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ANALYSIS
The policy of brag and scuttle ; squaring up, then backing out

THE POLICY of brag and scuttle is always disastrous.; squaring 
up, then backing out, is always worse than the dignified exit 

of deliberate decision. This humiliating folly is an old disease of 
those at present responsible for the government of Britain and 
appears to have infected Western policy in Asia.

Once again it is clear that nothing was thought out in advance : 
the West was caught short at every decisive point. In the subsequent 
crisis the deficiency of preparation was not made good by a 
superfluity of threats. Over the door of Western government should 
be written “ Talk less, do more ” ; it will be the epitaph if it does 
not soon become the watchword. The time for a policy of wisdom 
and moderation is before and not after the event. Did British 
government speak a word before the disaster in South East Asia, 
advocating a clearly defined policy and a concentration on tenable 
positions ? We do not expect from them a policy so clear cut and 
decisive as our own “ Hold Europe, leave Asia But we are 
interested to know whether they did anything to warn France that 
advanced and widespread commitments on the Asiatic mainland 
could not be sustained in face of a real Chinese attack, without a 
war which the Government of Britain in the final moment of 
reality was not prepared to undertake. On the contrary, was not 
France under persuasion, and even under pressure, to maintain 
these precarious outposts of European civilisation? Is it not yet 
another case of an ally encouraged to incur danger by promises and 
assurances which would, and could, not be implemented in the 
hour of test? Was not France betrayed as Poland was betrayed, 
and most other countries which have relied on the support of 
Churchill-Conservatism? If not, let us hear whether one word 
was spoken in warning before the curt information that Britain 
was not prepared to fight—after fighting had begun.* Was Great 
Britain’s sole contribution Mr. Eden’s bustling circuit of the lobbies 
at Geneva as the hordes of Asia bore down on Dien Bien Phu? 
Chou En Lai’s pleasant Sunday afternoons with the British Foreign 
Secretary at the Swiss health resort may have been an agreeable
* M r. D ulles said that afte r the siege of D icn Bien Phu had begun, he thought allied 
agreem ent on a united defence had been  reached . But “  w hen w e m oved to  transla te that 
p roposal into reality , som e of the parties held back ."  T h e  S ecre tary  of S ta te  for th e  first 
tim e gave public and official expression to th e  accusation, w hich  has b een  m ade so often 
in re cen t w eeks p rivate ly , but in stronger language, by m em bers of his staff, tha t M r. E den  
w e n t back on  an  agreem ent reached  during  M r. Dulles’s  visit to  E u ro p e befo re  th e  G eneva 
conference  and described  in th e  s tatem ent issued In L ondon on A pril 13th (The  T im es, 
12/6/54).
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The EUROPEAN

diversion from his previous occupations (e.g., the murder in cold 
blood of thirty men, women and children as a frolic of vengeance ; 
see Time 10.5.54) but they had no bearing whatever on the outcome 
of the war. Nothing was arranged till communism had won ; 
Mr. Eden’s mediation was then permitted to confirm the status quo 
of that victory. So Europe clings precariously to the edge of 
Asia until communism is ready for the next kick.

What is the position of British government? The weakness 
left by the last war had already precluded it from A.N.Z.U.S. 
arrangement for the defence of Australia and New Zealand : the 
vacillations of recent policy, with the consequent impression of 
unreliability, have now reduced Britain to learning of the decisive 
discussions of America and France from newspaper reports. 
Gentlemen of the British Cabinet — stand outside the door of 
the Conference where the defence arrangements of the British 
Empire are being decided — humbly touch your hats as your 
American masters enter and leave — pray that they will decide still 
to protect you from your Russian allies ; already you occupy the 
place which your character and record deserve : but that is not the 
position which is merited, or will long be tolerated, by the history 
and destiny of the English people.

“ Dead fish rot from the head down ”

A great country does not fall so far and so fast without defeat 
in war unless a deep moral rot has first occurred ; the immense 
mistakes of recent policy could not have happened in a society 
which was free from an organic disease of the mind and spirit. 
Mental surgery is needed, and it is the task of a journal of opposition 
to supply i t ; let us begin with the press.

It is impossible to operate on an organ which does not exist; 
we will engage in no fruitless search for a mind concealed between 
the strip teases of the Daily Mirror. Let the operation begin with 
The Times, which ranks only second to the Manchester Guardian 
as a serious English daily paper, and with the Daily Mail whose 
leading articles are usually models of virile and compact lucidity.

The Times in a leading article of 3rd June dealt with the case of 
Dr. Oppenheimer. At the time of writing the matter is still to 
some extent sub judice and, until the end of the proceedings, it is 
better to reserve comment. But the attitude of The Times is 
revealed in an interim report which is intended to condition the
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minds of its readers :—
“ Until the final word in this unhappy affair has been said, 

and more is known of the specific reasons which caused the 
security board, by two votes to one, to judge Dr. Oppenheimer, 
in spite of his admitted loyalty and discretion, to be untrustworthy, 
comment must be reserved . . . his views and associations are 
no different from what they have been, openly, throughout his 
distinguished service to science and his country. What has 
changed, apparently, is the test which has to be applied to men 
in high positions of confidential responsibility. . .  . Thus there 
emerges, not from the rantings of a congressional investigation 
but from the deliberations of sober and reasonable men, the 
principles of a new Test A ct.. . .  The decree that such a man, 
brilliant and sincere and sharing at his own specially high level 
of intensity in the anxieties of so many thoughtful men today, 
cannot serve his country reliably strikes to the root of the dilemma 
into which the nations of the world have come.”
It is in these terms that The Times argues in favour of the re

tention of Dr. Oppenheimer in a key position on which the whole 
life of the West can depend. At this stage it is admitted that 
Dr. Oppenheimer was for years closely associated with communists 
and communist organisations; in the words of The Times “ his 
views and associations are no different from what they have been 
But America is to be condemned if it decides that a man is a security 
risk when the life of the West depends upon him and he is an 
associate of communists. Yet a few years ago The Times supported 
throwing Englishmen into gaol for years without charge or possibility 
of trial because their leader some three years before the war had 
“ associated ” with the leaders of Germany and Italy. The men 
thrown into prison had fought for their country in the 1914 war 
and so had their leader ; no act of disloyalty to their country at 
any time could be charged against them ; their sole offence was 
holding and advocating the political opinion that peace with 
Germany was possible and desirable, in the open manner that the 
law proudly permitted ; they occupied no key positions and they 
possessed no secrets.

Is there any reason why they should be regarded as securtiy risks, 
and Dr. Oppenheimer not ? — except that they are opponents 
of communism, and Dr. Oppenheimer is a man of the left and 
and an associate of communists.

Yet in the opinion of The Times it was right to hold these men 
in gaol or house arrest for five years, and it is also right to retain
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Oppenlieimer in the heart of the atomic organisation of the West. 
Such is the mind of The Times — is operation necessary ?

