very moment a still, small voice 
of doubt comes from the inner Keynsian temple ; the high priest, 
Mr. Roy Harrod, is in travail with new thought. He published 
recently his series of Watson lectures under the title The Dollar* ; 
it is an historic survey of the growth of the American financial 
system, and an analysis of the current problem of such singular 
lucidity that it should be studied by all who are seriously interested 
in modem economics. A fitting commentary on the vanity and 
frivolity of contemporary politicians is contained in the single 
sentence : “ We still do not know what were the basic causes of

* Published by Macmillans.
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the world wide slump of 1929-33 ” ; but the doubt of the oracle 
today will in no way diminish the confidence of the politicians in 
applying the dogmatism of yesterday. For the measures now 
proposed to combat slump in America are precisely what Keynes 
was suggesting some twenty to thirty years ago. In discussing 
whether a full application of that method would have stopped the 
slump of ’29 Mr. Harrod writes : “ l a m  not so confident now as 
I was then ”. He is not sure that the “ monetary weapon ” can 
be strong enough to combat the “ depressive factors ” : he is too 
realistic to believe that concomitant measures of public works, etc., 
can move with sufficient speed to check a plunge in consumer 
demand. So we find him in a strange position for the chief in
terpreter of Keynes : “ I accordingly find myself in sympathy 
with those who have recently been advocating a restoration of the
gold standard in the United States___  I judge that it would be
of great benefit if the U.S. would restore the convertibility of the 
dollar. I would only add that, as a preliminary to doing so, it 
would be necessary also to alter the present gold valuation of the 
dollar.” It is clear that the only immediate measure in which Mr. 
Harrod really believes is doubling the price of gold. After a long 
fencing with American prejudice on the subject he comes right out 
with his gold belief three pages from the end of the book : “ Its 
dollar price should be doubled ”. All this is perhaps not so strange 
as it appears at first sight. Mr. Harrod has not only intellectual 
integrity and a clear mind ; he has also a certain sense of realism 
which is as rare in University Professors as it is in contemporary 
politicians. What else can a bankrupt capitalism do in a hurry 
except double the price of gold ? (Perhaps devalue the pound 
again a la Gaitskill ; how much good the old Crippsian remedy 
did last time is brilliantly exposed by Mr. Harrod.)

The revaluation of gold seems to be the only straw that can be 
grasped for a little by a sinking system. It is difficult to believe 
that an American Congress in the full grip of a recession would 
grant international loans on the scale demanded by Mr. Oswald 
Falk, which they are refusing in days of prosperity ; also the 
complicated loan machinery could scarcely be effective so quickly. 
In the end, of course, any of these temporary expedients will be 
insufficient against the “ depressive forces ” of an international 
trading and financial system which has passed its expansive phase 
and entered upon a senescence of inevitable decay. After a 
temporary check they would operate again with a renewed and
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ever accelerating momentum. But to win an appreciable respite, 
the doubling of the price of gold is about the only effective and 
rapid device left to the old world. .

Mr. Harrod realises that Keynes is not enough, but feels that 
if his effigy is double gilt it may last a little longer. He is now up 
against the American prejudices which the Keynsian school created. 
Keynes, Harrod and the rest spent many years in teaching the 
Americans not to believe in all that gold stuff; at least their cruder 
propaganda in favour of a managed currency did much to shake 
confidence in the policies of the old medicine men (it was not always 
possible in the heat of battle to observe all those subtle points in 
favour of the old system which reappear in Mr. Harrod’s new 
thesis). Now Mr. Harrod has to dissuade the Americans whom 
Keynes persuaded ; once again the shade of Keynes may murmur : 
“ it was easier to bamboozle the old Presbyterian than to de- 
bamboozle him ”.

We are, however, grateful to Mr. Harrod, apart from the lucidity 
of his analysis, for one thought which reaches beyond the dust of 
immediate perplexity and controversy towards the clearer light of 
some future reality. Mr. Harrod encourages speculation which 
he would not himself entertain when he writes : “ It may be that 
the right way to obtain convertibility and non-discrimination in 
the long run is to aim at convertibility now at the expense of an 
increase in discrimination. This may be the only way of escaping 
from a position which seems to be becoming a stalemate.” He 
assails the present doctrine that convertibility should follow in the 
wake of the restoration of trade equilibrium instead of being a 
prime agency for bringing that equilibrium about. On the contrary, 
Mr. Harrod envisages an intensification of discrimination as a means 
to achieve the end of convertibility ; his own desire and plan are 
perfectly plain. It is when he goes so far as to say “ a world money 
can do far more good to all the countries than discrimination can 
ever do harm ” that he makes contacts with minds who are working 
towards conclusions which he would certainly still reject.

Why, for instance, should it not be possible to have an area of 
insulated trade combined with complete freedom of purely monetary 
exchange ? Let us envisage Europe, Africa and South America 
as an economic unit with its own raw materials and self contained 
market, based throughout on a comparable standard of life and 
free from the dislocation of sweated competition and dumping from 
outside. If external trade relations were controlled to the extent
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necessary to secure that stability within a great trading area, is 
there any reason why a man should not exchange his currency 
holding in that area with someone else’s currency holding in another 
area ; at any exchange rate they may choose in freedom to arrange 
between them ? We can reduce the matter to such terms of crude 
simplicity as to ask why in these conditions a man should not 
exchange the right to consume a glass of red wine in Brussels for 
the right to consume a glass of beer in Chicago ; what difference 
too does it make if the same transaction takes place in terms of 
millions ? If we could wade through the confusion of current 
economics far enough to establish certain basic principles, the most 
complex and beneficial developments might follow. We might in 
fact combine an insulated trading system with a free financial 
system, which could perform specialised services for considerable 
reward to the outside world ; the English “ know how ” in finance 
might then be permitted to operate freely without the previous 
disaster to our industrial economy. We might profit by their fantasy 
while we pursued our own reality.

Mr. Butler, Platitude and Achievement

No-one can charge. Mr. Butler with too much imagination ; 
“ a safe man, that ” . He is becoming almost as great a master of 
the bromeden as Mr. Eden himself. His reassuring pronouncement 
of last summer (“ we are honestly doing our best all round. He 
could give that assurance but he could not foretell the future”) 
has now been reinforced by the profundity of his enquiry in a recent 
broadcast “ he wondered how widely it was known that all the 
Commonwealth countries are in the same boat ” . It is the ponderous 
manner in which the original thought “ all the Commonwealth 
countries are in the same boat” is lent weight by the sonorous 
prelude “ he wondered how widely it was known ” which lifts him 
right into the Eden class. Unfortunately, his achievements at 
Empire Conferences are also much the same as Mr. Eden’s per
formances at European Conferences. Butler is no nearer to the 
integration of the Empire than Eden is to the integration of Europe ; 
the only thing that can be said in favour of the former is that he 
is not an active obstructionist. The integration of the Empire is 
most impeded by the international agreements for which Mr. Eden 
is chiefly responsible. So Mr. Butler has left little behind him at 
Sydney except a door wide open to the disruptive competition of

7



The EUROPEAN

Japan and other cheap labour countries. The only concrete 
suggestion for mutual aid in crisis, advanced by the British Treasury, 
was a policy for the pooling of Commonwealth gold reserves in 
certain contingencies ; needless to say the stampede of refusal was 
headed by the India of Nehru, for whose present power pink Tories 
must share the blame with Labour (is the India of Nehru now 
anything but a liability to the Commonwealth ?). Any great policy 
born of the new necessities — such as the integration of Euro- 
Africa, the Empire and South America, to provide an economic 
solution, to create a new force capable of holding the balance of 
the world, and to lead mankind in constructive achievement — 
would evoke from Messrs. Eden and Butler little more than the 
response of a couple of parish clerks to a suggestion of combination 
with a neighbouring city.

Punch, age and Sir W. Churchill

There has lately been a chorus of whelp yelps to force Sir W. 
Churchill to retire on the grounds of age, although he is by several 
years a younger Prime Minister than either Gladstone or Palmerston, 
and science in the interval has considerably extended the period 
during which a healthy man can exercise executive functions without 
diminution of capacity. In fact the issue of age is little more than 
an excuse for the itch of certain characters to tear down whatever 
is outstanding ; this ignominy is to be found on the right in this 
country just as much as on the left, and should be resisted by the 
Prime Minister’s upright opponents just as much as by his friends. 
It is appropriate that the pack should be headed by Punch, which 
has a clear vested interest in the hope that this may become entirely 
an age in which none but clowns are taken seriously.

Hypocrisy and War Crimes

It is now one of the greatest merits of post-war England that 
anything can be said in politics without suppression by government 
or vested interests ; provided, of course, you can find a place to 
say it. The strongest criticism of government and existing authority 
is here allowed, which it is not the case in some countries claiming 
to be civilised and to hold the tenets of Western democracy. We 
are at liberty, for instance, to make our comment in this issue on 
Mr. Moorehead’s revelations of the behaviour of some troops in Brit-
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ish uniform at Belsen, which are republished in the book Golden Hori
zon. Such comment performs a service, because Europe will not be 
able to breathe again until hypocrisy has been blown away. It has 
long been clear that both sides committed atrocities in the late war; 
so far only one side has been punished for them. A distinguished 
mathematician, and courageous combatant on our side in the last 
war, said recently that in mathematical terms what was done on 
each side seemed to him approximately equal. For our part we are 
not concerned to argue about amount, or degree ; what is certain 
is that both sides did these things. The Germans may have done 
more, but they did it in the heat of battle. What we did was done 
in cold blood after the battle was won.

The German rulers pleaded at Nuremburg that they did not know 
what was happening ; Mr. Moorehead saved our rulers from any 
such ignorance by publishing at the time exactly what happened. 
We are justified in asking what they did about it ? We have little 
hope that they will set up any tribunal to enquire into the crimes 
committed under their command, but they will not escape the 
verdict of history. For our part we do not demand any further 
punishment on either side for those guilty of these things ; on the 
contrary, the sooner they are amnestied and forgotten the better 
for the future of Europe.

We are not concerned even to publish the great mass of still 
unpublished evidence concerning the vile things which were done 
in cold blood, and for low motives, long after the war was over. 
But we are concerned to prevent the addition of hypocrisy to crime, 
and, therefore, to destroy the lie that only one side did these things. 
Hypocrisy only makes crime the more revolting, and these lies 
poison the air of Europe. For the rest, we stand by words published 
in England directly the war was over and the gaols were open ; 
“ Revenge will follow vengeance until some generation is great 
enough to disrupt the circle of fatality, and to break this ‘ bondage 
of the gods

EUROPEAN.
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COMMUNISM IN 
THE TRADE UNIONS

by F. J. BROWN

THE SOVIET Trades Union paper, Trud {Labour), has now 
undertaken the enlightenment of any people who still doubt 

whether Communist influence is as invariable in industrial strife 
as is normally asserted. In a recent issue, Trud has proudly boasted 
that the one hundred per cent Communist World Federation o f  
Trade Unions gives “ daily guidance ” to the industrial unrest on 
every continent. The W.F.T.U. corroborates this by its recent 
issue of the report of a conference at which shamelessly un
representative persons from all over the world gloated over the 
purely political and subversive roles which the sections of the 
World Federation are playing throughout the world.

This is another aspect of the W.F.T.U’s new look as it takes 
over the main tasks of the pre-war Comintern. In Europe, it has 
passed from the fairly passive strategy of hoping to wed the existing 
trades union organisations to Communism to the active strategy 
of fighting for the destruction of the existing trades union move
ment in every country in which the W.F.T.U. does not hold the 
reins of industrial power.

It is no coincidence that the very week that saw this policy adopted 
in Vienna, headquarters of the W.F.T.U., also saw the life of the 
Metropolis threatened by an unofficial strike, Communist led, in 
which the arena of battle was the immensely powerful Transport 
and General Workers’ Union. This union, with its enormous 
membership of about one-and-a-quarter million, its inflexibly

10



COMMUNISM IN THE TRADE UNIONS

anti-Communist leadership and its rule prohibiting Communists 
from holding office, has for long been the prize on which Moscow’s 
hirelings have fixed their eyes. For at least fifteen years it has 
been Communist policy to seize the T. and G. W. if they could — 
to destroy it if they could not.

In the hysterical streams of abuse which are the common currency 
of Communist propaganda, the use of surnames as pejorative 
adjectives is usual practice. These streams of abuse directed 
against “ the Churchills, the Rhees, the Trumans,” etc., accusing 
them of every crime of which the Communists themselves are 
guilty, rarely fail to mention with particular venom “ the Deakins ” ! 
In all such tirades, “ the Deakins ” are invariably mentioned as 
trades union leaders whose power must be broken. Added to 
this special grudge against the General Secretary of the Transport 
and General Workers’ Union is the fact that the Union has national 
agreements which carry the principle of collective bargaining 
through to the level of national arbitration, binding on both sides. 
This is a natural source of annoyance to those enemies of the 
country who prefer industrial war to negotiated- peace.

The Communists have realised, correctly, that if they are to 
destroy Britain’s T.U.C. in conformity with world Communist 
policy, they must first destroy the T. and G.W. During all the 
time that they have been endeavouring to destroy this immense 
Union, the pattern has been the same : the fomenting of a 
grievance, real or imaginary, up to the point of unofficial strike 
action, with the setting up of a strike committee as a possible 
alternative leadership. This pattern has been followed in the 
case of the busmen, the dockers, the meat-market workers and the 
tanker-drivers, to name only a few instances.

It is to be noted that this gives a new application to the tactic 
of the rolling-strike. Where the Communists have the power in 
the Union, they will set a strike rolling round the industry and 
further adapt the method until it becomes the guerilla-strike (a 
method only applicable where they have absolute power, as they 
have in the Electrical Trades’ Union). Where they are fighting for 
power, the rolling-strike technique is used in the various sections 
of the union, properly so, since the struggle in this instance is not 
truly against the employers but against the union itself. The 
threatened action of the Engineering and Shipbuilding unions 
will again involve a small section of the T. and G. W.’s membership, 
to the embarrassment of the leadership.
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As each new example comes to our notice we should resist the 
temptation to let it distract our attention from lessons learned 
earlier, otherwise the battles of 1954 are lost before they begin. 
We should not let our recent recollection of the tanker-drivers’ 
strike, for instance, with its confused pattern of futility, lead us 
into forgetting the London dock strike of 1949. That battle, 
fought by the same generals over the same ground but with different 
troops, showed us the pattern of fraud, terrorism and malignancy 
which makes up the Communist strategy and tactics. In that 
instance the Communists, with whom some of us foolishly imagine 
ourselves to be at peace, succeeded where Germany, with whom 
we knew we were at war, had failed. They brought London’s 
food supply down to a level below that enforced by submarine 
warfare.