The case of the Daily Mail is even clearer ; the clarity is crystal
line. The leading article of the Daily Mail on the same day, 
3rd June, contained the following words :

“ For thirteen years the name of Admiral Kimmel, the 
American C-in-C at Pearl Harbour, has been under a cloud. Now 
a remarkable book published in the United States shows that he 
was only a pawn of the White House. It ‘ proves ’ that President 
Roosevelt manoeuvred the attack on Pearl Harbour, knew it was 
coming, and withheld information from his commanders. Upon 
the evidence it is hard to disagree with these conclusions. But 
it is also hard to say that if Roosevelt did take such action he was 
wrong. The supreme need then was to unite the American nation 
in face of inevitable war. Pearl Harbour did that. War is a cruel 
business. The survival of a nation sometimes demands the 
sacrifice of men and reputations — and the true verdict must be 
left to posterity.”

So, the Daily Mail thinks it is hard to say that President Roosevelt 
was wrong ; and if he was not wrong, he was right. It also follows 
that it is right to win an election on a solemn pledge that you will 
not commit your country to war, reinforced by heart-vibrating 
promises to its mothers that you will preserve their sons from 
foreign battles ; then, immediately to conspire by particularly vile 
methods to involve your'country in a war as soon as possible. 
It follows that it is right to arrange the sinking of your own fleet 
without warning to your own commanders, and the consequent 
murder of your own sailors. Such is the argument of the Daily 
M ail; if it does not mean that, what does it mean? Is not this 
a reversal of all values in the life of England and of the West? 
When things like this can openly be published as a doctrine, is it 
necessary to seek further for the moral rot which has destroyed 
the fibre of England, of Europe and of the Western hemisphere? 
These are words which come from the Conservative elite, from the 
ruling hierarchy of Great Britain. It has indeed been well said 
“ dead fish rot from the head down Fortunately, in politics, 
an operation which removes the head is not fatal to the body.

Earl Russell on the higher values

“ Let us now spring as swimmers into cleanness leaping ” ; 
even if Lord Russell should be startled by such an approach to
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his thought. We find much to oppose in current English thinking ; 
it is a joy sometimes to applaud. The great philosopher, mathe
matician and veteran Socialist — who, unfortunately, may still 
disagree with us in many things — recently said : “ I find a tendency 
in our time to pay too little attention to the individual and too 
much to the mass. We are so persuaded that we live in the age of 
the common man that men become common even when they might be 
otherwise. What is perniciously false is the suggestion that those 
who have been regarded as heroes were only embodiments of social 
forces whose work would have been done by someone else if it 
had not 'been done by them. What is worst about this view is 
that if it is held it tends to become true. Heroic lives are inspired 
by heroic ambitions, and the young man who thinks there is nothing 
important to be done is pretty sure to do nothing important.”

E.~ccIsior — “ One may reasonably hope that out o f this small 
beginning China will decide that Britain is worth recognition.” 
(Critic in New Statesman and Nation, 5.6.54.)

EISENHOOVER: A STUDY IN 
AMERICAN ECONOMY

by A.  JAMES GREGOR

. . .  the harm which . . .  a United States depression would do 
to the rest of the world is almost limitless, not only through 
its direct effect upon other countries’ economies, but still more 
through its effects on men’s minds . . .

Colin Clark.

UNDER THE SPUR of necessity, during the First World War, 
American productive potential was tremendously expanded. 

Following a brief recession at the close of that conflict, American 
economy embarked upon a period of unprecedented prosperity. 
People spoke confidently of a New Economic Era from which want 1
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and instability would be forever banished. Hardy spirits con
ceived of an American market that was limitless—they argued from 
the specious belief that there were no conceivable limits to human 
wishes. In this mood of unbridled confidence American business 
embarked upon elaborate schemes for providing credit to the in
dividual consumer who, otherwise, was financially incapable of 
making extensive purchases in the durable goods market.

By 1929 there were six billion dollars in consumer credii out
standing. Demand had been inflated by wage mortgages and a 
whole nation was living beyond its income.

Republican president followed Republican president in happy 
succession. Under Republican administration, through almost a 
decade of prosperity, corporation profits increased in geometric 
progression. To this spectacular accumulation of capital in the 
hands of corporate industry the Republican administration added 
generous tax rebates. Andrew Mellon, as Secretary of the Treasury 
(who in private life was master of a financial kingdom worth four 
billion dollars), made, during his brief term in office, abatements 
and tax refunds amounting to three billion dollars (of which fourteen 
million dollars went to corporations in which he had considerable 
interest and four hundred thousand dollars went into his own 
personal account).

But more significantly, the profits accruing from technological 
rationalisation went to business interests, to the curtailment of 
consumer purchasing power1. A tremendous reservoir of capital 
was, thus, syphoned off into business expansion. With the expansion 
of business stock values increased which in turn enticed further 
investment. Optimism was prevalent among experienced business 
men and academic economists believed that America had entered 
an era of perpetual prosperity in which the high level of stock 
prices would be forever maintained.

Politically the Republican mentality envisioned the wealth 
generated by business expansion “ trickling down ” to the mass of 
consumers in sufficient quantity to support the tremendous pro
ductivity of the capitalist machine. But there was precious little 
“ trickling down ”. The result was rather the piling up of wealth 
where it would be employed in the expansion of industry while 
denying it to those who must ultimately be depended upon to 
purchase the products of manufacture2.

•Clark, Strategic Factors in Business Cycles, p.106. 
•Faulkner, An American Economic History, p.647.
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EISENHOOVER

During this happy time the Republicans concerned themselves 
but little with agriculture. Throughout this period the prices 
farmers received for their produce steadily declined while the costs 
of manufactured articles and taxes increased. Finally, the farmers 
who had employed marginal lands in the great war boom found it 
financially impossible to maintain sufficient plant coverage to 
prevent erosion on that acreage. A great dust bowl ate itself into 
American history and thousands upon thousands of farm families 
became indigent paupers migrating westward in search of employ
ment.

Few realised the loss of this agricultural consuming potential. 
Few Republicans at any rate. For the farmer, so often neglected, 
purchases ten per cent of the goods produced by American industry.

Rather, the Republicans chose to emphasise the achievements of 
their New Economic Era. Savings accounts had increased in 
number almost fourfold from eleven to forty-three million and in 
sum from eight to twenty-three billion dollars, while twelve 
billion dollars were involved in industrial and ordinary life insurance 
policies.

So impressed, indeed, was America with these achievements 
that the stock market continued to rise in 1929 in the face of the 
manifest decline in business activity. The index of building con
tracts had reached its peak by 1928 and was down thirteen points 
by June 1929 (although it remained considerably higher than it 
had been in previous years). Employment in manufacturing had 
been gradually declining while production in manufactures had 
reached its climax in June 1929. But the stock market, which is 
normally expected to foreshadow changes in trend, continued to 
advance until that fateful day in October when the entire cardboard 
structure collapsed.

In December of 1929 a sober conclave of Harvard economists 
met at Boston and gravely augured an upturn perhaps as early as 
February 1930 — certainly not later than autumn of that same 
year.

On 21st January 1930 it was announced : “ Definite signs that 
business and industry have turned the com er. . .  were seen today 
by President Hoover”.