Very often, at such times of stress, the irresponsible cry is raised 
that the T. and G.W. is too big and should be split up into trade 
sections. Let us not deceive ourselves ; if this were to be carried 
out it would play right into the hands of the Communists. Militant 
committees wedded to a programme of unrestricted class-war 
would come into being immediately as the potential executives 
of every new union that could be formed from the murdered giant. 
Instead of one immense union, bound to a policy of industrial 
negotiation and resolutely anti-Communist in its leadership, we 
should have a number of Communist-dominated unions perpetually 
holding the community to ransom. This would certainly be a 
case of acting as undertakers at our own funeral.

The threatened battles with the electricians and the engineers 
are the cloud on the horizon of the coming year. If they mature, 
and there seems little apart from outright surrender that can avert 
them, then the whole life of the community is threatened. The 
strikes themselves will, as the Communists plan on a short-time basis, 
disrupt the life of the community. The increases, if achieved, 
will bring the long-term advantages to the Communists which must 
follow from the consequent rising costs, shrinking markets and 
national impoverishment.

Lessons learned at the close of last year offer us great oppor
tunities if we have the initiative to grasp them. The strike of the 
tanker-drivers presented an immediate, urgent threat to the life 
of the capital city and, as an act of violence, it was a great success. 
As an attempt to win friends and influence people for Communism 
it was the Kremlin’s greatest failure since the Berlin blockade.
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More obviously than in any other case in recent years, this was 
an issue of the strikers versus the rest. On one side were less than 
three thousand strikers, not completely united. Against them was 
the Government, the Opposition, the union to which the strikers 
nominally owed their loyalty, and the whole community.

That was a moment of decision, presented to us by our enemies 
at one of the few moments when they were completely isolated 
from their potential dupes and allies. We did not grasp this at 
the time, but if such a moment of decision arises in the coming 
months, as it may well do, we must not let it slip again.

The destruction of our trades unions has been determined in 
Moscow and ratified in Vienna, but the issue will be settled here. 
Communist power must be broken in the T.U.C. before it breaks 
the T.U.C. If more unions adopted the policy of prohibiting 
Communists from holding office and, further, negotiated agree
ments for compulsory arbitration, the tide of battle could shift 
decisively in our favour. If Government and Industry alike 
refused to treat with these self-imposed committees of sectional 
interests formed in hostility to the unions, the battle could be won. 
Big changes are needed in the field of industrial organisation, but 
a tired and victimised public is certainly ready to accept them.

The Communist World Federation o f Trade Unions thinks that 
the time has come to move in, gangster-like, and destroy our T.U.C. 
Let the T.U.C., the Government and the people of Britain decide 
that this is the opportunity to act, policeman-like, to protect the 
nation from these hirelings of the foreign racketeers.
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BELSEN REVISITED
The Golden H orizon. Edited by Cyril Connolly. Weidenfeld and 

Nicholson, 25s.

AMONG the articles from Horizon, reprinted in this anthology, 
is a short exhortation by Monsieur J. P. Sartre on his favourite 

theme of committed literature. He urges his fellow writers to use 
their talents in a “ responsible ” way, in general for the furtherance 
of political ideas and in particular to protest against injustice and 
so forth. “ I hold Flaubert and Goncourt responsible for the 
repressions which followed the Commune, because they wrote not 
a single line to prevent them,” he says. It would be interesting 
to know whether Monsieur Sartre wrote a single line to prevent 
the proscriptions in his country which followed the liberation.

Mr. Stephen Spender is the type of “ responsible ” or propa
gandist writer of whom Monsieur Sartre would approve in theory, 
even though politically their paths have divided. Who can forget 
the account in his autobiography World Within World of his visit 
to a village near the front line during the Spanish Civil War with 
a party of journalists, or it may have been poets, where he ran into 
a  young friend who had gone to fight against Franco as a direct 
result of their friendship, and who seized hold of him, saying “ Look 
here, you’ve got to get me out of this ” . It is a  wildly farcical scene, 
and at the same time a small but striking example of the responsi
bility taken upon themselves by the intellectuals.

When Monsieur Sartre compares Flaubert so unfavourably with, 
for example, Zola, he is thinking in terms of moral issues, and even 
then from his own narrow point o f view ; he is not thinking as
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a literary critic or as a reader of novels. Mr. Cyril Connolly as 
editor, however, was obliged to consider his readers, and the literary 
merit of what he put before them ; this he is well equipped to do, 
and it is regrettable that he is not in charge of one of the new 
magazines which have recently appeared. For a time Mr. Connolly 
had Mr. Stephen Spender as a co-editor of Horizon and he complains 
that it came to resemble a “ left-wing school magazine ” . The 
only relics of this period reprinted in this anthology would appear 
to be in the section rather pretentiously entitled Horizon's History 
o f the War. There is Mr. Spender’s own diary, written in the early 
days of the war ; very school mag. this ; anxious to join the fray 
he had offered his services as a translator to the War Office. (He 
does not say which languages he proposed to translate ; he has 
made three elementary grammatical mistakes in one little German 
sentence here.) It is hard to believe that Mr. Connolly meant well 
by Mr. Spender when he resuscitated the diary ; it seems very 
uncharitable of him. He made his own excursion into politics 
once ; a blue print for the new age which came into his head as 
he was crossing the channel one day was served up as an editorial 
the following month. But he got a terrible mauling from another 
amateur, Mr. Evelyn Waugh, writing in The Tablet; the blue print 
remains decently buried and has not made its appearance in The 
Golden Horizon. The stories, poems and articles in the remainder 
of the book are excellent, so good in fact that it is as though Mr. 
Connolly were pointing the moral — stick to literature, leave 
propaganda and politics alone.

In the first, or Spenderlike section, however, there is an historic 
piece of reporting by Mr. Alan Moorehead. Shortly after the war 
ended he visited Belsen concentration camp with a  group of other 
journalists. This was the camp where, owing to bombing and the 
resulting complete breakdown of communications,, food deliveries 
and water supply, typhus was raging and hundreds of prisoners 
died. The Allies arrived and found this appalling state of affairs ;; 
they brought food and medical supplies, and burned the dead and 
the infected buildings. They also imprisoned the camp guards 
and tortured them ; and so potent had the anti-Hun propaganda 
been that they appear to have gloried in their sadism and proudly 
showed their handiwork to the visiting journalists. “ A young 
army doctor and a captain from the Pioneers were in charge. . .  he 
[the captain] appeared to be in particularly jovial spirits..... As 
we approached the cells o f the S.S. guards the sergeant's language
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became ferocious. ‘ We have had an interrogation this morning,’ 
the captain said. * I ’m afraid they are not a pretty sight.’ ” The 
journalists were shown the cells where these men were lying moaning 
and bleeding. Mr. Moorehead goes on : “ The man nearest me, 
his shirt and face spattered with blood, made two attempts before he 
got on to his knees and then gradually on to his feet. He stood with 
his arms half stretched out in front o f  him, trembling violently. 4 Get 
up,’ shouted the sergeant. They were all on their fee t now; but 
supporting themselves against the wall. ‘ Get away from that wall.' 
They pushed themselves out into space and stood there swaying.. . .

The doctor has just finished his interrogation. ‘ Come on, get up,' 
the sergeant shouted. The man was lying in his blood on the floor.. . .  
He placed his two arms on to the seat o f a wooden chair, gave himself 
a heave and got half upright. One more heave and he was on his feet. 
He flung wide his arms towards us. ‘ Why don’t you kill me ? ’ 
he whispered. ‘ Why don’t you kill me ? I  can’t  stand any more.’ 
‘ He’s been saying that all morning, the dirty bastard,’ the sergeant 
said.”

In telling the story of Belsen before the liberation Mr. Moorehead 
says of the terrible conditions in the camp, “  Was it sadism ? No, 
on the whole not. Relatively little torture was carried out at this 
camp.. . .  It was not torture which had killed the prisoners, it 
was neglect.” He does not have to add “ until the Allies took 
over ”. The guards were no doubt partly to blame for conditions 
in the camp, even though during the last weeks everything had got 
completely beyond their control; with the bombing of the water 
supply, disease, in the crowded compound, was inevitable. It 
may have been right to put them on trial. But the crimes described 
by Mr. Moorehead as having been committed by English soldiers 
were deliberate ; it was not from neglect that their prisoners suffered. 
Perhaps these soldiers are haunted today by the memory of what 
happened in 1945, perhaps like Mr. Spender’s young friend in 
Spain they hope someone can “ get them out of it ” ; justify the 
unjustifiable, excuse the inexcusable. Because there is no doubt 
someone got them into it. In spite of the Black and Tans, who 
were, in part, recruited from the sweepings of Johannesburg; it 
remains true that, on the whoie, English soldiers are decent and 
well-disciplined. In the first world war educated people ridiculed 
Lord NorthclifTe’s anti-Hun propaganda ; in the last war the most 
•nprincipled politicians and press men were echoed by many intel
lectuals, from extreme right to extreme left came the chorus of
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lies and of hate, the results of which Mr. Moorehead described. A 
poem from The Golden Horizon by Mr. Laurence Binyon contains 
this verse :—

What are they burning, what are they burning,
Heaping and burning in the thunder-gloom ?
Rubbish of the old world, dead things, merely names,
Truth, justice, love, beauty, the human smile —
All flung to the flames.

So here was one poet, at least, who felt, and expressed, horror and 
distress at the lowering of all standards and the abandonment of 
European values, at the end of the war.

Who protested when Mr. Moorehead’s report appeared in print? 
Where were the tender conscience specialists ? What did the 
New Statesman have to say about it ? And the Manchester 
Guardian ? Surely a voice was raised in Churchill’s Reichstag ? 
Where were the Bishops, and the Rabbis, and the JRights of 
Man ? “ It may be said that it was none of their business; 
but was the case of Calas . the business of Voltaire; the 
sentence on Dreyfus the business of Zola; the administration 
of the Congo the business of Gide ? ” wrote Jean-Paul 
Sartre. If politicians, publicists, the Churches, • were silent, 
that was to be expected; but so, too, were our
“ responsible ” writers. In the past, writers risked everything, 
generously and courageously, to expose injustice, cruelty and 
oppression wherever they might be found.. Now, for the first time, 
most are lined up with the politicians, the press and the Churches; 
like them, they are “ against ” atrocities— but only those they 
select themselves. They nearly all combined to create an atmos
phere,, a climate, wherein the scenes described by Mr. Moorehead 
could take place. They must all bear part of the blame for what 
was done by those English soldiers (or soldiers in English uniforms; 
for many in the Pioneer and Intelligence Corps were bom in 
Central Europe). But at least they can never pretend that they 
knew nothing of what was happening, and Mr. Moorehead has for 
ever nailed the lie which claims that the torture of prisoners was the 
monopoly of one side in the war.

In publishing Mr. Moorehead’s report, and his own book last 
year about Burgess and Maclean, Mr. Cyril Connolly has given 
evidence of rare intellectual honesty. . D.M.
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SOCIOLOGY IN ACTION
by MAX K. ADLER, D.Sc.Pol., B.Sc.Econ.

Was man nicht wagen kann, hat kein Gewicht, 
Was man nicht messen kann, hat keine Grosse.

Goethe, Faust.

URING the last years the science of sociology has changed so
thoroughly that one can say that it has developed from a 

branch of philosophy into something completely new. The 
contemplative method has been replaced by techniques which are 
more akin to physical science than to the humanities. Naturally, 
the old still lingers on ; but there are not many people who will 
pay much attention to it any more.

What, then, were the methods and the aims of the old sociologists ? 
It is necessary to describe them briefly in order to contrast them 
with the new and vigorous science that has grown up.

The old sociologists were not true sociologists, but came from 
philosophy, from mathematics, from logic, from anthropology, 
from political science and from economics. Some of them were 
interested in the behaviour of man, not as an individual but as a 
collective being ; thus psychology delivered its quota of sociologists 
as well.

Yet sociology tried to become an independent science by working 
out its own methodology. Two continental thinkers have to be 
given pride of place here : the German Max Weber and the 
Frenchman Durkheim. However, because sociology was not 
yet clearly defined they developed a methodology which was 
common to all social sciences, o f which sociology was thought to 
be only one, albeit the leading one.
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Sociology was considered to be the philosophy of the social 
sciences generally. It was to stand above them and to incorporate 
them at the same time. Being a philosophy first and foremost it 
used the philosophical approach to problems of society. Thus the 
sociologists pondered over the connection of ethics and society. 
They tried to define elusive terms like liberty, democracy, the 
“  natural ” laws by which men live together in society, the limitations 
imposed by society upon the freedom of action of the individual, 
and many other topics which betray their derivation from philosophy 
pure and proper.

Many brilliant essays were written on these subjects. Neverthe
less, sociology could not be established in this country before the 
last war as a special subject. Considering the methods which it 
used we cannot be surprised that this was so. For sociology 
differs from other sciences inasmuch as there cannot be a pure, 
in contradistinction to an applied, sociology. The science of man 
in society contains eminently practical problems ; and only when 
it was realised that sociology has to build up a body of knowledge 
from the particular to the general — and not the other way round, 
as the old sociologists thought — only then it became recognised 
as a science in its own right.

This realisation, however, had to be acquired with great difficulty. 
The new sociology had two hard task masters to help it on its way : 
the war, and the rapid technological changes caused by it.

Why was the need felt for a new approach to sociological 
problems ? The main reason is in itself derived from society. 
There is an ever-increasing lag between the organisation of society 
on the one hand and the development of physical science on the 
other. Technological progress, the main impetus to which is the 
overwhelming needs of war, threatens to destroy society, because 
the latter has been unable to control the former. The blame 
for this truly frightening state of affairs has to be given to society, 
not to technology.