In May, President Hoover, the Great Engineer, remained con
fident. He announced : “ While the crash- took place six months 
ago, I am convinced we have now passed the worst and with con
tinued united effort we shall rapidly recover ”.

9
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Finally the Republicans decided that the wheat surplus of two 
hundred and fifty-seven million bushels, with which they found 
themselves embarrassed, did not warrant the further expenditure 
of federal funds in price support projects. The policy of liquidating 
federal farm surplus holdings was adopted. Price supports were 
abandoned. Farm prices fell faster and further and thousands 
upon thousands of farm families were impoverished. The heavy 
hand of hunger cast its shadow across the land of plenty.

But Mr. Hoover had been, in a sense, right. American capitalism 
had turned the corner. Business consolidated itself and by the end 
of 1930 the two hundred largest corporations controlled nearly 
half of all non-banking corporate wealth and received forty-five per 
cent of the income of all non-banking corporations^.

American industry had turned the corner — it was a turning 
that was not to place its feet upon the high road to continual 
prosperity but upon the dead end road to war.

The necessities of that global war upon which American capitalism 
embarked and the demand for increased numbers of instruments 
of unrivalled destructiveness expanded the productive capacity of 
American industry incomparably during the years of the Second 
World War.

Following a brief readjustment upon the close of that conflict 
American economy found itself expanding at an intense rate.

A fateful parallelism began to etch itself into the American 
economy. But when in August of 1953 Newsweek magazine asked 
the Secretary of the Treasury Humphrey : “ Do you think a 
business recession is likely tb follow the Korean truce?” he con
fidently replied :

“ Not in the slightest.”
On 20th October of the same year, Commerce Secretary Sinclair 

Weeks said he “ saw no sign of a business recession
America’s confidence in herself was unshakable. A boom of 

almost inconceivable proportion has inflated industry. Profits had 
been the largest in history. In 1953 General Motors Corporation 
reported profits never before accrued by any corporation in history. 
American liquid savings increased to ninety-eight billion dollars. 
So confident was American industry in the perpetuity of the boom 
that it extended consumer credit that left a debt outstanding, at 
the close of 1953, of' some twenty-seven billion dollars, with a 3

3Bearle &. Means, The Modern Corporation and Private Property,  pp.28 ff.
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EISENHOO VER

mortgage and home repair loan debt of fifty-eight billion dollars.
We have already spoken of the philosophy of the Republican 

Party. Once again, to the enormous profits of American enterprise, 
the Republicans have added lucrative tax readjustments.

Secretary of the Treasury George Humphrey (who in private life 
captained an industrial empire valued at two hundred and thirty 
million dollars) has adjusted taxes — modified the current taxes 
that had proven, to delicate Republican sensibilities, “ punitive” 
to the “ successful business man ” . Almost three billion dollars 
are to be pumped back into industry as tax rate adjustments. This 
is to be accomplished by accelerated rates of depreciation on capital 
equipment that will be permitted as tax write-offs, and by a general 
tax reduction on stock dividends. To those who earn less than 
five thousand dollars a year the Republican tax adjustment of 
January 1954 gives little more than solace for of the fifty-two 
million families in the United States forty-eight-and-one-half millions 
— ninety-two per cent — own no stock whatever. Less than one 
per cent — three hundred and thirty-five thousand families — own 
eighty per cent of all corporation stock.

Indeed as early as 1947 half the family spending units in the 
United States earned less than two thousand five hundred dollars 
while more than a third earned less than two thousand dollars 
annually, yet the Heller Minimum Budget considered three 
thousand eight hundred and ninety dollars the minimum budget 
necessary for the support of a family unit of four.

Of the ninety-eight billion dollars in savings, fifty per cent of the 
population possess but one per cent while the top ten per cent 
possess sixty-five per cent.

The result, once again, has been to pile up wealth as profit rather 
than distribute it to finance consumer consumption. Industry is, 
to a greater and greater extent, financed out of undistributed 
profits4.

In the meanwhile a Joint Committee on the Economic Report 
has indicated that there are a million farm families in the United 
States with an aggregate annual income of about eight hundred and 
twenty-five dollars eachs.

The decline in farm prices since 1951 has been seventeen per 
cent. The farmer has found himself with less and less with which 
to purchase the products of American industry. This decline in

4Soule, Introduction to Economic Science, p.83. 
sW ame, “ Parity and Surpluses,” Current History, 1/54.

11



The EUROPEAN

effective demand has been reflected in the diminishing value of 
farm machinery stocks® and the cut in production effected by such 
agricultural supply companies as International Harvester.

With the decline in profits the farmer has found himself incapable 
of properly caring for the marginal land that had been pressed into 
service during the war years. Eleven million acres have been sorely 
hit by erosion in an area that equals the “ dust bowl ” of the thirties 
in size. The number of acres subjected to severe erosion in the 
marginal areas jumped from two hundred and thirty-six thousand 
on 1st .February of this year to three million nine hundred and 
ninety-five thousand on 1st March7.

In the autumn of 1953 the Republicans found themselves em
barrassed with a tremendous surplus of farm produce, including 
four hundred and sixty-four million bushels of wheat, in their 
effort to support farm prices. With characteristic astuteness they 
conceived a solution which entailed the elimination of “ rigid ” 
price supports. Secretary Benson maintained that this withdrawal 
would be “ gradual ” in order not to dislocate farm prices and yet 
as soon as he was possessed of the administrative power he desired 
he proceeded to reduce price supports for butter to the minimum 
provided by law.

During that same fall hard-headed businessmen remained con
fident of the future. In November of last year Benjamin Fairless 
of United States Steel was asked what his personal judgments, 
concerning the business prospects for the coming year, might be. 
He replied that he felt certain that the first quarter of 1954 would 
see steel production assured at a level of ninety-five per cent of 
capacity. To this Chairman Eugene Grace of Bethlehem Steel 
added : “ I do not anticipate anything like a serious falling off 
in business during next year ”.

During the first quarter and including June 1954 steel production 
was a shade above seventy per cent of theoretical capacity — down 
thirty-one points from the peak of one hundred and one per cent 
achieved in the summer of 1953.

But so impressed with its achievements has business been that 
it has not noticed that the productive peak of industry was passed 
in the summer of 1953 and that factory output is now eleven per 
cent below that peak. Nor have they noticed that unemployment 
has been increasing appreciably. There are now, officially (generally
W allace, “ No Final Answer to the Farm  Problem ,”  U.S. News and World 
Report, 1/8/54.

W ew York Times 25/3/S4.
12



EISENHOOVER

an underestimate), 3.7 millions unemployed : six per cent of 
America’s available labour force. Even March, a month of seasonal 
increases, has failed significantly to alter the situation. But the 
stock market, which is normally expected to foreshadow changes 
in trend, continues to advance—it has achieved levels that it had 
enjoyed only once previously, in 1929.

In February 1954 an intense group of men met in Washington 
— Economic Advisers to the President. Their pronouncement: 
“ The minor readjustment under way since mid-1953 is likely soon 
to come to a close ”.