To close the gap between the two becomes more urgent day by 
day. How can this be done when we know so very little about 
the laws that govern society? Surely, the first step to remedying 
this situation is to gain more and deeper knowledge of the workings 
of the human community. Thus sociology becomes of paramount 
importance to the survival of humanity. For to organise society 
better, so that man can again be master over the forces he himself 
let loose, it is necessary to know much more about i t  Social
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development must keep in step with technological progress, or we 
shall be devoured by our own handiwork.

War has always been the greatest single stimulus to technical 
development; total war, however, can only be waged when society 
is organised in such a way as to be able to make the best use of 
what science had provided for it. Hence sociology “ received a 
great impetus in Britain during the war when it was for the- first 
time officially recognised and used by many Government Depart
ments. It is now an accepted subject, where it was an outsider 
in 1938.”* That this development could take place, however, is 
due to the fact that new thinking pervaded the science, and that 
methods were used which, though known, had been shunned by 
the old sociologists.

As it had hardly been possible, so far, for society to adapt 
technological changes to society’s own welfare, the new sociologists 
realised that technological changes themselves bring about changes 
in society. This fact is well known now, but it was largely ignored 
before the war. Its acceptance is due mainly to the changed speed 
of technical innovations. It would be an intriguing pastime to 
discover the various rates o f speed with which the major technical 
advances pervaded society during the last one hundred and fifty 
years. We know, of course, that it has increased enormously. 
While in more leisurely times society can adapt itself more easily 
to them, our own generation has seen such a rapid acceleration 
that our social organisation has been lagging sadly and dangerously 
behind. In the nineteenth and in the beginning of the twentieth 
century society looked stable ; there were underground rumblings 
and sometimes minor earthquakes ; but the “ good old times ” 
looked good because at any particular moment the prevailing 
structure of society seemed to be undisturbed ; and the very 
rumblings could be used to prove the firmness of its basis.

The middle of the twentieth century shows a completely different 
picture. The only stability that appears to us is the instability 
of our social organisation. There are violent fluctuations, and 
the values of yesterday are discarded to-day, only to appear again 
in a different form tomorrow. Whether or not we like this state 
of affairs, there is a t least the urgent need for a  better understanding 
of the motive forces of society.

Here is the great chance for the new sociology ; it is reassuring

* Tom Harrisson, The Future o f British Sociology, International Journal o f
Opinion and Attitude Research, 1947, 1 ,1,47.
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to know that this science has accepted the challenge. Customs, 
habits, institutions, mores — all these have been in continuous 
and rapid flux. It is no wonder, therefore, that this field of 
knowledge has attracted men who want to find out why this should 
be so, and why it happens just now, in our own time. Writing 
even the most brilliant essays about these developments, as some 
old sociologists still do, does not help much to the understanding 
which is so vitally important if society is not to break down 
completely under its own strain. What is needed are facts, facts 
that can be clearly defined and accurately measured. This is the 
task which the new sociology has set itself.

With the change of customs and habits, power in society has also 
shifted. We knew dimly who were the holders of power before 
the war. But unless we accepted the Marxist theory of the social 
classes and the class struggle, we were unable to define them 
correctly.* In the meantime, we have discovered that social class 
is not an economic category only or even mainly, but that psycho
logical factors of great potency are operative in the field of social 
stratification. For the first time the question was asked : Who 
holds real power in society ? Is it the owner of wealth, is it the 
technician, is it the manager or the high civil servant, or is it in the 
last resort the individual member of society ?

The new Sociologists may be excused for not yet having provided 
an unequivocal answer, but the very fact that they are trying to 
solve this, and similar, problems in quantitative terms., is 
encouraging.

Goethe’s genius must have foreseen this development, as is shown 
by the quotation from his Faust: “ What cannot be weighed 
has no weight, what cannot be measured has no size ” . The new 
sociologists were aware of the fact that society has both weight and 
size. The question was, how to measure them ?

The natural sciences have used the measuring rod ever since 
they emerged from their medieval scholastic state. The very 
technical progress .which threatens to outrun society now would 
have been impossible without mathematics furnishing the exact 
tools which can measure and count, weigh and classify, and, finally, 
connect cause and effect. Of the social sciences, economics was 
the first into which mathematical thinking penetrated. . The trans-

* It is in itself significant that only the class that had little or no power
developed a  theory, while. “ bourgeois ” thinkers were only too much
occupied with proving that ours was the best of all worlds.
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lation of economic theory into algebraic formulae has been very 
useful indeed.

But it was abstract thinking ; and when sociologists tried the 
same method they failed. For the material with which sociology 
deals is, in the last resort, the behaviour of men in society. It 
soon became clear that human mass action consists of so many 
unknown factors that even the largest numbers of equations cannot 
deal with them satisfactorily. Although the mathematical approach 
did not lead to useful results, it showed sociology the right method 
with which to attack the manifold facts of the human spectacle.

The natural sciences have another great advantage over 
sociology. They are able to make experiments in the laboratory, 
mixing and heating, boiling and stretching their raw materials 
to their heart’s content. You cannot do the same to human beings ; 
even if you tried you would fail because the laboratory would create 
an artificial atmosphere, so totally different from the conditions 
of the outside world that this fact itself would defeat all attempts 
a t accurate measurement.

The sociologist is confined to looking for his raw material where 
it exists in natural conditions. He has to go outside his study, 
and try to look at men with dispassionate eyes, in order to discover 
the Whys and Hows of their actions. For this purpose he accepted 
an existing tool, and shaped it for his own purpose. This tool is 
statistics, which had been used for a long time by political science 
and by economics. The sociologist knew that there is not much 
sense in observing individuals, or small numbers ; no valid con
clusions can be based on such observations. Only when their 
specific divergencies balance each other can the underlying trends 
become discernible.

This is the task of statistical analysis of mass facts which, if 
handled skilfully, assists in disclosing a large amount of data ; 
the sociologist has to interpret them. The collection of statistics 
is, however, a costly business ; in addition, everywhere the power 
of the state has to be invoked in order to ensure that the people 
will answer questions about themselves> Thus the taking of a 
census is carried out at long intervals only ; the purpose of the 
questions asked is mainly for government administration ; and the 
computation of the results takes such a long time that by the time 
they become available they are largely of historical interest only.

A  short cut had to be devised, to enable sociology to use the 
statistical tool for its work. It was to become known as the sample
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survey. This is not the place to tell its dramatic story, nor to 
describe in detail the theoretical foundations on which it rests. 
Suffice it to say that, after tentative beginnings in the ’thirties, 
it has spread rapidly and is being used now not only by sociologists, 
but also by many governments in order to obtain guidance on matters 
of policy quickly and comparatively inexpensively. Without the 
sampling method it could never have been stated that “ social 
research is particularly required first, in the formulation of policy, 
and secondly, in testing and advancing the implementation of 
policy,”* because it would have been unable to fulfil these 
assignments.

The sample survey is based theoretically on the law of probability. 
It enables the statistician to know beforehand the odds on a sample 
yielding the same results, within known margins of error, as if the 
survey had been made with the whole population from which the 
sample is drawn. The essential part of this type of statistical 
enquiry is to ensure that the sample is as representative of the 
population as is humanly possible. When, these safeguards are 
observed, the results are sufficiently accurate to allow the drawing 
of firm conclusions.

Most sample surveys are undertaken with the use of questionnaire 
forms, and with trained interviewers — a new profession that did 
not exist twenty years ago. Question wording is still more of an 
art than of a  science, but semantic studies are made frequently 
now in order to establish the meaning of words to different groups 
of people.

These sample surveys can be used in almost every case when 
facts or opinions are to be obtained from a certain population. 
Their main advantages are not only comparative cheapness and 
quickness, but their results can be also shown by various sociological 
categories, like age groups, social class, region, town size, and 
others. This allows for comparison — the very essence of the 
study of society. <

During the last few years opposition has developed to this type 
of survey, which is sometimes called derisively “ nose counting ”. 
This latest school of thought refuses to be satisfied with knowing 
the percentage of tennis players who smoke pipes (to give an absurd 
example). If it emerges from the enquiry that this percentage is 
larger, or smaller, than that of pipe smokers within the general

* Prof. D . V. Glass, The Application of Social Research, British Journal of
Sociology, 1950, 1 ,1,18.
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male population, they want to know why. 'They maintain that 
formal questions cannot elicit this more important information, 
and they proceed to submit a much smaller sample to what has 
been tentatively called depth, or psychological, interviewing. No 
formal questionnaire is used, and the respondents are encouraged 
to talk about whatever goes through their minds. The interviewer 
only guides the conversation towards the problem under review, 
and he forms what is hoped to be a complete picture of the 
respondents’ personalities. Since most people themselves do hot 
know consciously why they act, or refrain from acting, in a certain 
way it is claimed that this method provides the information on 
the unconscious motivation which is more important for a man's 
decisions than his age or the class to which he belongs.

This is an interesting departure from the now well established 
conventional sample survey. But it is not the most important 
innovation. As stated already, the physical sciences have the 
great advantage over sociology of being able to make experiments 
in the laboratory. They are useful, because it is possible to keep 
every factor under control except the one under review. Sociology 
will never have this advantage ; but it can keep at least many of 
the known variables constant, with the result that the variable 
that is being investigated arises from the survey uncontaminated 
by the influence of the others. Tennis players are of all ages and 
classes, and they live in communities of every size all over the 
country. Pipe smokers among them can be compared with the 
non-smokers by the method known as matched sampling, i.e., 
by taking two groups which do not differ in their age, class, town 
size, and area composition from each other, but who differ only 
in respect to their smoking habits. Thus all known variables are 
kept constant, except the one investigated. It may emerge that the 
pipe smokers among them play tennis more, or less, often than the 
non-smokers, that there are more, or less swimmers among them, 
and a host of other facts that otherwise would never have been 
detected. In this way, sociology comes nearest to the controlled 
experiments of the laboratory type, and achieves results similar 
to them.

Measurement of what once seemed imponderables has become 
the life line of the new sociology. This technique can be employed 
not only with individuals, but with groups as well, such as house
holds, children, or university students. The experimental design — 
a new tool forged by statistics for the use of science—-is applied
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hen the activities or opinions within such groups are to be 
leasured, and tests can be given which measure social distance, 
ass consciousness, racial prejudice and many other matters of 
iterest to sociology and of value to society.
Where earlier in the history of our science some anthropologists 

irned to sociology, the trend is now often in the opposite direction, 
ocial anthropology had its origin in the United States, when it 
as first used by Robert and Helen Lynd whose findings were 
ublished in their classic book Middletown in 1925, which was 
)llowed by Middletown in Transition in 1937. It is well known 
ow difficult it is for the member of one culture, the anthropologist,
> describe objectively the customs and habits of a people belonging
> a totally different culture. But only since the publication of 
le work of the Lynds was it realised that it is even more difficult
> apply anthropological methods to the people of the observer’s 
wn culture. However, the remarkable achievements of the 
ioneers, as well as those of their successors, like Malinowski, 
Luth Benedict, or Margaret Mead, are proof, of the great value 
f  the anthropological technique applied to sociological enquiries.
From this review of modem sociological methods it can be 

sadily gathered how large the distance is between the old and 
he new sociologists. From the philosophical contemplation of 
eneral phenomena, from the simple classification of social 
ategories, the science has travelled to the exact measurement 
f  social facts. There remains the consideration of some of the 
pheres in which the sociology of to-day works. The use of socio- 
rgical research to assist the administrator in the shaping of his 
ecisions can be shown by the example of town planning. The 
ontribution of this science to it is so important that the 
uthorities of most of the new towns have trained sociologists on 
heir staffs. Also the national health service, and many other 
institutions of the Welfare State, owe a great deal of their efficiency 
o social research. The study of human relations in industry 
.cquired great importance during the war, an importance that has 
lot become smaller at a time of full employment, when the workers’ 
tatus and, at the same time, their attitude to work have changed 
•ntirely.

In co-operation with the demographers the new sociology has 
ilso been engaged lately in trying to solve fundamental problems 
:onnected with the growth of the population, the size of the family, 
he age factor, and other aspects of a period when great biological
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changes seem to take place. Another field of application has been 
education, the measurement of intelligence, the selection of the most 
suitable students both for the grammar schools and the universities ; 
these problems are still largely unsolved. In criminology, and 
especially in the field of juvenile delinquency, sociologists have 
joined forces with the psychologists and much valuable work has 
been already done.

These examples show some of the fields that have become the 
objects of the new sociology. It has advanced into new spheres 
which the old would never have dreamed of entering. Sociologists 
have developed new techniques, and accepted statistics as their 
main tool. The principal task of sociology in the future will be to 
combine and to co-ordinate the various trends described ; it is 
not yet a whole, but consists of many different research projects 
in various stages of development. It has cast its nets very wide 
indeed. Its goal must be to integrate them, in order to erect a 
comprehensive structure of the knowledge of society ; thus the 
gap between the rapid progress of technology and the lagging 
organisation of society can be closed.
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HENRI DE MAN
A NOTABLE EUROPEAN

by JULIUS VAN ERCK

HERE IS NOTHING,” said Montaigne, “ in which I am more
interested than the deaths of men.” It is quite true that 

there is often a mysterious and just link between a man’s way of 
living and the manner of his death. Henri de Man was killed in 
a motor accident. He had always hoped not to die in his bed, 
and had expressed this rash sentiment in many of his works. In 
granting him a violent death the powers which govern the scheme 
of our universe fulfilled the destiny of a man who, when choosing 
his way of life, had deliberately taken the path of the adventurer. 
A noble adventurer, one of those who set in motion the machine 
of history.

He was killed at Morat, not far from the lake on whose shores 
the Burgundians of Charles the Bold were defeated, and in that 
season when the waters, on certain days, are coloured red ; this 
leads the simple people to say that blood spilt in the battle which 
ended the dreams of the Grand Dukes of the West comes back 
in this way to colour the lake. He was one of those who upheld 
and justified the virtue of aristocracy, the only value which might 
be capable of saving our world, if indeed it can be saved, and who 
believed that democracy drags us in an irreversible movement 
towards the end of history, the fatal twilight towards which our 
race rushes. This was without doubt the last thought of Henri 
de Man, as his last book, unpublished as yet, bears the title The 
Era o f the Masses and the Decline o f Civilisation in the French 
edition, and The Age o f Fear in the English edition.

Even if it must be thus, even if abandoning ourselves a little more 
each day to the technicians, to the nameless tyrannies, to the myths 
of unlimited production, must drive us to the universal lowering 
of values and lead us back to the dark ages, even then it will not 
have been in vain that a Henri de Man should have lived amongst 
us. And if his work, instead of preventing the decline has only 
postponed it, it will live on as a witness of our nobleness, con
demning in the name of that which could be that which is, it will 
raise the protest of our race against its own annihilation. We can
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still hope that over and above the doctrines and the systems some 
men, rebelling against the slogans which the people blindly serve, 
will begin anew to build a world fit to live in. For, in spite of many 
signs, we are not necessarily approaching extinction. Salvation is 
still possible. It is only a question of finding the way. There is 
only one way, which some minds capable of preferring deeds to 
words, human beings to systems, man to humanity, have been 
able to discover. It is not a question of building an ideal com
munity from an abstract definition, but of re-establishing, gradually 
and cautiously, the social conditions of a better status for mankind.

We ourselves are entangled in the vicissitudes of a religious war, 
and to escape from this the vigorous common sense of an Henri IV 
is needed. Henri de Man was not unlike the Beamais in some 
ways. At least he was the same type of robust, wise man, saved 
from doctrinaire errors by a sense of the basic facts, and by his 
love of life.

He was born in 1885, in cosmopolitan Antwerp, where his family 
held an honourable place in the mercantile aristocracy. In his 
two volumes of memoirs, Apres Coup and Cavalier Seal he has 
evoked this society, at once liberal and austere, where all the arts, 
especially music, were practised ; where lying was hated as the 
worst of sins ; where a stoic self-control took the place of the 
abandoned religion ; where grown-ups and children spoke in turn 
and with equal facility French, English and German ; in which 
customs, resources and taste made up the surest harmony, and 
mutual respect ruled the relationships between generations.

These traditions and ways of living were still flourishing in Ant
werp in the nineteenth century, maintaining the heritage of the 
classical humanism of Erasmus and Plantin. It is at once the 
weakness and the privilege of the buffer countries, such as those 
in the Western delta, not to have completely developed national 
customs. The men who are born in these countries nearly always 
feel this incompleteness as a  fault, as they have not been brought 
up in the nationalistic disciplines, which, although intangible, -are 
in the blood and pass from generation to generation. Some people, 
however, look on this as an advantage, as it allows them to keep 
a particular liberty and detachment, and the gift of assimilating 
effortlessly the forms created through the centuries by other peoples, 
and which make up civilisations. Henri de Man was one of these, 
as the Prince of Ligne had been one hundred and fifty years 
earlier, and for the same reason. Like him, he would call himself
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European without giving to this name the false and confused 
meaning which so many insincere thinkers give it nowadays. F or 
Henri de Man Europe was not an idea, it was the combination 
of countries where he could live without feeling a foreigner. He 
was a Belgian in Belgium, a  German in Germany, a Frenchman 
in France ; and so capable of understanding the spirit of each 
people that his books, according to the subject and the public which 
he wished to reach, were written some in French, some in German, 
others in English.

We must not, however, ignore the disadvantages of this uni
versality. Henri de Man was not a great writer ; natural style 
is lacking in his prose. Perhaps this lack was the price of his 
absolute devotion to truth, for nobody was more against literary 
flourishes. At sixteen he had a success as an orator, a t meetings 
and gatherings for the dissemination of Socialism. This could 
have gone to his head ; instead it put him on guard against himself. 
Fearing the seductions of eloquence as the worst temptation which 
a strong man would come up against, he forced himself to strip 
his speeches of all ornament. His disciples and friends, particularly 
that strange kind of friend who is called political, reproached him 
for this despoiling, this stripping of all unnecessary words, this 
disdain of musical sounds.

One can often recognise the character of a person in his smallest 
act. The contempt of Henri de Man for literary flourishes arose 
from his activity. In that which, for want of a better name, must 
be called his socialism there is nothing but his search for truth. 
The young bourgeois, discovering the misery of the largest and 
most abandoned class, was not so much moved by pity, or a senti
mental wish to rebel. Like the ancient wise men he tried to 
understand society ; the lack of balance which he saw in it shocked 
him. He did not revolt. He was not a  revolutionary ; he did 
not yield to compassion, or pity. He was not another Jaurds 
raising a melodious lamentation over the woes of the proletariat; 
(no more than Maiirras is another. Barrfe listening to the voices of 
the Earth and the Spirits). He had a  combination of scientific 
curiosity and charity.

It is a regrettable weakness of the language that one must speak 
of the “ socialism” of a man who, though he devoted his life to 
the betterment of the fate of the masses, while keeping in view the 
nobility of civilisation, nevertheless could not confine himself to  
such a shallow definition as socialism. He often said what he
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understood by this worn out word : “ Socialism, is neither ethics 
nor a new religion. It is not a question of bettering mankind, nor 
o f  a perfect society, but rather of a condition and a way of living 
worthy of man such as he is.” This is nearer to Auguste Comte 
than to Karl Marx. One hardly sees what there is of socialism, 
in the ordinary meaning of the word, in such a wise and modest 
declaration.

Henri de Man came early in contact with the Belgian workers’ 
movement. At seventeen he was already the secretary of the 
Socialist Youth Movement of Antwerp. Burning with a reformer’s 
zeal, he thought of giving up Ms studies altogether, to be able to 
devote Ms time to politics. He actually did so, but fortunately 
not for long. A umversity traimng led Mm to the constant practice 
o f  submitting theory to the test of facts, and if he had not attended 
the universities of Brussels, Gand, Leipzig and Vienna, it is im
possible to say whether he would have been able to make Ms 
pitiless and objective criticism of Marxism, all the more irrefutable 
since he had at first been sustained by these theories, and had 
abandoned them only because he had discovered their falseness.

Early in life he left Ms family and went to work for his living, 
wMle pursuing Ms interrupted studies. From then on Henri de 
Man began Ms career, sustained by a  light-hearted and firm self- 
discipline wMch helped him in Ms work as journalist, student and 
man of action. Intelligence, warmed by zea l; zeal, never foolish, 
enlightened by intelligence; joie de vivre animating intelligence 
and zeal, combined in tMs athletic Fleming, making him at first 
a  lucid witness of, and then a participant in our Mstory.

In Leipzig, in Vienna, in Darmstadt, in London, he collaborated 
with the best and the most lively socialist journals. He joined 
the workers in their syndicates and political associations, sat on 
their committees, drew up their petitions, and tried to formulate 
certain principles of theory or action for them. He was active, 
exuberant and indefatigable, sustained by an extraordinary physical 
energy and by Ms then orthodox faith in Marxism.

The famous materialistic dialectic was made to win over this 
young man, desirous of finding an answer to all the questions 
posed by Mstory and carried away by an apostle’s zeal to examine 
the social forms capable of bettering the condition of his fellow 
men. Even then Ms work was for the realisation o f immediate and 
concrete reforms. TMs student who was to become a doctor in 
history and a  doctor in pMlosophy was not an intellectual im-
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prisoned in a system ; he was a rebel, not a dreamer. He had 
jrofited by the advice given by one of his masters : “ The street 
will teach you more about social psychology than all the books 
jut together”.

At the end of 1910 Henri de Man went back to Belgium. Unlike 
German or English socialists, until then the Belgians had devoted 
their greatest efforts to the co-operatives on the one hand and 
political battles on the other. He saw, however, that the pragma
tism, efficacious but limited, of the one, and the corrupting influence 
of the other, would waste the energy of the movement and deflect 
it from its ends.

History was to give him the occasion of submitting this theory 
to the hardest test possible. Just when the theorists of Inter
national Socialism announced that the union of the workers would 
make war impossible, and that the German Social Democrats 
would be able to prevent it, the 1914 war broke out. Henri de 
Man did not take long to decide to enlist He doubtless joined 
the army because of loyalty to his ideals and because he followed 
his instincts as a man of honour. He could not bear to keep away 
from the fight while other men, his compatriots, shed their blood 
for the common cause. He became an officer and, being a bom 
leader, found in this work a use for his gifts, and was contented and 
happy in spite o f the doubts which he often entertained as to the 
justness of the war. To a socialist this paradox was hard to endure. 
He only managed to overcome it by bringing to his ordinary duties 
a fierce devotion. The second thing, which could have destroyed 
him, was his fear o f death. He knew it and recognised it. He was 
very much alive. Although he liked his work as an officer and 
although he risked his life with such courage that he was one of the 
few Belgians awarded the highest British decorations, he was afraid 
of death. Not content with being a hero (for he was one in the 
truest sense), he did not think he had done his duty as a man 
by merely showing himself to be brave in battle. He wanted also 
to learn all the professional secrets of strategy.

The socialist had not given way to the soldier. In 1917 a Belgian 
mission was sent to Russia to keep in contact with this dubious 
ally. De Man was naturally asked to take part in it. In Russia 
he met Lenin and Trotsky. He did not think that these leaders 
of the revolution would be likely to succeed ; they were too 
fanatical, too systematic, too pedantic, and too ignorant of the real 
conditions of the people. He confessed later that this mistake
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was due to nalveti. He did not imagine that an inhuman doctrine, 
supported by fanatical zealots, could have a lasting and profound 
elfect on history.

After the war, in 1918, Henri de Man could, like so many others, 
have cashed in on his wartime heroism and have been elected 
deputy. The Peace of Versailles disgusted him with his country, 
with his part in it, with Europe. A Canadian friend had invited 
him to accept the leadership of an expedition to explore a little- 
known region of Newfoundland. He accepted this mission with 
enthusiasm, and lived in isolation for several months, among a 
mixed population of whites of Irish origin and Esquimaux. When 
the mission was over the University of Seattle offered him the Chair 
of Social Psychology. He had to wait some months before he 
could take it up, and preferring, as always, to study man from life 
rather than from text books, he decided to pass this time living 
among the wobbies, migratory seasonal workers of the far West. 
These were the most disinherited people on earth. Jobless, home
less, womanless,' voteless. Taking part in their life and work, 
he greatly increased his knowledge of human conditions.

At that moment the Belgian Workers’ Party called him back. 
Vandervelde asked him to undertake a project which he had thought 
of some years before, when he was directing the Workers’ Education 
Centre. He wanted to establish a Workers’ High School. It 
was to be a boarding school where thirty young men from the 
working class would undergo an intensive cultural course for two 
years, with a view to forming an elite to be trade union leaders. 
No sooner had de Man founded this school, breathed life into it, 
got it off the ground, than he was once more breaking away from 
the strict discipline of the party and returning to that free state 
which he needed more than bread and without which he could 
not have accomplished the principal work of his life, nor freed 
himself from Marxism, a decisive event for many Europeans.

After 1922 he lived “ a life without impediments, without any 
responsibilities save those which arise from a  soldier’s duties, 
without the fear of leaving behind people to whom one is indis
pensable, or things to which one is attached, but with the secret hope 
not to die in bed”. Until 1933 he lived outside Belgium, 
first in Darmstadt, then in Switzerland, in a village in the Grison, 
and finally in Germany, at Frankfort. He gave up the best part 
of his time to meditation, study and the writing of the works in 
which he set forth his most significant and most brilliant thought:
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Joy in Work, The Socialist Idea and Beyond Marxism.
Henri de Man’s breaking away from the ideas for which until 

then he had worked unstintingly, was due to two reasons. Firstly, 
he saw the masses and their leaders in the West blindly pursuing 
a policy which would inevitably provoke another war, worse than 
the first. Secondly, conclusions which he had drawn from history, 
from contemporary events and from his own experiences, had led 
him to think that it was necessary to revise the foundations of 
socialist doctrine. These same two reasons inspired the works 
which regenerated social philosophy in the West by freeing it from 
the yoke imposed by the two marxist errors : economic determinism 
and scientific rationalism. Begun in Beyond Marxism and finished 
in The Socialist Idea, his criticism denounced the narrowness, 
the insufficiency and the meanness of marxist doctrine, which, as 
time passed, was more and more contradicted by events, and which 
was, moreover, tainted by a mistaken conception of man as having 
the production of material goods as his first and most important 
raison d’etre. To this doctrine Henri de Man opposed a socialism 
which he called “ voluntary ” or “ ethical ”. The organisation of 
a new or better society could no longer come from the struggle 
of the proletariat against the middle class, an abstract logic contrary 
to the facts, but from an idea capable of setting in motion and of 
arousing all classes, and which would sustain the inner sentiments 
of man, such as justice and dignity. What Henri de Man proposed 
was as important for the history of socialism as was the Reformation 
in the evolution of Christianity.

The theses of the heretic caused enthusiasm in some quarters, 
in others indignation, but they aroused interest everywhere. Their 
greatest fascination was that their truth could be proved by the 
facts. Since 1929 the nations had been struggling in the pangs of 
an economic crisis. Instead of advising the peoples to await 
salvation on the great distant day when the coming of universal 
socialism would put an end to all crises, de Man called on them 
to fight at once against those who were crushing them, at the same 
time bearing in mind their national and economic peculiarities. 
In Germany, National Socialism adopted many of de Man’s ideas, 
though their author was expelled from his chair in the University 
of Frankfort and his books burned on the public square, with those 
of orthodox marxists. In France, where the art of living has long 
been reduced to the art of thinking and to pleasure, these new. 
propositions aroused impassioned curiosity and gave birth to
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books of commentaries. But it was in Belgium that they were 
applied in their most concrete form. In 1935 Henri de Man 
entered the government formed by Van Zeeland to fight the econ
omic crisis. He was made Minister for Employment, and saw 
the possibility of realising much of his “ working plan ”. He 
undertook this work with an intelligence, a competency, and a 
vigour which showed this professor, this writer, this university 
man, to be a real politician, a statesman. Success was immediate, 
confounding professional politicians and greatly irritating the 
financiers who, more powerful in Belgium than anywhere else, 
saw their despotic control over the economy of the country taken 
out of their hands. Unfortunately, the money-lenders did not 
have to wait long for their revenge. In 1937 they took advantage 
of an illness which forced de Man to resign, to unleash a panic on 
the Stock Exchange. The Government of which he was a member 
fell. Ministerial crises followed. The “ working plan ” was 
already three-quarters abandoned when war broke out again.