In March, after having warned that if business did not succeed 
in adjusting itself by that time he would “ take measures,” President 
Eisenhower, the Great Liberator, facing a materially unaltered 
situation, maintained confidence. “ Nothing on the economic 
front calls for a slam-bang emergency programme,” he suggested. 
“ Easter was late this year,” he observed trenchently, “ and the 
ladies have not been buying as rapidly as they normally d o . . .  .”8

All remains well in the Republican house of cards. To solve 
the problems of agriculture, where one hundred and fifty thousand 
families a year are driven to bankruptcy, the Republicans have 
slashed price supports. To solve an inventory recession (with 
inventories standing at an unprecedented peak of eighty billion 
dollars) the Republicans are providing revenue adjustments that 
act as business incentives in order that more goods may be pro
duced !

And in the Frankenstein world of its own making America stands 
aside while thirteen per cent of the corporate industries accrue 
ninety per cent of all corporate taxable net income and one-tenth 
of one per cent of all corporations own fifty-two per cent of all 
corporate assets — and .06 of one per cent of the population 
(seventy-five thousand persons) own one-half of the corporate stock 
of the nation and sixty-one thousand persons in the United States 
receive one-half of the dividends from all corporations* 9.

And from somewhere off-stage an aged Mr. Hoover has stepped 
forth, to stand beside President Eisenhower, and with a confident 
smile has advised that the “ present trouble ” is “ nothing All 
that is necessary is confidence.10 And as these two men stand to
gether in the light of history their shadows seem to merge.
%New York Times 25/3/54.
9Vide Monopoly Today, Labour Research Bureau, pp. 13,21,22 passim and Soule, 
op. cit., pp.107 ff.

' 0New York Times 23/2/54.
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DISARMAMENT AND RUSSIA
by HEINRICH SANDEN

Reprinted from the German monthly, Europa Nation, May 1954

HAPPY MEMORIES from a sad period are particularly un
forgettable— and among them, for us Germans, is the fact 

that since 1945 Sir Oswald Mosley has been the first, and for a 
long time was the only Englishman, who spoke and wrote, in his. 
own country, passionately and with clear vision for us Germans, 
without any regard to the burning hatred he thereby evoked.

His great book, The Alternative, published in 1947, is one of the 
most courageous and far-seeing books in the English language ; 
it is one of those books to which one constantly returns, and is 
never laid aside without the greatest admiration for the mind of 
a statesman who points the way to a new future for Europe. The 
watchword “ Nation Europa,” which later gave our review its name, 
was here formulated as a policy for the first time.

This fact alone makes Oswald Mosley a prophetic phenomenon 
and directing spirit in the otherwise confused thinking of our time.

The picture of this man cannot be too often brought before the 
German reader, who during this century has not often found 
friendship or understanding in England. In 1918 the youngest 
M.P. ; in 1929 a minister, in 1930 resigning from.the Government, 
since 1931 the founder of and fighter for his own political movement; 
during the war imprisoned for years, and since the war once again 
untiring in his struggle for the idea of a greater European unity — 
this is the outline of a character, whose destiny with others of the 
same kind may be a greatness only fully recognised by future 
generations.

Whatever such a man may say deserves our attention, and so 
it is certain that readers of Nation Europa have read with particular 
care the article in which Sir Oswald surprised us by stating that 
the Russians “ had made their first reasonable proposal for a 
generation” when they suggested a disarmament conference at
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Berlin. Inevitably, we Germans, who have had the problem of 
Russia clearer before our eyes, because of centuries of changing 
relations with the great Eastern Power, than he can have had from 
across the sea, read his article critically, despite all our sympathy 
with this great friend.

Even the history of Soviet Russia shows there were times when 
the drive to the West weakened, and when there were possibilities 
of an understanding. It is here, in our experience and opinion, 
that the crux of all consideration of the Russian question lies. 
This gigantic empire in Eastern Europe oscillates in its natural urge 
to survival and expansion between two opposite poles.

There have been long and important periods of history in which 
Russia has operated as a mighty European colonising power, 
carrying the frontiers of Europe far into Asia. There have, how
ever, also-been other periods — and certainly we are in one of these 
at the moment — in which the whole of this mighty empire drives 
towards the West, seems to forget its wide open spaces, and seeks 
to expand and consolidate its power in heavily populated Europe.

As a result of such historical knowledge and experience we have 
been seeking for some time for indications of a change in the 
contemporary mode of Russian thought and speech. As the whole 
of the present tactic of Molotov is directed towards a “ control ” 
over Germany, in which the Soviet Union would take part, we 
doubt that his proposal of “ general disarmament ” has any more 
significant background than the purpose to clothe propaganda, 
many times repeated, in new forms.

Sir Oswald Mosley, in writing his article, has not been able, 
apparently, to free himself from a certain scepticism, as he states 
cautiously : “ If their proposal is bluff, let it be called ”. Certainly 
— that is a question of diplomatic tactics, and when Mr. Dulles 
in his conversations with M t . Molotov replies to the repetition of 
“ Niet ” with a stubborn “ No,” we may think that a European 
foreign minister of the old school would not have missed the 
opportunity of developing an interesting political duel, in the hope 
of catching Molotov in his own net.

As far as the matter itself is concerned, an expert in Russian 
methods — very many Germans have become such in the last 
decade or so — can only regard the Soviet offer of a mutually 
“ controlled ” disarmament as a joke. This much is certain : 
west of the Elbe restrictions upon armaments and disarmament 
agreements can be inspected in detail, east of the Elbe this is in no
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way possible. It is not only a question of the internal political 
system — the problem is also geographical. Even in East Poland 
there are huge areas, often empty of human beings, in which there 
may even yet be settlers who have never heard of either World 
War — and in which whole industrial areas can be hidden.

Joking aside, the argument that Russia fears us Germans cannot 
convince those who can estimate the total might and power of the 
East. It is true that the State of Lenin and Stalin was near collapse 
in 1941 and was restored to strength at the eleventh hour by American 
deliveries, but they know well enough in the Kremlin that this:was 
partly the result of their own failure, and partly caused by the 
enthusiastic drive of one man. Today we cannot credit an empire 
of two hundred millions, with five hundred million Chinese in the 
background, which has never ceased to build up its armaments 
since 1945, with feelings of anxiety about a few German divisions 
set up under all sorts of democratic safeguards.

On this point we find in Mosley’s Alternative indications which 
leave nothing to be desired in their clarity. Here Sir Oswald has 
dealt fundamentally with the usual trickery of the Kremlin politicians 
who arm themselves to the teeth, while they call upon the rest of 
the world to chatter “ about such pleasant things as international 
peace, brotherhood of man, disarmament and friendship throughout 
the world ”.

If Sir Oswald Mosley is seriously concerned about the heightening 
of tension between East and West and seeks the reason, then he 
will find us in full agreement with his severe judgment of the ir
responsibility on the one hand, and the blindness on the other, 
which have caused so many politicians of the West to swing from 
the extreme of admiration of communism to the opposite error 
of an unlimited re-armament of the world. But we believe that 
neither a disarmament conference nor a defenceless Germany are 
suitable remedies. The political escape from this tangled situation 
must be sought elsewhere.