He re-entered the army with his king, to whom he was bound 
by a true friendship and an aristocratic sense of loyalty, and was 
with him when the Belgian army capitulated. This defeat was 
followed by the downfall of a regime which he had long realised 
to be decrepit. Faithful to his principles of immediate and direct 
action, he was one of those who thought that the German occupation 
should not hinder them from coining to an arrangement with the 
new order of things. But soon his loyalty, his pride and inde
pendence led to misunderstandings with the Germans. In 1941, 
suspected by the Gestapo, he fled to Haute Savoie, to a chalet at 
a height of four thousand two hundred feet, which he left only in 
1944, at the time of the Liberation, to go to Switzerland. It was 
here that he learned he had been condemned to twenty years’ hard 
labour by a Belgian tribunal for crimes of collaboration with the 
enemy. If a justifiable pride had not already rendered him in
vulnerable, the absurdity of this sentence would have done so.

During his exile he wrote Apres Coup, Les Cahiers de ma 
montage, Au deli du nationalisme, and Cavalier seul, and other 
works still unpublished, in which he reveals some of his secrets. 
These are an unconquerable love of life, an inexhaustible curiosity, 
great strength of mind, fidelity to the truth and, above all perhaps, 
the proud and constant will to master his own genius.

(Translated by Alexander Mosley)
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WINTER SALADS
by ROBIN ADAIR

Although salades are now eaten regularly, as a matter of course, 
twice a day, at luncheon and at dinner, they still have to be either 
“  fashionable ” or, worse still, “ beneficial ” ; I am thinking, of 
course, about Anglo-Saxon countries. Even now one reads idiotic 
paragraphs such as this : “ . . .  hostesses this year are making a 
great show of them on their dinner tables.. . .  This season, the 
most fashionable is Salade Carmen___”

Even that, however, is better than the attitude of the scientists 
who rave about mineral salts, organic acids; becoming positively 
lyrical over the thousand and one vitamins a salad, apparently, has 
in store for us. It always ends up with technical explanations, 
“  radishes stimulate by their pungency, lettuce has soothing proper
ties, garlic is a good remedy against insomnia”. What about 
vampires ? “ We must use vinegar because the acetic acid (sic) 
it contains softens the cellulose in the salad ; oil because it acts 
as a kind of lubricant and protects the stomach.” And so they go 
on, more and more depressing; positively surgical with their 
nauseating exhortations to become "salad minded”. Happily, 
we are not recommended to use lubricating oil. (Or what my very 
English pre-war chauffeur used to demand when he first came 
with us to France and we stopped to re-fuel, “ Huile lubrique, 
please”.)

As for the vitamins, whatever attraction they may have, it is a 
poor inducement to eat salads ; we always thought we ate them— 
properly seasoned — because they are fresh, wholesome and, 
above all, delicious. But perhaps that is an old-fashioned point of 
view ; yet one shared by all, “ nobles and peasants alike,” through-
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out the ages. As late as the sixteenth century, Ronsard gave a 
good recipe:—

“ Lave ta main qu'ette soil belle et nette,
Marche apr'es moy, apporte m e serviette.
Une salade amasson etfaison
Part a nos ans des fruits de la saison.. . .
Notts laverorts nos herbes a main pleine 
Au cours sacre de ma belle fontaine:
La blanchirons de sel en mainte part 
L’arrouserons de vinaigre rosart 
L’engresserons d ’huile de la Provence.__”

Still earlier, if we are to believe George Moore, they made good 
salads, and with what results 1 “  Heloise. . .  begged him to tell
her of the first stirrings of his genius, for there must have been 
a moment, she said, when it was whispered to thee that thou wast 
not as other men, ‘ I think I always knew that,’ Abelard answered,
‘ b u t. . .  I must tell you it first appeared at dinner thirty-odd years 
ago. My mother was filling a large bowl with lettuce, cucumber, 
beetroot and onion (she made excellent salads)’. . . . ”

Alas, I have digressed too long, carried away by these exciting 
researches ; so back to the subject of winter salads.

Now that we really have become “ salad-minded ” we should 
not, in our enthusiasm, throw anything and everything into the 
salad bowl. For instance, as a lover of garlic, I  will not use it in 
the spring and early summer when we have young, tender and 
fresh lettuces with a curious sapidity of their own. But now, 
when we are enjoying the more robust winter green salads, garlic 
is not only permissible but almost de rigueur. For the timid, it 
suffices to merely rub round the salad bowl with a ‘ clove’ ; the 
French peasant, and his betters, prepare a  few chaprons— dry 
crusts rubbed over with the pungent bulb — which are stuck here 
and there into the salad after it is in the bowl and “ dressed ”, 
We can, however, let ourselves go, riotously, with the dressings 
for winter salads, matching the seasoning with the ingredients. 
Here are a few examples. I give them no names. Everybody may 
wish to make variations on the themes and christen the result to 
suit the occasion.

Apple, celery, chopped walnuts. Rub the bowl with garlic ;; 
put in the ingredients, more or less in equal proportions and sliced
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or chopped. Make a separate dressing : oil, vinegar, salt, pepper 
and cream, all beaten up thoroughly before pouring over.

Any green winter salad— chicoree (curly), dandelion, etc. 
Clean, wash in cold water and dry in a cloth. Into the salad bowl. 
Prepare an ordinary vinaigrette — salt and freshly ground pepper,. 
dissolved in one-third good wine vinegar, Ovo-thirds pure olive 
oil. Pour over and turn the leaves over and over : bien fatiguez 
la salade. Stick in two or three garlic-rubbed crusts and, just 
before serving, sprinkle the top with a few rinds of bacon rashers 
very crisply fried and broken into small pieces, allowing the fat 
they will have produced to drip on to the salad.

“ Mixed ” winter salads and some dressings. One can almost 
run riot with these, mixing cooked and raw ingredients ; potatoes, 
beetroot, cauliflower, even tiny brussel sprouts — provided they 
are not over-cooked — in the first category. Carrot, grated or 
shredded, celery, heart of white or red cabbage, very finely shredded ; 
tomato of course and, besides garlic introduced in one of the ways 
I have mentioned, finely shredded onion or shallot; also grated 
orange peel.

For the dressing of these mixed salads I always start with a 
basic vinaigrette, described above. Then we can add some or , all 
of the following, ringing the changes from, time to time : pinches 
of sugar, mustard, paprika ; dashes of Worcester sauce, tobasco, 
chutney juice ; a suspicion of curry paste, and so on. The 
possibilities are endless and, of course, a little cream can be beaten 
in at the last minute and sometimes a “ squeeze” of orange juice.

As to those who are nervous of the onion and garlic tribe, I would 
beg of them to remember the charming poem of Mallarmd :

“  L’ennui d'aller envisite 
Avec I’ail nous i’iloignons. ,
L ’tdegie au pleur hisite 
Peu si je  fends des oignons.”
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MR. ELIOT’S 
CONFIDENTIAL CLERK

THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING AMUSING

by NICHOLAS MOSLEY

BEFORE a new play by Mr. T. S. Eliot comes to London, there 
are rumours which precede it of what the play is ‘ about 

These, hurrying from the North like heralds of some ancient 
triumph, take the form o f catchwords spelt with Capital Letters 
in the manner of the convention concerning the predicates of God. 
Rumours of The Cocktail Party, a few years ago, hovered for a 
time flippantly between Alcoholism and The Servant Problem, 
and finally settled with relief upon Religious Vocation. Recently, 
with The Confidential Clerk, the catchwords have become more 
vague. Some critics were brave enough to suggest that the play 
might be about Nothing : others, concerned with the impression 
that Everything by Mr. Eliot, after all, must be about Something, 
settled uneasily for Choice of Life.

To those who heard the rumours without having seen the play 
it seemed, perhaps, that Choice of Life was a subject not so very 
different from Vocation. Or was it ? Did Vocation imply the 
calling that comes from God and therefore Choice, thus simply, 
that which lies within the will of the individual ? Here, one 
thought, might be the subject of a play that would be new. Within 
the terms of Mt. Eliot’s Anglicanism — terms within which critics 
agree that most of his writing has been done for many years — it 
might have been the subject of a very good play indeed.

Then the play was seen. The story is this. A young man 
called Simpkins, having started adult life as an unsuccessful organist, 
takes the post of confidential clerk to a successful financier. He 
obtains this post because, it is understood, he is the financier’s 
illegitimate son, and there are prospects of his following in his 
father’s footsteps. It is later discovered that he is not, in fact, 
the financier’s illegitimate son, but the legitimate son of an un
successful organist. He therefore decides, without much enthusiasm, 
to become once more an unsuccessful organist himself.
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Furthermore, the successful financier, it is learnt, had pretensions 
in early life to be a potter but, since he feared he would be an 
unsuccessful potter, chose rather to be a successful financier. At 
the end of the play, when he has lost what he thought was his son 
and has anyway failed to make him follow in his footsteps, he 
withdraws in a state of unhappy collapse. He is regretting, pre
sumably, either that he had not himself chosen to be an unsuccessful 
potter, or that another should have chosen to be an unsuccessful 
organist — or, probably, both.

Now the material for a  good play is still here. It is a serious 
question whether it is better to be the Potter-Organist of one’s 
early desires, successful or not, rather than the Financier-Business
man to whom the semblance of success may come more easily. 
There is a serious choice between contentment in the second-rate, 
and a so-called first-rate unease. These problems, together with 
the question of Free Will and Religious Vocation mentioned earlier, 
contain the stuff of drama as well as of life.' It is only the form 
in Which the play is written that have made them appear here so 
ludicrous.

It may be, of course, that the critics who so bravely suggested 
that the play was about Nothing were right, after all, and it should 
be taken as no more than a conventional drawing-room comedy. 
If so, there is no more criticism that can be levelled at it than that 
of not being good enough in this respect— of not being witty 
enough, not dramatic enough, not, in fact, so very comic. But 
Mr. Eliot has himself stated that a play represents whatever an 
observer might make of it, and it has become a custom among 
serious observers to take Mr. Eliot seriously. Mr. Eliot is, after 
all, a  serious poet, a serious critic, and a serious protagonist on 
behalf of his Church. It is in this latter role, moreover, that he 
has come to be seen as playwright. The Cocktail Party was 
specifically Christian in attitude : and here, among the merry-go- 
rounds of parental and vocational muddle, there are echoes of 
religious symbolism striking strongly through the laughter — an 
invasion by the Capital, Letters performing once more properly 
their Awful Function.

So, the play must be taken seriously, and the Capital Letters 
roust be respected. Choice of Life is the subject, and what is of 
importance is the form in which the subject is presented. All 
truths are themselves quite simple — almost self-evident: what 
matters, especially in a play, is the particular appearance and
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construction that they are given. It is on this that criticism will 
depend.

First, then, there is the business of mistaken parental identity, 
the basis upon which the story mainly rests. Now whatever may 
be the considerations which will influence a man’s choice of career 
— and with choice of career there goes, admittedly, choice of 
character, choice of existence, Choice of Life — there is no con
ceivable reason why it should depend, fundamentally, upon the 
career of his father. To suggest that it is chiefly the discovery 
that a man’s father was an organist that makes it proper for him to 
be an organist too — whereas previously, with father as financier, 
it was presumably improper — is to take the principle of ‘what, 
was good enough for father is good enough for me ’ and to turn 
it not into the platitude of Conservatism that it has always been, 
but into a concept of ethics which up to now it has fortunately 
avoided. And yet it is just this discovery which influences the 
young man in the play. We are left with a spiritual message of 
depressing hereditary determinism.

Secondly, and even more depressing, is the air of stilted jollity 
with which the whole story is suffused. Mr. Eliot has said that 
the form of the play was suggested to him by that of the Ion of 
Euripedes : it sometimes seems more likely — as the entanglement 
of mothers and fathers grows more hectic on the stage — that it 
was suggested by The Importance o f Being Earnest by Oscar Wilde. 
The business of jollity is concentrated mainly upon the two 
characters of the financier’s wife, and the old confidential clerk 
who is retiring. The former, dropping her paradoxes with an 
artful unreality, gives the impression of a Lady Bracknell reduced 
by inbreeding to Chelsea : the old man dithers with Dr. Chasuble’s 
charm gone grim : and there is even, in the last act, a character 
dragged in like Miss Prism to solve the muddle of the interchanged 
babies. This, again, might be at least passable comedy — although 
unoriginal — if it were left at that. But it is not. It is at this 
point that the cavernous undertones of the Capital Letters are 
heard most strongly : we are back once more among the boomings 
of Fate, of Calling ; and even, specifically, of God.

There is a moment at the end of the play, in fact, when it is 
suggested to the young man about to depart to potter on his organ 
that this step may well be only a prelude to his reading for Holy 
Orders. This suggestion is made quite seriously, and it is here 
that the absurdity is wholly felt. All the paraphernalia of smart
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drawing-room farce — the babies, the bastards, the middle-class 
mystique of amiable lunacy — appears to have been introduced 
and elaborated for no purpose other than this — to serve as a 
background for a study of the evolution of a Minister of God. 
And this the mind refuses. It may be true that in some corner 
of the commercial world people like these business-men’s Bracknells 
still exist : it may be true that among them lurks a potential 
clergyman who, rendered incapable of any other career by one of 
the Mysterious Ways in which God works, will yet graduate from 
his organ to become a good and suitable priest: it may be true 
in life, but in this play the mind will not accept it. There has been 
too much baby-talk ; too many fortuitous parental exchanges : 
the lunacy has won and there is no seriousness left to be had from 
i t : as the young man leaves for the country to take charge of his 
Parish Choir one is beyond caring, beyond considering him, beyond 
wondering how the trumpets will sound for him on the other side 
of the Surrey Downs.

One is left, in fact, with nothing but impatience with this mixture 
of the ridiculous with the sublime. And this is a pity, because 
this mixing is a function proper to the playwright: there is nothing 
theoretically against it and much, intrinsically, in its favour. The . 
question that must be asked, therefore, is how the mixture has 
here gone wrong, and why : why the potential profundity of the 
souffle has remained indigestibly froth and cheese.

The way in which the play is acted may have something to do 
with this. Miss Isabel Jeans and Miss Margaret Leighton, in the 
parts of the financier’s wife and daughter, give the characters the 
full emphasis of a conventional stage technique. Miss Jeans 
enjoys herself excessively with the comedy ; Miss Leighton seems 
rather uncomfortable with the tentative hysterics : but neither are 
convincing as real people and both contrast strangely with the 
more subdued, and on the whole more suitable, playing of Mr. 
Paul Rogers and Mr. Denholm Elliott as the financier and his 
clerk. Thus the combination lies heavily throughout. But the 
blame for the failure of the mixture must lie fundamentally with the 
playwright : it is difficult to imagine what the actors could have 
done with it anyway.

When this question is put to the playwright, there are d u es 
that can be found in answer to it in the critical works of Mr. Eliot 
himself. In Poetry and Drama he has written “ What we have to 
do is to bring poetry into the world in which the audience lives
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and to which it returns when it leaves the theatre.. . .  Then we 
should not be transported into an artificial world ; on the contrary, 
our own sordid, dreary daily world would be suddenly illumined 
and transfigured.” Now this is excellent advice to the poetic 
dramatist; but it is precisely what, in The Confidential Clerk, 
Mr. Eliot has not done. He has transported us into the intensely 
artificial stage-world of lost babies (three in all) and manque 
Bracknells and has there used poetry not to transfigure or illumine 

"this world in the sense in which these words were used before, 
but in an attempt to make it real and ordinary. It is significant 
that the best moments in the play — the moments at which we 
can believe in the characters as people and not as stage conventions 
— are those which are not connected directly with the main merry- 
go-round of the plot. There is an interlude in the second act 
when the young man and the girl (another lost baby) talk of their 
abortive love, and another in the last act when the financier and 
his wife come to some sort of sensible understanding of each other 
before the main business of pursuit of parents continues. These 
moments are genuinely effective, and it is in them that the poetry 
is most strongly felt. But its effect is not to heighten what is 
ordinary, but rather to introduce ordinariness into what is in
credible. And this results in a loss all round : the ordinariness 
loses its point in the whole context of artificiality, and the incredible 
loses what might otherwise have remained its farcical charm.

On this subject Mr. Eliot has written, in the same work, “ It is 
ultimately the function of art, in imposing a credible order upon 
ordinary reality, and thereby eliciting some perception of an order 
in reality, to bring us to a condition of serenity, stillness and 
reconciliation ” . This, again, is perfectly true : and thus in 
The Confidential Clerk, where Mr. Eliot has appeared to do precisely 
the opposite — having attempted to impose order upon extra
ordinary artificiality, and thereby having elicited a perception of 
order in what is unreal and incredible — he has brought us to a 
state of impatience, outrage, and refusal. ,

Why has Mr. Eliot done this T  Nobody knows. But there 
is an observation that might be made as a suggestion. The critic 
realises, however, that this observation is personal to himself: 
it may have nothing to do with Mr. Eliot at all.

It is an observation concerning the attitude apparently common 
among many Anglican Churchmen today. This attitude, a new
comer, appears to be one of a predilection for jollity and still more
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jollity as a  cure for all possible ills. I do not know how widespread 
this attitude is, but when on the threshold of the High Church 
world there is sometimes the impression, as in the houses of the 
deracine and rich, of judgment being given in favour of what is 
most facetious and continuously cheery, of saintliness being at
tributed to the biggest and most constant buffoon. Among literary 
Anglicans this attitude may have arisen, perhaps, as a reaction 
from the Roman squalor of Mr. Greene : certainly The Living 
Room and The Confidential Clerk offer interesting contrasts of 
attitude as expressed by two playwrights belonging to different 
branches of the Catholic Church. But however it arose, it is there ; 
and there is an impression, moreover, of the actual efficacy of 
jollity : it seems that these Churchmen might even believe that 
this stage-world of artificial comedy is an expression of the credible 
world that is real. And, of course, they may be right. It is only 
someone who considers the basis of this premise incredible who will 
experience a sense of refusal at the sight of these Lady Bracknells, 
these Miss Prisms, these Dr. Chasubles, stepping woolly and 
uproarious to the altar.

This observation is supported in this context by a consideration 
of Mr. Eliot as a  creator of characters. Comparatively little o f 
Mr. Eliot’s work is concerned directly with people — with char
acters— but that which is contains certain character-types which 
remain observably constant. One of these is that which can be 
traced from Prufrock down through Harry in The Family Reunion 
straight to Simpkins, the unsuccessful organist. It is the type of 
Young Man at Odds with the World who is Searching for Some
thing To Do. But there ate two important differences between 
Prufrock and Harry, on the one hand, and Simpkins on the other. 
The first is that Prufrock and Harry, for all the obscurities of their 
poetical context, live in a world that is intensely real and affecting 
to the ordinary reader — and a world that is, moreover, the opposite 
of jolly. The second is that these two, though searching, never 
discover specifically What To Do. Prufrock remains for ever in 
the fog of his December afternoon and Harry, although we get 
closer to what he did, still cloaks a description of his intentions 
in symbolic language : he departs one dark night to ** Somewhere 
the other side o f . . .  ” (not the Surrey Downs, but only of) “ . . .  
despair ” . But with Simpkins we know specifically : he is de
parting with prospects of becoming a clergyman. Moreover, the 
circumstance in which he finds himself is one of incredible jollity.
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It appears, therefore, that there might be a connection between 
these two differences ; that the jollity, almost, might be the occasion 
of the clergyman, the buffoonery father to the deed. It is as if 
Prufrock’s cavernous question — “ And should I have the right 
to smile ? ” — had been answered at Last by the Cheerful Voice 
of Simpkins’ Choir. The answer is “ Yes ” : the cure for all 
ills has been discovered : Prufrock has learnt, after all these years, 
the Importance of Being Amusing.

It remains, after all, a question of what is credible and what is 
not, which in turn is a matter of taste. Those who sympathised 
with Prufrock, who understood the problems of Harry, would have 
wished, perhaps, for an answeT slightly less simple. It is necessary, 
of course, that some answer should be given : the Young Man 
cannot be left for ever with Nothing To Do. And it is true that 
there is a great efficacy, too, in laughter. But it does not lie, one 
might suggest, precisely in laughter of this kind — in the brittleness, 
the artificiality, the conventions of drawing-room farce. One 
leaves the theatre with the impression that Mr. Eliot, perhaps, has 
done what he accuses his financier of doing — of preferring the 
semblance of success to the possible failure of what is proper. 
And yet one does not quite believe this : the problem is more 
profound. It is a question of whether the efficacy of laughter lies 
on the surface of the smile that such formal witticisms induce or, 
more properly, in the heart. And when there is laughter in the 
same context as that of God, the answer to this question does not 
appear so very difficult.
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THEATRE IN LONDON
A N T O N Y  A N D  C L E O P A T R A/

b y  JOHN GARDINER

IF WE CARE for the plays of Shakespeare at all we naturally 
wish to see them performed. Two questions arise : can we 

be reasonably sure that such performance will not affront the 
impression received from the te x t: are English people, and in
ductively English actors, now able to engender and encompass the 
huge emotions manifested in those plays ? The answer to number 
one is dependent on the answer to number two.' If we can answer 
the second question we shall have laid bare the most important of 
our assumptions and expectations about Shakespearean acting.

It may be true, as James Joyce said, that the English conceal 
beneath their calm exterior a capacity for dark and dangerous 
emotions, but few would dispute that the last three centuries have, 
witnessed a progressive suppression of emotion, dark or otherwise. 
We should be surprised if anyone swooned at a contemporary 
performance of Othello, whereas many did so who saw Edmund 
Kean ; and how remote seems the temper of a Covent Garden 
audience that tore up the seating as a protest against higher prices. 
Our increased national docility has certain social advantages but 
it is not a fertile breeding ground for actors who, above all else, 
must be able to express elemental and chaotic feelings ; and 
Without such a capacity no actor can interpret Shakespeare.

So much is now effused about the beauty of Shakespeare’s imagery 
and language that people tend to think of this beauty apart from the 
tremendous and often appalling emotions of which it is the expres
sion. Cleopatra is a clear instance ; nowhere does she evoke our 
sympathy save on the most savage level; she is in turn sly, 
wheedling, rapacious, witlessly cruel — these moods merely serving 
to conceal deeper motives of the utmost ferocity, Yet when she . 
utters “ I have immortal longings in me ” we are, or should be,
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shattered and moved at a wordless level. In breathtaking language 
she expresses dreadful ‘ longings ’ buried deep in the history of 
mankind ; ‘ longings ’ which civilised man (or woman) scarcely 
dare admit. Consequently, an actress of supranatural power is 
needed if we are to be subjugated — riven and shaken to the core 
as we should be. It is useless to object that this is demanding an 
impossible dynamism of our actors : such actors have existed. 
Byron, who was not exactly naive in his reactions, was reduced 
to gibbering hysteria by one of Kean’s performances.

When asked what he considered to be the main requirement 
for tragedy, Salvini replied “ Voice, more voice, and then more 
voice ”. The late James Agate, whose opinion in this matter was 
not negligible, frequently asserted the same belief. The Stratford 
production of Antony and Cleopatra at the Princes Theatre is 
notable in that it boasts three leading male actors conspicuously 
lacking in that very commodity — voice. I  do not only mean 
that the voices of Antony, Enobarbus and Octavius are unmusical : 
they lack volume, resonance, flexibility, and the articulation is 
thick and indistinct. Most significant of all they are produced 
with an uncomfortable amount of effort and a consequent loss 
of expressiveness. The delicate business of transmitting emotion 
is entirely thwarted if the actor is noticeably splitting a  gut in the 
effort to speak at all.

Now it is plainly inadequate to regard the voice as a machine 
and tell the actors to take lessons in voice production. There is 
indisputably a technical aspect but, primarily, the voice is the 
psychological instrument. Everything a man is, every ‘ heart’s- 
tone ’ is revealed by the voice for those with ears to hear. But if 
the voice is stretched and strained to breaking point, tearing at the 
larynx in a vain effort to incorporate tumultuous emotions, what 
does it signify ? It means that the actor is impotently struggling 
to generate emotions of which he is incapable. He imagines that 
a generalised effort at ‘ size ’ and ‘ force ’ can counterfeit the 
emotion he is incapable of experiencing spontaneously. The 
crackling and tortured voice is the infallible lie-detector ; the 
fraud is exposed.

Of the three voices in question, Mr. Redgrave’s suffers m ost; 
in the case of Mr. Goring and Mr. Andrews, Octavius and Enobarbus 
respectively, the lack of voice is a good deal more puzzling. They 
are doubtless exhibiting the wear and tear of other more' exacting 
parts in an arduous Stratford season, for these two characters do
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not demand excessive vocal range. If Mr. Andrews were only 
called upon to mime Enobarbus he would be very good indeed ; 
but his voice is so firmly sealed in some compartment of his neck 
that he can scarcely be said to speak at all. This is underlined by 
the fact that, physically, Mr. Andrews is a very clever actor. Mr. 
Goring’s vocal demerits are in part the result of his wilfully restricted 
notion of Octavius. A tradition has grown up that Octavius should 
be played as a costive, inhibited civil servant ; Mr. Goring complies 
with this tradition, without a dram of support historically or from 
the text, and his blurred constricted speech is quite inadequate to 
marshal the traffic of so magnificent a speech as that beginning 
“ Antony, leave thy lascivious wassels”. The true lineaments of 
this complex character are sacrificed to gain a few cheap laughs 
as a frigid, humourless ‘ counter’ to the flamboyant Antony.

It is curious enough that actors should be willing to tackle 
Shakespeare lacking the major item in their equipment; much 
more curious that the audience should raise no demur. Less than 
twenty years ago the voices of Ion Swinley, Henry Ainley and 
Godfrey Tearle could all be heard. Are memories so short and are 
no comparisons made ? And if actors are becoming vocally and, 
by inference, temperamentally unsuited to the task, are we approach
ing the time when it will be quite pointless to perform the plays of 
our greatest playwright ? It is a gloomy prospect.

* * * * *
Shortage of space precludes all but the briefest mention of 

The Confidential Clerk.
A beguiling, rather whimsical play which gently probes 

such philosophical problems as ‘ the value of paternity ’ and ‘ the 
consequence of assuming facts,’ most pleasantly kneaded with a 
judicious quantity o f furry, Possumish humour. The highest 
compliment that can be paid is that, while constantly aware of how 
marvellously Henry James would have written the play, one is 
never sorry that Mr. Eliot did so. This latest stage in Mr. Eliot’s 
search for a new ‘ dramatic language’ is worthy of respectful 
attention, and he is rewarded by a magnificent performance from 
Miss Margaret Leighton who, for some fifteen minutes at the 
beginning of the second act, provides the most sumptuous and the 
most delicate acting to be seen in London.
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THE SHAKESPEARE 
MEMORIAL THEATRE 

IN PARIS
OR S I  P A R V A  L IC E T

by JACQUES BROUSSE

THE SHAKESPEARE MEMORIAL THEATRE came to Paris 
last month to give a series of performances at the Theatre 

des Champs Elysees, one of our largest theatres. Ten days ahead 
all seats were sold, and the night I went I even saw people sitting 
on chairs.

The critics’ reception was cool, and even in some cases severe ; 
this provoked a section of the English colony here to outbursts 
of nationalistic anger which seemed to me rather strange. It 
would be one thing if the French had thought of criticising their 
neighbburs’ strikes, for example — but theatre . . ;  Personally, 
I shall not disguise the fact that I was disappointed. I knew 
nothing of the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre, but I imagined it 
to be a sort of English Bayreuth ; and given the play chosen, 
Antony and Cleopatra, I hoped my heart would leap in my breast 
several times during the performance, stirred by sublime beauty.

I admit that the resolutely realistic production of Mr. G. B. 
Shaw strikes me as of doubtful value. “ We tried,” he explained 
in an interview, “ to blow the dust away from works which have 
too often been looked upon as museum pieces surrounded by 
velvet rope. It became necessary to make them as alive, as modern 
as possible, while not forgetting the Elizabethan age which gave 
them birth.” Unfortunately, at least as far as Antony and Cleopatra 
is concerned, this desire to give the play new life has ended in 
distorting it. It is quite possible that, in certain respects, the 
performance we saw may have resembled the verdant youth and 
vivacity of Elizabethan productions. Mr. Shaw has succeeded 
here and the enthusiastic applause which greeted, for example, 
the astonishing carousel on Pompey’s galley was well merited. 
All the battle scenes were played admirably, and by the choice of
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actors we were cleverly given the impression that we were among 
real soldiers, vigorous and brutal. To sum up, what did we see ? 
A good historical play, not very well constructed, which interests 
everybody but by which nobody is carried away.