We find in the Alternative the following remarkable sentence : 
“ The realists in the Kremlin, following logically in the policy of 
Lenin, will always rather give way than risk defeat ” and, as far as 
Central Europe is concerned, we do not doubt that the overdue 
change of Russian policy back to her more important function (the 
development of Asia) will eventually take place.

At the same time we see with our mind’s eye a stable Germany 
emerging. Germany will begin to live again as soon as Russia
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finds the courage to make a great gesture, which will bring her at 
the same time peace with the rest of the world. Russia is so rich 
and so large, she has no need of either East Prussia or Silesia in 
her sphere of influence.. How very different would the world appear, 
if Russia no longer held down Germany, but were to make friends 
with her.

True — all this has no connection with the sober and bitter reality 
as it is determined by Mr. Molotov. He will not cease to manoeuvre 
for European positions, and thus keep the world in a state of war 
fever. .

However that may be, the Utopias which are here described have 
at least the advantage that they touch upon the kernel of the matter, 
which other Utopias do not.

(Translated)

A REPLY TO HERR SANDEN
by SIR OSWALD MOSLEY

HERR HEINRICH SANDEN’s article in the May issue of 
Nation Europa, commenting on my recent writings, is 

admirably reasoned and most courteous ; it requires, therefore, 
some elucidation of my position.

The disarmament problem has both a political and a military 
aspect; although, as Clausewitz long ago observed, these two 
factors cannot be separated in a real policy. The political aspect 
is that Russia has long made a great propaganda throughout the 
world with its demand for general disarmament. The leaders of 
the West have allowed themselves to be manoeuvred into the 
position of appearing to be against disarmament, and consequently 
of seeking war. They have been put into this false position because 
the Russian Communists have far more skill in mass propaganda. 
Inferior propaganda is a weakness for the whole of the W est; 
mass politics have now a closer relation than ever to military 
decision. But this defeat can quickly be turned into a victory 
by accepting a disarmament conference and debating the matter
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publicly with the Russians, until it is quite clear to the whole world 
who is blocking disarmament and peace. From such a conference 
we should get one of two things : either of which would be an 
advantage. We should either prove the Russians guilty of creating 
the war situation, or else secure disarmament of the great Russian 
land forces which are now the chief danger to Germany and to all 
Europe. I postulate that to remove the fear of Russian invasion 
is the biggest single service that can be given to Europe at the 
present time ; successful invasion from the East is the only fatality 
that can befall our continent. This danger can only be eliminated 
by general disarmament or by a really effective rearmament of. the 
West; the latter measure presupposes an efficiency in the West 
which does not at present exist, and risks, also, a preventive war 
by the Russians before we are ready.

Disarmament should be tried, but certain realities must be clear : 
any understanding with the Russians, based on honour or mutual 
trust, is out of the question ; faith in a “ treaty ” with the Russians 
is absurd. For that reason the talk of old world politicians in 
England and Germany about a “ new Locarno ” is complete 
nonsense. The only possible arrangement is that of two armed 
men who have no trust in each other ; they can only lay down 
their arms — simultaneously — when each is quite certain that the 
other is doing the same thing.

Let us for a moment look on West and East as a couple of gang
sters who have decided that the room is too small for a shooting 
match ; so they consent to put down their weapons at the same 
time, while each carefully watches the other to be sure he is also 
doing it.

In terms of international affairs this would mean progressive and 
simultaneous disarmament under mutual inspection. If the principle 
of inspection is granted, it does not matter how great the spaces of 
Russia are. Large armament works cannot be concealed, and 
aeroplanes can take representatives of the West anywhere. If the 
principle of full inspection is refused by the Russians, we shall 
have lost disarmament but won the propaganda battle ; it will 
then be clear that the Russians conceal their war preparations and 
do not really desire disarmament and peace.

But it should not be too quickly assumed that the Russians would 
refuse real disarmament; they have practical and realistic reasons 
for accepting. They fear that Europe, including Germany, will 
one day really be armed, and that a war will be fought to regain
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Europe’s lost territories. (In fact, we shall regain the lost lands 
without war.) In face of that possibility, they may feel that they 
must either soon fight a preventive war to stop this rearmament 
or risk ultimate defeat by a Germany which has the support of 
the rest of Europe. They do not now 'want another war ; for 
one thing they have not sufficiently recovered from the last. - Still 
less do they wish to wait for a situation in which they are certain 
to be defeated.

The Russians also know that if general disarmament takes place, 
the economic system of the capitalist West will soon crash in 
ruins. It has only been the stupidity of Russian policy—constantly 
threatening war — which has held up that system so long ; the 
capitalist economy of the West is now living on the armament 
boom. The Russians may well desire to change the terrain of the 
battle from the military to the political sphere. On military ground 
they may feel that the science, productive power and martial 
experience of the combined West will ultimately defeat them : on 
political ground they may feel that they are past masters of mass 
struggle, and that in this sphere the present rulers of the West are 
newborn babes. It is a mystery why the Russians have not long 
ago decided to fight on this, their own ground.

For these realistic reasons it is quite possible that the Russians 
will accept a real measure of general disarmament. How would 
this work out in practice? It is probably now quite impracticable 
to secure the effective inspection, control and destruction of all 
the atom and hydrogen bombs in existence. That opportunity 
was lost when the West had the monopoly of the atom bomb. 
I  then suggested that we should use that power to prevent their 
production in Russia. Once they have been produced they can 
easily be concealed ; no one can risk losing his own supply of this 
weapon while the other side may still possess a hidden stock. 
For that reason disarmament in the sphere of the atom and hydrogen 
bomb, and of the many other horror weapons which science may 
soon produce, is probably quite impracticable. But we have the 
even greater safeguard that neither side will dare to use them when 
each side possesses what the American atom chief described as a 
“ sizeable number ” (vide Mr. Gordon Dean’s Report on the Atom 
recently published, and my argument concerning the “ paralysed 
giants ” in The European Situation, published in March 1950).

But it has not yet been seriously noted in the West that this 
situation will put the Russian army again in command ; it was
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only held in effective check while the Americans had the bomb and 
the Russians had not. Therefore we must either rearm in the West 
sufficiently to resist the Russian army, or secure the disarmament 
of that army. In the case of “ conventional weapons” — in 
contradistinction to the atom and hydrogen bomb — inspection 
could make disarmament effective. It is impossible to conceal the 
factories and productive processes on which rest the mobilisation 
of millions of men, or the creation of many armoured divisions 
and of a massive air force to support them. Formulae for the 
limitation of conventional weapons have long ago been worked 
out. Germany herself has made disarmament proposals, with the 
support of an expert General Staff: these tilings are possible. 
A realistic bargain, based not on trust but on simultaneous action, 
may be reached in this sphere. On the one side is the strength of 
the Russian army : on. the other side is sea power, air power and 
the “ encircling ” air bases which Russia much fears (even the atom 
and hydrogen bombs depend largely for their delivery upon aero
planes and air bases). It is possible here to reach not an agreement 
but an understanding, if Russian policy is moved at all by the reasons 
I  gave above. If, on the other hand, the conference fails, it cannot 
too often be reiterated that we should have won a propaganda 
victory which would strengthen our position for the struggle either 
of war or of peace.