Is that all there is to Antony and Cleopatra ? Obviously not. 
This drama concerns one of the great moments of the history of 
the world ; in our mind and our imagination it has an epic gran
deur and a poetry which we sought in vain all through the evening.

This is not entirely the fault of Mr. Shaw, but also of his stage 
designer and of the actress who plays Cleopatra. We admired the 
quick changes of scene. “ We have tried to indicate Actium, 
Rome or Alexandria simply by changes of costume and accessories,” 
explained the director. While applauding the principle, alas what 
costumes and what accessories ! What a dismal thought that the 
English crowds who made the pilgrimage to Stratford to commune 
with their country’s greatest genius should be plunged into such 
an orgy of bad taste. I have seen performances by the Royal 
Theatre of Copenhagen, the Piccolo Teatro of Milan, the Schiller 
Theater from Germany, as well as most'of the plays in Paris during 
the last twenty years ; I search my memory in vain for anything 
as ugly as this. Not only does the colour of each costume offend 
the eye, but they sweat violently together, so much so that, despite 
their gauntlets and cardboard armour, it is a relief every time 
Octavius’s soldiers appear, for at least they are dressed in grey 1 
And what can be said of the reinforced concrete monument, and the 
monstrous throne on which Cleopatra dies ? Except that they 
remind one in turn of an oriental bazaar arranged for a Cook’s 
Tour and the scenery of the Berlin Opera around 1910.

Miss Peggy Ashcroft was thus heavily handicapped. She was, 
obviously, not responsible for her coiffure — a mare’s tail hanging 
down her back — or for the canary and raspberry coloured, violet 
and aquamarine dresses she had to wear. , “ Cleopatra,” she 
says, " is a queen ; yes, but a queen by birth ; she never gives it 
a thought.” She certainly does not give it a  thought and, particu
larly in the first act, one had the impression more of a Nell Gwynn 
running after Charles II, than of the Empress of Egypt at whose 
lightest frown the whole court would prostrate itself. As the 
evening went on we supposed, from her rather affected acting and 
commonplace interpretation of her role, that, since she is a celebrated 
actress in England, this was just not a part which suited her.

But one cannot judge from a single performance and the director
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of the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre must return here. Anger, 
enthusiasm, even sometimes, unfortunately, a smile — but he left 
no one indifferent.

CTranslated)

NEW BOOKS
A BLOOMSBURY ECHO

A  Writer’m D iary, Virginia W oolf, Hogarth Press, 18s.

The Golden Echo, David Garnett, Chatto and W indos, 21s.

“ What is to become of all these diaries I asked myself yesterday ? 
If I died, what would Leo make of them ? He would be disinclined 
to burn them ; he could not publish them. Well, he should make 
up a book from them, I  think, and then bum the body,” wrote 
Virginia Woolf. Mr. Leonard Woolf, thirteen years after her 
death, has made up the book from them ', let us hope he has not 
burnt the body. After three hundred and sixty pages we could 
do with three hundred and sixty more -L no doubt there are fierce 
things in them about the living, as here about the dead, but if Mr. 
Woolf waits another few years could not a great deal more be 
published ? ,

As it stands, the book is deeply interesting, the diary of a remark
able and gifted woman ; written partly, no doubt, as a safety valve 
for her highly nervous temperament and partly to remind herself 
of facts and figures connected with her writings, but also to note 
down her thoughts on friends and acquaintances, books and poems 
and journeys and everyday happenings. One is never conscious 
of its having been written with an eye to future publication, as one
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is for example in the Journal of Andre Gide. She never appears 
to worry about hurt feelings, or libel; never troubles to pose for 
an audience. Her judgments are completely honest and candid, 
and have the freshness and vigour of truth. (Read what she has 
to say about Lady Colefax, or on a slightly higher level about 
Lady Ottoline Morrell or Lady Cunard, compare it with the rubbish 
some other writers have felt obliged to churn out as quid pro quo 
for hospitality received. She pins them down, drab moths and 
gay butterflies alike.) She was gifted with the seeing eye ; her 
descriptions are exactly right, there is never a wasted word. Her 
friends were the cleverest and most gifted of her contemporaries ; 
it was their opinion of her writing that she cared about, even though 
she could be momentarily cast down by a bad review.

The diary abounds in examples of her talents as critic. After 
reading Katherine Mansfield’s Bliss : “ . . .  her mind is a very 
thin soil, laid an inch or two deep upon very barren rock ” (this 
in 1918, when Katherine Mansfield was being hailed as a new 
Chekov). Of Byron : “ The truth may be that if you are charged 
at such high voltage you can’t fit any of the ordinary human 
feelings ; must pose ; must rhapsodise ; don’t fit in. He wrote 
in the Fun Album that his age was one hundred. And this is true, 
measuring life by feeling.” Of Paradise L o st: “  I  can conceive 
that even Shakespeare after this would seem a little troubled, 
personal, hot and imperfect. I can conceive that this is the essence 
of which almost all other poetry is the dilution. The inexpressible 
fineness of the style, in which Shade after shade is perceptible, 
would alone keep one gazing into it, long after the surface business 
in progress has been despatched. Deep down one catches still 
further combinations, rejections, felicities and masteries.”

The art of writing was her chief passion ; but the following 
shows her close observation, and curiously aloof sympathy “ Saw 
and heard the Salvation Army making Christianity gay for the 
people ; a great deal of nudging and joking on the part of very 
unattractive young men and women ; making it lively, I suppose ; 
and yet, to be truthful, when I watch them I never laugh or criticise 
but only feel how strange and interesting this is ; wonder what 
they mean by ‘ Come to the Lord ’. I daresay exhibitionism 
accounts for some of it ; the applause of the gallery ; this lures 
boys to sing hymns ; and kindles shop boys to announce in a loud 
voice that they are saved. It is what writing for the Evening Standard 
is fo r . . .  ”

The Woolfs owned the Hogarth Press ; they were offered Ulysses 
and refused it — a curious parallel to Gide’s refusal, for the N.R.F., 
of Du cdte de chez Swann.

Most of the chief Bloomsbury figures are dead. Virginia Woolf, 
Lytton Strachey, Roger Fry, Maynard Keynes — they did not live 
to a great age, they never reached the Grand Old stage of an earlier 
generation. But some of the younger ones are still alive, and here 
is the first volume of David Garnett’s autobiography. In it he
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describes his upbringing, with the typical background of the future 
Bloomsbury; the intellectual parents (Constance Garnett, a 
translator of genius, was his mother) ; the liberal, rationalist 
opinions; the famous friends; the cranky food; the sofa propped 
up with books ; the solid discomfort. Excellent writer that he 
is, readers of The Golden Echo will eagerly look forward to the next 
instalment ; hoping, meanwhile, for a new novel after too many 
silent years.

Were the Bloomsburies as parochial as the name suggests ? 
Roger Fry proclaiming the merits of post-impressionism to 
Edwardian London was an interpreter ; Lytton Strachey, E. M\ 
Forster, Virginia Woolf and David Garnett are artists, whose books 
will be read as long as there is anyone left to enjoy the “ combina
tions, rejections, felicities and masteries ” of the English language 
which they all know how to employ.

D.M.

ALEXANDER DEL MAR

A History o f Monetary Crimes by Alexander Del Mar, Square 
Dollar Series, Box 552, G.P.O., New York.

The craze for ‘ economic ’ history is of recent growth. By 
‘ economic ’ history is meant a narrative which accounts for events 
purely and simply by the pressure of other events and from which 
any element of personal choice and decision has been ruthlessly 
eliminated. The adjective “ economic ” has been foisted on to 
this brand of determinism largely because the ‘ economic ’ life of 
the individual has become the aspect of living which provides the 
least opportunity for individual choice. The French peasants 
were poor therefore they made the French revolution. Why were 
they poor ? Because the rich were rich. Why were the rich 
rich ? Because they took their money from the poor. To pursue 
the question further would be against the best traditions of English 
liberalism. It would be doctrinaire. There is no need to do more 
than camouflage this argument in a pseudo technical language 
blurred with a few high-sounding moralisms on progress through 
the centuries to “ where we are now ”. And so we have economic 
history.

The histories that tell the story of “ money ” are few and far 
between. There are books by numismatists. There are books
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about paper money, about money “ the thing,” the commodity ; 
about its effects. There are technical books for bankers. As a 
result of the misleading but popular definition of money as “ a 
medium of exchange ” there is no end to the number of books 
•written about money “ the medium,” the object or thing.

If one can grasp the slightly more abstract concept of a measure 
— a yard, a mile, a ton, a pound (Aristotle’s definition of money 
as a measure of demand has been mistranslated in recent centuries 
as “ a measure of value ”), one can get nearer the history of money 
that is required. A history of monetary crimes would be a history 
of mechanisms for giving short weight, short quantities ; the 
equivalent of trick weighing machines and shrunken yardsticks.

Del Mar’s volume deserves praise for being a book of this sort. 
Its weakness lies in its emotional and irrational selection of in
cidental detail. Its original title, Barbara Villiers— A History o f 
Monetary Crimes, indicates the way the author approached his 
subject. Judging by his monotonous outbursts of righteous in
dignation it would seem that the real enormity in Del Mar’s opinion 
was that money from financial swindles was often spent on “ immoral 
purposes ” (women and drink). The ‘ Criminal ’ Act of 1666 
was chiefly criminal because it provided money for Barbara Villiers.

Much of the early part of the book is .taken up with the story 
of tricks played by varying rates of exchange between gold and 
silver in different parts of the world. It explains why merchants 
should have wanted to melt down coins and ship the resulting 
bullion to the east where the silver exchange rate was higher. The 
silver obtained could be shipped back to Europe where it would 
buy nearly twice the quantity of gold that the merchant had 
originally shipped east.

To give him his due Del Mar recognises the difference between 
the measure implied in the guinea stamp and the commodity or 
gold on which it happens to be stamped. However he has such a 
numismatic enthusiasm for silver and gold that various aspects 
o f this particular game take up most of his attention to the neglect 
of the more important subject — the ratio of needed goods to hours 
of effective work done, the improvements in technical process and 
what has been named the cultural heritage. Once this relationship 
has been grasped as a ratio which it is the function of money to 
register, any variation in the apparent ratio which is not a variation 
in the factors measured is a falsification. It is not of primary 
importance whether a king’s mistress, a financial wizard or a politic
ian gains by the deception. The argument against a thermometer 
which registers one hundred and four degrees Fahrenheit for ninety- 
eight point four degrees Fahrenheit is not that an unscrupulous doctor 
might gain extra fees by using it, but that the reading is incorrect. 
The thermometer must either be replaced or repaired. When more 
work (paid employment) has to be done in order to “ buy ” fewer 
and inferior goods at a time of technical improvement and 
unprecedented cultural heritage the falsification of the ratio should
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be obvious to even the simplest of simpletons. The methods by 
which the falsification is carried out — by gold rushes, new silver 
mines, paper money or expansion and contraction of credit bearing 
no relation to demand for, and power to produce and deliver, 
needed goods — the methods are not the most important aspect 
which one has to master. They are innumerable and ever 
changing. It is what these diverse methods succeed in achieving 
that has to be understood. A genuine economic history should, 
give the reader the means to distinguish between a just and a false 
measure.

Del Mar is an object lesson. His pamphleteering for the Demo
crat (William Jennings Bryan) Free Silver campaign concentrated 
its energies on one and, at that, an outmoded aspect of financial 
swindle. In their one-track pre-occupation with gold-jobbers 
the money reform Democrats became unwitting (?) promoters 
of a much larger ‘ racket ’ — The Federal Reserve, which they 
instituted when they came to power in 1912. The fact that the 
Square Dollar Series should reprint this book over fifty years after 
its publication is not so much a tribute to Del Mar’s permanent 
interest as an admission that nothing better has been produced in 
the meantime. No author has started from Del Mar and written 
a real history of monetary crimes.

H.B.



Short Story

I AM DYING, EGYPT, DYING
by DESMOND STEWART

THE FIRST TIME that Sven passed the shop he noticed the 
sharpness of the carnations’ scent: not at all diffused, as 

he might have expected. It struck into the loiterers in the street 
of Fuad the First with the precision of metal : a smell as rounded 
and as distinct as pistons in an engine, as moulded and as perfect 
as the young gold mask of Pharoah. “ This country should be 
the basis of a new classicism : the flatness, the brightness, the 
indifference.” He thought of France that had died, and imagined 
that Napoleon’s soldiers might have left enough pollen here to 
germinate. He felt a masterful contempt for pity, for concern, 
for sloppiness, for all emotion, save that of mastery. His steps 
were towards the ugly Nile Bridge. “ Lydia I shall leave waiting. 
I  shall not go at all. Let her rave. Let her sit in the lounge, her 
spirit wilting behind her make-up. She can look at her watch. 
She can go. She can ” — with extra vituperation — " return to 
her Armenian mother unfed.”

In the afternoon a flower wagon stopped in Heliopolis. Its 
halting wheels flared white dust. This dust settled on some unfresh 
geraniums dying in front of the flaking stucco. The man with the 
flowers heard the bell marked eight buzz drily, then from within 
the modern edifice descending shuffles. Carlotta Bernstein opened 
the door to the sunlight. She knew it was the last time she would 
do this.

“ I’d take them up myself,” she said in Arabic, “ but there are 
so many.”

He made four climbs to the hot third floor, before she handed 
him from her dry hands four pounds and many piastres.

“ Yes, boy, this is for you, all of it,”
From . the great arid block the Nubian drove away, wailing
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happily a dismal song. The dust settled thicker on the Corpora
tion’s flowers.

Carlotta alone refused to remember Antwerp. Instead, having 
tightly closed the windows, she arranged the carnations, the 

.gladioli, the roses, the honeysuckles, the orchids and the snap
dragons in every corner of her salon, till it was more lavishly 
flowered than ever had been her lot, singing at the Kursaal. Her 
mother’s stiff Edwardian blouse, her father’s moustache, were 
invisible behind pinks. She forgot Franz for the last time as she 
strewed the soiled divan with lilies, and Johnny as she wove roses, 
round the water colour of an English house. Snapdragons she' 
forced into innumerable vases, playing tenderly with their little 
mouths, and more and more she spaced in pots and toilet jars 
that had been long accumulating. The sanguine carnations she 
reserved, all six bunches, to be a circlet for the cushions she had 
laid on the floor. With these deep-perfumed blooms she took 
especial care, arranging them fondly, as if they were children. 
In their midst she would lie.