It is inevitable that struggle in one form or another will continue 
in a world which is in part possessed, and in entirety menaced by 
Russian Communism. Russia will in any case persist in her drive 
toward world dominion ; it is a simple illusion of some western 
statesmen to believe that the communist leaders will abandon the 
struggle of a lifetime when they feel nearer than ever to success. 
It is . also our fixed resolution to recover the lost lands of Germany 
and of Europe; we shall do so by political and not by military 
means. We shall be victorious in the struggle which before long 
the Russians will begin.

I have attempted to describe in The European Situation and 
subsequent writings what form I believe that struggle will take. 
The Russians will begin this primarily political struggle directly 
they have produced an economic situation favourable to them
selves, and their quickest way to do that is to secure general dis
armament. They will then rapidly advance beyond political 
struggle into the no-man’s land between the political and military 
sphere of which the orthodox military mind had little experience,

20



DISARMAMENT AND RUSSIA

at least before the development of partisan tactics in the last war. 
In such a struggle the political sympathy of the surrounding 
population is essential to the success of the partisan, who is both 
concealed and supported by their enthusiasm for his cause. This 
has been proved in a long experience over the last thirty to forty 
years, ranging from the struggle for Irish freedom to the various 
partisan operations of the last war. In these conditions a stronger 
political idea is the decisive factor ; those without a political 
idea must lose.

When world armies, navies, and air forces are paralysed for fear 
of mutual reprisals with atomic weapons in the air, or are held in 
check by such land weapons as atomic artillery, a political-military 
struggle will begin in which the decision will be primarily political. 
Economic crises, strikes, lockouts, industrial-political infiltration, 
sabotage, industrial-political struggles developing into violent 
clashes and culminating in the blows of partisans against the nerve 
centres of opposing government; this will be the order of 
events in the real plan of Soviet attack. They will naturally be 
convinced that their experience, discipline and method will make 
them masters of their present opponents in the West, if the struggle 
develops on these lines. They may well therefore decide to ac
celerate the arrival of their favourable situation by submitting to 
a genuine disarmament which they know will ruin the economic 
system of the capitalist world.

Unlike the present rulers of the West, we do not fear to meet 
the communists in any phase of this struggle, for two reasons. 
We have a policy to meet and overcome the economic crisis, while 
our present rulers have not. Our men have already defeated the 
communists in the earlier stages of this struggle ; when they begin 
again, we have absolute confidence that we can beat them on their 
own ground. If the West is to survive in the coming struggle the 
fetters must be taken from our hands, and we must be freed for 
the fight. All will realise this when the struggle begins, and the 
will' of the peoples will free us.

What will be the result? We shall win in the West because 
the peoples of the West will be with us. The communists will 
win in the East because the peoples of the East will be with them. 
That is why “ hold Europe, leave Asia ” is both a watchword and 
a reality.

21



The EUROPEAN

THE ULSTER POLICE STATE
by GEOFFREY VERNON

IN JUNE 1953 The European published a review of the problem 
of Irish partition, exposing the separation from the rest of 

Ireland of six of the nine counties of Ulster, arbitrarily chosen as 
being the only area where there was any possibility of a majority 
of the people agreeing to partition. Facts and figures were pro
duced to show that many constituencies had been so “ arranged ” 
that a majority in favour of partition was inevitable, while the 
Tory governments thus elected made their position invulnerable 
by the maintenance — in the words of the article — o f the only 
police state this side o f the Iron Curtain.

The article provoked a letter of protest from Mr. W. Douglas, 
O.B.E., Secretary of the Ulster Unionist Association, in which he 
dismissed as absurd the description of the six partitioned counties 
as a police state. In a letter of reply attention was drawn to the 
fact that the Six Counties employ three thousand regular police 
and nine thousand “ specials” to maintain law and order among 
a little over one million people. These police are armed, and 
supported by special powers of arrest and imprisonment without 
charge or trial, powers never granted by parliament in Britain in 
time of peace.

As if to confirm the worst suspicions of those who regard with 
grave misgivings the methods by which British rule is maintained 
in Ireland’s Six Northern Counties, the Government published 
in the New Year the text of its Flags and Emblems (Display) Bill. 
In spite of spirited opposition the bill became law on 6th April.

The Act falls into two clearly defined sections ; the first for the 
protection of the Union Jack, and the second for action against 
“ any (other) emblem ”. Section 1 makes it an offence

for any person to prevent or threaten to interfere by force with 
the display of a Union flag (usually known as the Union Jack)
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by another person on or in any lands or premises lawfully 
occupied by that person.

Section 2 states :

Where any police officer, having regard to the time or place 
at which and the circumstances in which any emblem is being 
displayed, apprehends that the display of such emblem may 
occasion a breach of the peace, he may require the person dis
playing or responsible for the display of such emblem to 
discontinue such display or cause it to be discontinued ; and 
any person who refuses or fails to comply with such a requirement 
shall be guilty of an offence against this Act.
(In an explanatory section an “ emblem ” is defined as a flag of 

any kind other than the Union flag.)
Any person guilty of an offence under the Act shall be liable :

(a) On summary jurisdiction to a fine not exceeding £50 or 
to imprisonment for a term not exceeding six months ; and

(b) On conviction on indictment to a fine not exceeding 
£500 or to imprisonment for a term not exceeding five years ; or

(c) To both the fine and imprisonment.
A reader studying the above provisions, and the terrifying penal

ties for any breach of the law, may be forgiven if he visualises the 
Six Counties as a land seething with continuous racial and religious 
strife, where the principal occupations of the inhabitants are the 
provocative display of flags and banners and the tearing down 
of these in an orgy of mob rule. Anyone who has visited Northern 
Ireland, however, will know that such conditions exist only in the 
imaginations of the politicians, and will appreciate the humour of 
Irish intervention in a recent debate at Westminster on over
crowding in British prisons. A representative from the “ lawless ” 
Six Counties pointed out that they possessed only three prisons — 
one closed, one quarter-filled and the third half-filled ; he offered 
accommodation in them to assist the prison commissioners of 
law-abiding England.

The same reader is likely to assume that prior to the passing of 
the Flags and Emblems (Display) Act the hands of the police were 
tied by the absence of any adequate law for the preservation of 
public order — until he recalls the Public Order Act (Northern 
Ireland) 1951.

This Act was the Tory answer to their defeat in an amusing 
case in the Irish courts in 1950. On 4th December 1949 Senator 
J. G. Lennon, an Armagh solicitor, returned to his hometown front
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an American lecture tour and was welcomed by a procession of 
his supporters, headed by a band. One of the marchers unfurled 
an Irish Republican Flag and refused a. police request to put it 
away. After a struggle the police seized it and the marcher was 
charged, under Section 24c of the Civil Authorities Special Powers 
Act, 1922, with displaying “ . . .  any emblem, flag or other symbol 
consisting of three vertical or horizontal stripes, coloured respectively 
green, white, and yellow. . . ”. The Act had long been regarded as 
dead and buried with the “ troubles ” but it was now resurrected 
and proceedings taken on the authority of the Attorney General. 
The defendant had served in the British forces and said, “ I  fought 
for the freedom of small nations for six years under the Union 
Jack, and I was proud to do so. I am now fighting for the freedom 
of Ireland, and I am continuing to fight under the Tricolour.” He 
was most ably defended by Mr. James M ’Sparran, Q.C., M.P., 
who pointed out that the Irish flag was recognised throughout the 
world as being green, white and orange, not yellow. (In his cross- 
examination of a police witness who insisted that orange and yellow 
were the same colour, he asked what an Orangeman would say if 
he were called a yellow man.) The defendant was convicted but 
on appeal to the Supreme Court his appeal was allowed and con
viction quashed. The Government replied with the Public Order 
Act (Northern Ireland) 1951, which discreetly omitted any reference 
to colours.

In December 1936 the British Parliament had passed a Public 
Order Act which applied to England, Wales and Scotland, but 
which contained a proviso specifically exempting Northern Ireland 
from its provisions. The Act of 1951, carried in the Belfast 
Parliament, bore little resemblance to the law of 1936. The latter 
had been directed against Sir Oswald Mosley’s Fascist organisation 
and its principal provisions banned the wearing of political 
uniforms, and “ quasi-military organisations,” and allowed the 
police (with the permission of the Home Secretary) to forbid all 
political processions in an area for a period of three months. The 
Northern Irish Act contained this power to ban processions, and 
carried over from the British Act a provision against “  threatening, 
abusive or insulting words or behaviour ” . There any similarity 
between the two Acts ended, and the Northern Irish Act contained 
a provision highly relevant to any examination of the Flags and 
Emblems (Display) Act but significantly absent from the British 
Act.
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Section 5 of the Public Order Act, 1936 read :
Any person who in any public place or at .any public meeting 

uses threatening, abusive or insulting words or behaviour with 
intent to provoke a breach of the peace or whereby a breach of 
the peace is likely to be occasioned, shall be guilty of an offence.

These words, slightly amended, formed the opening sentence of 
Section 3 of the Public Order Act (Northern Ireland), 1951, but 
inserted therein were the highly significant words :

. . .  or displays anything or does any act or, being the owner of 
any lands or premises causes or permits anything to be displayed 
. . .  with intent, etc.

It was also laid down that if a person were convicted under this 
section any instrument or other thing in respect o f which he is so 
convicted shall by the conviction become forfeited to the Crown.

What was this mysterious “ instrument or other thing ” which 
was so likely to lead to a breach of the peace ? The Act remained 
coyly vague about the matter, but in the minds of the Tory majority 
in the Belfast Parliament it was intended to mean one thing only 
— the tricolour flag o f the Irish Republic.

When the Act received the Royal Assent, and duly appeared 
upon the Statute Book, the smug members of “ the stupid party ” 
sat back complacently, more confident than ever of their power 
to “ maintain law and order ” in the Six Counties they had tom 
from the rest of Ireland. Why, then, less than three years later, 
did they seek an extension of their powers in the form of the Flags 
and Emblems (Display) Act, which protected one specific flag and 
discriminated against “ any other emblem,” which could mean 
only the tricolour ? The answer to that question is as complex 
as it is revealing. A t first the Act was rigourously enforced, as 
on the occasion of Mr. de Valera’s visit to the Six Counties in 
August 1952, when the carrying of the tricolour was banned and 
action threatened (although not taken) against the priest who flew 
it over the house where the Irish Prime Minister was staying. Such 
incidents aroused bitter protests from friends of Ireland throughout 
the world, particularly in the United States ; and fair-minded 
police officers began to enforce the law impartially, taking action 
against those who provoked a breach of the peace by displaying 
the Union Jack in nationalist strongholds. Tory indignation 
against the “ injustice ” of this impartial treatment led first to the 
gradual shelving of police powers under the -Act, and later to
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demands from Tory extremists for a new act, discriminating between 
the Union Jack and the Irish Republican flag.

But the fundamental reason for the new act goes deeper than 
Tory resentment at the failure of the Public Order Act, They have 
persistently argued in their propaganda that the people of the Six 
Counties must be divided into two distinct and sharply-defined 
groups: into black and white (or rather orange and green), into 
“ loyal ” Unionists and disloyal ” Nationalists, into Protestants 
and Catholics. We have been asked to believe that the Protestants 
are solidly united in defence of the continued partition of Ireland 
and that they are opposed only by the Catholics.

In fact, of course, partition was not desired at first by any Irish
man. The division of opinion was between those who wished all 
Ireland to remain subject to the British Crown and those who 
wished all Ireland to be independant. Partition was a compromise 
suggested by the British government of the day, and reluctantly 
accepted by Unionists and Nationalists as a “ temporary 
expedient ”. A vested interest in the maintenance of partition has 
been created, and undermined the old Irish loyalties of many ; 
but to their credit vast numbers of Protestants are to be found 
ready to work with their Catholic neighbours to end partition and 
unite all Ireland.

Within recent years a new and powerful argument has arisen 
for the ending of partition. The wartime boom and the immediate 
postwar sellers’ market has been superseded by an era of revived 
foreign competition id the basic industries of Belfast, shipbuilding 
and linen manufacture. The ugly word “ slump ” is being 
whispered again in the Six Counties, where unemployment is 
considerably higher than anywhere in England, Wales or Scotland. 
Present unemployment in the Six Counties is 42,223 — nine per 
cent of the insured population, as compared with a national average 
of less than two per cent throughout Great Britain. As a result, 
religious and racial prejudices are dying, and the plea for a united 
Ireland as an economic unit is winning ever-growing support.

How can the Tories resist the growing demand for the ending 
of partition ? They dare' not meet the Nationalists in public 
debate and defeat them with facts and figures, with sound and 
logical arguments ; they employ instead the weapon of ancient 
prejudices, revived by legislation skilfully designed to appeal to 
racial and religious differences. The Union Jack is in danger, 
the Unionists are told, and a foreign flag is being flaunted in a
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provocative manner. The former must be protected and the 
latter banned, and — who knows — the Nationalists may . be 
provoked into an attack upon the British flag and a display of 
their own in defiance of the law. An outbreak of civil strife and 
a clash between the police and the Nationalists may turn men’s 
minds from the coming slump, and may yet save the Tories from the 
nemesis which threatens them.

The partition of Ireland by the old political parties of Britain 
is a challenge to all who strive for union, for the union of the British 
people above the divisions of party politics and for the wider union 
of the Europeans in the face of a collapsing capitalism and a 
threatening Communism.

THE WORKER-PRIESTS 
OF FRANCE

by Rev. P. H. NICOLL, B.D.