“ I have immortal longings in me.” But thinking of her husband, 
the small Hec Bernstein, to whom she would never come, she began 
to weep and during her last movements with the carnations her 
fingers trembled. “ That he should never have replied. To think 
what I’ve been reduced to, these last months in Egypt, available 
to whatever rubbish that creature in white shoes cares to bring 
up the stairs. To think of how that man spoke of me to Karl.”

For the last time the Belgian lips pushed against the celluloid,. 
the vision in flannels whom for a week in Mombasa she had loved 
more than Franz, than Hec, than Karl.

“ Enough, enough, there’s no future left. And no questions, 
only the time, and I’d best be quick, it’s ticking on, or he’ll come 
from his siesta, the smooth pimp.”

She was surrounded by expensive flowers, all else of value pawned, 
no credit left. How hot it was. The air had the sweetness of a 
dressing room lined with satin, and scattered with silk stockings. 
She moved her unjewelled hand. It felt naked. Now into the 
rich perfume came the heady smell, the dry smell, the sweet confiding 
smell of the gas. She did not move. Her nostrils as they were 
filtered through with sweetness trembled no more than d id . the 
petals of the roses, tranquilly easing themselves against the quilt, 
in the search for rest.
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The two boys had been friends for more than a twelvemonth. 
They discovered, what was remarkable to no one but themselves, 
that they had the same tastes. They liked the same food, and the 
same styles in shoes mesmerised them from behind the plate-glass, 
though for economy they went barefoot. They slipped into the 
same cheap seats, having waited for the doors to open at the cinema, 
as those who had paid came out. They would quarrel with their 
families simultaneously. Both their families were poor and con
gested and their fathers and uncles were irascible to youth. One 
of the boys was called Mahomet, the other Ahmet. Their private 
names were different and changed often.

When for some joint misdeed they were exiled from home, they 
slept in the street, or if they had a piastre, went at midnight to a 
bath hidden in a network of narrow streets and courts. The bath 
did not open before ten, a blue bulb flickering on in each dingy 
chamber, beehive-roofed, smeared with mud, swilled with water 
thick from labouring days. Boys met and sat around, or walked, 
naked and mysterious in the steam.

There in the swirling air, moist and diaphanous, bodies of men 
were as flowers, sleek tulips and bulbous orchids and a scent stronger 
than roses called Girl of the Sudan. When they were washed, 
they slept, one against another in half lit rooms, different coloured 
in their cotton robes.

They earned, these two boys, less than two shillings a day, and 
they were therefore more generous with their milliemes than more 
respectable men could afford to be, who earned regular salaries 
and wore European clothes.

They had both left school early, and were neither of them clever. 
Their speech flowed passionately, and without themselves being 
conscious of all they said.

They loved swimming, and Ahmet, three months older, beat 
Mahomet by more than three lengths of a man across the flower- 
verged Nile. In contempt of international authorities of health 
they swam daily through the summer, sleek in the green stream, 
to emerge in the shaking sun naked, and the spectacle of tourists. 
Mahomet could not defeat this lead, except once when Ahmet had 
eaten wrongly. Nor did he resent his friend’s superiority, any 
more than he resented the way his own right hand was stronger 
than his left.

There was, too, a modem concrete swimming-pool at Heliopolis. 
They went there when they had managed to collect enough cash.
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Prom the high board they dived till they were dizzy and the mosaics 
quivered. Then at the twelfth dive Ahmet climbed higher, gulped, 
spat, stood straight as perhaps Tutankamen may have stood when 
living, beautiful enough not to need gold, and then dived, to a gasp 
of praise changing to one of awe. He broke his head open on the 
clean white of the pool’s bottom. To the surface he floated through 
the clear water like a seaweed moored only by a thread of pink. 
And a hospital car carried his corpse to Mahomet’s home.

To the hospital attendant he said, “ He is mine. ■ I shall arrange, 
now that he is dead.”

This was late evening.
There was an evil man at the night baths who had often beckoned 

to the younger of the two boys, to come and massage him. He 
made with lascivious wrinkled fingers the sign for money. That 
night Mahomet left the weeping households and went to the bath. 
Two families in tears had tired him. The man was there.

“ Your twin — where is he ? ”
“ In Port Said.”
“ Ho ! He must have made a packet. So he’s left you free ? ” 
“ Free ? Yes, free, do you want massage ? ”
With the five shillings of the bony and possessive man Mahomet 

bought when the shops opened a wreath such as he had seen once 
at a rich woman’s funeral. With this cartwheel of the cheaper 
flowers he took his friend to the crumbling graveyard. Bones 
showed from the untended earth. And only when the Cairo 
dirt fell on the rough planks did he realise what he had lost, and 
then he threw himself on the narrow scar, throwing away the 
flowers, wanting only the earth and the stiff whiteness of Ahmet, 
only then did he weep as the women had been doing all the night, 
who had never swum with him, and the boys who were too young 
to know what a friend was.

Flowers, flowers, they flowed into the dusty noise of Cairo like 
a red river from the Delta and the past, the remote grandchildren 
of the flowers that Cleopatra wove for Antony, and which wilted 
when with a  loud shout Bacchus deserted their banqueting. They 
had flowed even to this small room, white roses and red tulips on 
the bed. She sat, the demure black girl in silver bracelets and 
cheap gown. She shivered on the huge bed which half filled the 
oppressive little room. The lights were coming out in the streets, 
and inside the two oil lamps flickered. The noise outside was

S8



SHORT STORY

continuous as a fever, and like a fever punctuated. At one of the 
high points :

“  They have come ? ” It sounded as though men were shouting 
below.

The women with her, five of them uncomfortably pressed in the 
small space, laughed.

“ But he’Jl come, have no fear of that, he’ll come. And when 
he does, you’ll know it. He is strong and fearful, your sergeant 
of police.”

They all looked timidly at the one picture in the room. Although 
taken quite recently, the photograph of the Sudani policeman was 
already musty, with the formality of this kind of relic : a dark, 
tall, expressionless man in uniform stood, his eyes staring forward, 
his riding boots against a backcloth of a painted moon and card
board palms.

The house from which this small portion had been carved for 
their future was one of many, packed close like dried apricots. 
The stairs were rotten and twisted, and the room had the barest 
furnishings, a jar of water, a tablet of soap, clothes pegs that 
looked as though they would subside if loaded, the bed, and his 
wardrobe. The women had peeped, an hour before, when his 
coming was less imminent, into his secret closet with the broken 
hinge. They had giggled at • the masculine disorder, the three 
tarbushes, his mended shirts, a broken riding crop. The magazines 
they knew he could not read made them examine the women 
photographed and compare them laughingly with the girl sitting 
on the bed.

Now there was the crescendo of shouting. Now whistling and 
shrieking, now music loud and merry. Without warning the 
women vanished from the small room. For minutes the shouts 
continued, subsiding, and increasing, until audible above them, 
the master note, was the heavy tramp of boots upon the stair.

Clambering down the last meters o f the slit that ran upwards 
into the darkness Sven saw, square-formed, the florid green valley, 
so fresh, so pastoral. It was life, and behind him, in the pyramid, 
cousin of the dust on his shoes, was death. He stood four minutes, 
heard only the slow steps of pilgrims mounting by electric light to 
the black square room. Five thousand dark years had been 
clambered over by robbers and lookers, but were still inviolate, 
because, apart from jewels, there was nothing to violate : ‘ after
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death nothing, and death itself nothing And before quivered 
the changing, ever violated green of living, the Nile’s drowning 
existences, the bullocks, the peasants, the regular corn. In the 
valley one hour for one underfed peasant held more than all the 
centuries for the Pharoah in his box.

Passing again the flower shop in the street of King Fuad the 
F irst: “ this is the land of romance, since death is round its heart. 
Its river, the father of these flowers, flows through the long desert, 
only to finish in the sea, which is yet longer. Life is a desert through 
which flows the life-giving self. Wherever the self inundates grow 
flowers and crops ; but it flows at last to the salt and leaves for 
ever field and flock.”

So saying, he walked to the hotel with pillars copied in plaster 
from those at Karnak, with waiters copied in Egyptian from those 
in Paris, to where on a sofa smoking sat Lydia, copied from 
America, the fear only just beginning to show behind her mask, 
the fear that after all he would not come.
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THE DISCUSSION OF HOMOSEXUALITY

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

I read with great interest “ European’s ” comments on homo
sexuality in your January issue and Mr. Kirk’s letter in your 
February number.

Mr. Kirk suggested that “ there can be logically only two views 
on sex ” ; either all sex-expression is wrong unless procreation of 
children is the aim or no sex-expression is wrong. He went on to 
suggest that the former was the moral law and the latter the 
scientific.

In fact, of course, the moral law teaches that the procreation of 
children is the primary object of sex-expression, while there are 
secondary objects such as the expression of love between husband 
and wife. It is the separation of these two objectives, as in birth- 
control by artificial means, which the moral law condemns. This 
separation obviously applies in an extreme form to homo
sexuality, which must therefore be morally condemned.

But what should be the attitude of the State ? “ European ” is 
logical in differentiating between “ private ” and “ public ” homo
sexuality. There is a strong case for repealing the law against the 
former, as it can so rarely be enforced ; there is an equally powerful 
argument in favour of dealing with the latter, especially when it 
involves corruption of the young. Whether offenders should 
receive the attention of the doctor or the policeman is a difficult 
question for the layman to answer and I do not propose airily to 
dismiss as “ balderdash ” the possibility of homosexuality being a 
disease.

Yours, etc., ^
C atholic .

IMPERIALIST RUSSIA

To the Editor of The European..
'Sir, '

Alexander Raven writes that the German invasion of the U.S.S.R. 
“ 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”.

Mutual antipathy between Germans and Slavs is much older
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than Nazism, although it has never deterred imperialists in Berlin 
or Vienna from playing upon the grievances of Ukrainians, Slovaks, 
Bulgars or Croats for their own purposes at various times. Further
more, the Ukrainians (who claim to be more Slavic than the Great 
Russians with their Finnic and Tartar admixture) form the largest 
of the so-called minorities of the Soviet Union. I say “ so-called ” 
because they are fifteen annexed nations (e.g., Latvia, Georgia, 
Armenia), the true minorities (e.g., Poles, Polovtsi, Samoyedes, 
Kurds, the Tartars outside the Tartar S.S.R.) being small in number. 
Other Slavic people are the White Russians, whose numbers in the 
.U.S.S.R. have been increased, along with the Ukrainians, by ex
pansions in the western marchlands. But there are other peoples 
under Moscow’s rule who are not even Slavic, let alone Russian. 
Most people will immediately think of Karelia, Estonia, Latvia, 
and Lithuania, but there are eleven others in the Caucasian, Trans
caucasian and Central Asian regions who are almost invariably 
overlooked, because they did not manage to retain their freedom 
after the Czar’s downfall for even as long as did the three small 
Baltic countries. Those whose countries were over-run by the 
Germans welcomed the invader and took up arms on his behalf 
when given the opportunity to do so.

Since the enlargement of the U.S.S.R. in the period 1940-44 
the Great Russians have formed a minority of about forty-six per 
cent of the total population. Despite a policy of Russification, 
only one constituent republic outside Great Russia, namely Karelin, 
has a Great Russian majority and that only because the Karels 
have settled among their fellow Finns further west rather than 
endure Russian rule.

But the present potential enemies of the U.S.S.R. appear to be 
repeating Hitler’s initial blunder. People in the U.S.A. who claim 
to be experts on Soviet affairs are just as imperially-minded as the 
past and present inmates of the Kremlin. It is taken for granted 
that the Letts, Armenians, Ukrainians, Uzbecs, etc., would remain 
within a “ liberated ” Russian Empire. Mr. Clement Attlee 
opposed the admittance of exiled Ukrainians, Lithuanians and 
others to the Socialist International for fear of offending the 
Muscovite regime. It is said that people of Ukrainian, Baltic and 
Caucasian origins have been removed from the Voice o f America’s 
radio at the instigation of Russian or Russophile members of the 
staff, on account of their known or suspected nationalist views. 
During the war persons of Russian origin in the U.S.A. gained 
control of libraries of Soviet publications and removed all White 
Russian, Ukrainian, etc., literature. Conditions became such that 
some people feared to ask for such books and periodicals. The 
Russian bear is still a bear, whether his fur is red or white.

Yours, etc.,
P a t r ic k  J . N . B u r y .

Ballymountain House, .
Waterford, Eire.
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POETRY
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

We should be glad if you would allow us to make the following 
short announcement through your columns.

As from this month we are making a collection of poetry for bi
annual publication in the United States. We wish to discover 
whether this mid-century is indeed a period of criticism and con
solidation, or whether a small hard kernel of verse is being produced, 
only that it is so scattered among various periodicals, which reach 
so many separate groups of readers, that its impact is muffled and 
the effect of the work as a corpus unperceived. We hope that by 
focusing attention on the best available material current trends in 
English poetry may be truly discerned.

Would any of your readers who have by them what they think 
might be suitable material, communicate with us ?

Yours, etc.,
P eter W higham ,
D enis Goacher.

East Lodge, Worth Priory, Editors.
Crawley, Sussex.

UALOUETTE

Monsieur Jacques Brousse writes:
Dans la traduction de mon article, deux passages sont tellement 

transformes que le resultat n’a pas grande signification. 1. J’avais 
ecrit : II y a dans cette presomption de ramener Jeanne d’Arc k 
soi, presomption bien digne de l’individualisme de notre epoque, 
quelque chose d’assez choquant. 2. Ce n’est pas la messe que 
Baudricourt demande qu’on celdbre, mais le sacre, qui dans 
1’evocation du passe de Jeanne n’avait pas ete encore represente.

Toute ma critique de VAlouette est resumee dans la phrase que 
le traducteur a escamotee, ce qui lui enleve un peu de sa portde ; 
et surtout a travers cette messe, le lecteur peut croire que la fin 
de la pidce est tout & fait idiote, alors que je dis le contraire.
Paris.
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