THE ECCLESIASTICAL BAN on Roman Catholic priests 
becoming at the same time industrial workers is symptomatic 

of several movements and ailments in Church and in society. In 
the first place the urge manifested in these clergy in France to do 
something to bridge the gulf that has become so wide between 
people and priest has been paralleled by a similar one in the Pro
testant world. Both in England and in Scotland, for example, 
industrial chaplains have been appointed for the same purpose.
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These chaplains, it is true, do not wish to engage in the actual 
industries concerned, but they can do so if they choose, and they 
are specially set aside to make themselves well acquainted with the 
conditions, needs, interests, aspirations and discontents of the 
worker, and to give him a  modern interpretation of what the 
Christian faith and Church mean, and what they stand for. So 
far, not sufficient time has elapsed to be able to gauge the success 
or otherwise of this movement, especially as to its lasting effects, 
but the attempt is an acknowledgment that there has developed 
in society a drastic cleavage between the Church and the industrial 
world of workers. The movement in France is just another witness 
to this widespread cleavage. It also shows that the special brand 
of Church does not matter. Whether Roman or Presbyterian, 
the social fact is the same. The industrial worker is now alienated 
from the Church, and that is a fact of immense import for the tone, 
character, outlook and aims of the whole of society. If  it con
tinues it may lead to unexpected and distressing results.

The causes of this gulf between Church and worker are no doubt 
subtle, silent and diverse. The indifference of the Church, and 
its capitalist members and supporters, to the plight of the workers 
in the nineteenth century is the chief cause, according to majority 
opinion ; many workers have themselves declared this with force 
and bitterness. The materialistic science of that century, which 
has only slowly seeped down to the masses, has almost certainly 
been another cause, as it is, of course, one cause of recession by all 
classes from mysticism in any form. But apart from an original 
cause, there is an estrangement between the two sections of the 
community no longer connected with either money or philosophy. 
The worker is now better paid than the priest, and philosophy 
has never counted for much among the masses.

The fact is that the two sections have not so much drifted apart 
as grown asunder by a process of evolution which has made the 
one almost incomprehensible to the other. Worker and priest 
have become strangers to each other by a process almost too fine 
to trace and yet cast iron in results. We might call it crystallized 
materialism versus dogmatic mysticism.

Can the walls of separation be broken down? Can one “ uni
verse of discourse” be again established between all classes in 
society? The worker-priest movement in France was certainly one 
practical and courageous attempt to achieve this. It was to be a 
personal agency. The priest was to share the workers’ conditions
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of toil and of life so that he could both show his sympathy and 
learn the workers’ outlook on life. He was to show that the 
Christian faith was not only compatible with labour, but could 
impart to it both light and uplift.

Why has the Roman hierarchy banned the movement, in spite 
of protest from many priests and even bishops? What harm was 
it causing the Church? What were the real motives in checking 
and then stopping this well-intentioned experiment?

Judging from long chapters of history .one motive can be safely 
stated — the. fear that it might damage the power and prestige of 
the Church. There need be nothing unworthy in such a motive, 
not even to the mind of a Protestant. The Church believes that 
her power is spiritual and that she is the only safe and authoritative 
guardian of spiritual truth. Therefore any experiment which would 
weaken.her power is one which would eventually harm society 
at large. But how would such a friendly effort on the part of her 
priests imperil that prestige ? That isr what many observers ask, and 
answers are various and contradictory. For the Church it can be 
argued that such friendship is bound to lead to compromise by the 
priest with the workers’ ideas, traditions and beliefs, thus lowering 
and even modifying his own professional convictions, habits and 
standards. The mixture, in short, might contain both previous 
elements, but would no longer be the same as either. And the 
danger might be much greater ; the priest might gradually become 
converted altogether to  the workers’ cast of mind, and that, pre
sumably, might be fatal. Even the friendly contact of shared toil 
might diminish the respect and reverence the layman ought to feel 
towards the Church of God, a spiritual and divinely-appointed 
institution, even if her local representative remained faithful to  all 
her tenets. In present world conditions one result might be that 
the priest imbibed a sufficient quantity of communism to unfit 
him for his holy office. Certain elements in modern communism 
are openly and aggressively atheistic. Therefore the priest by 
personal sharing of ideas with some who were communists or 
fellow-travellers might well begin to play and parley with those 
dangerous, anti-Christian ideas. And if the dangerous tendency 
grew as time went on there was no knowing what dry-rot it might 
begin to cause in the fabric of the Church in France.

The Protestant Churches in Britain entertain no such fears. 
They are not so much concerned with either the prestige or the 
authority of the Church as with the maintenance of fundamental
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Christianity. Nor are they afraid of the infection of left-wing 
political ideas because they are unbiased in these matters and ready 
to meet all views on their own merits. Moreover, there is not the 
slightest fear of too many parsons becoming workers and so liable 
to any such infection. The difficulty is to get enough to undertake 
this specialised and not too congenial task. And, finally, the 
results so far ascertained are beneficial and promising. No large 
gains have been won, but a better atmosphere has been created 
here and there.

Taking the large and progressive view, it must be deplored that 
the hierarchy has vetoed this movement in France before waiting 
to discover any real danger or sinister effects. The cleavage between 
religion and industrialism is a sad and ominous one ; and so long 
as the Church merely asserts and defends her creed and practice, 
unconcerned or at least unmoved by the vast indifference, in
comprehension and even hostility of the industrial masses’ so long 
will the total community remain divided and weakened and progress 
in social character and welfare be retarded. The worker will go 
on bereft of the finer and nobler elements of mysticism, a godless 
outlook will prevail, and the Church herself remain correspondingly 
paralysed so far as increasing influence and usefulness are con
cerned. Her latest sign of fear is a sign of weakness. She has 
shrunk from a venture of faith. It may also mean another stubborn 
and sullen stand on obscurantism, instead of a readiness to take 
the masses of ordinary men into the study and conference room 
and explain intelligently to them the inner meaning of the Christian 
dogma. It is to be hoped for the sake of both sides that the recent 
decision will be reconsidered and rescinded, for it would be a 
grand thing for France to see the curi once more the freely-chosen 
guide and father of his people in all matters moral and spiritual.
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THAW — WITH ANGELS
CHRISTOPHER FRY’S WINTER COMEDY  

by ROY WALKER

IN the cycle of seasonal plays he is writing, Christopher Fry began 
logically with Spring— The Lady's Not for Burning—skipped the 

Summer, as Nature often does in England, went on to Autumn, 
with Venus Observed, and has now given us his Winter comedy, 
The Dark is Light Enough. In the Spring play a soldier whose 
heart has been frozen by a winter of war is warmed to life by love. 
In the Autumn play an astronomer-amorist has to understand that 
at his age he must be a looker-on at youthful love. In the Winter 
play there had to be a death that somehow is part of life. It is a 
Rilke theme and Fry has given it a Rilke setting, an Austrian 
country house near the Hungarian border in the winter of 1848-9. 
And there is a Rilke angel in the house in the person of the 
Countess Rosmarin Ostenberg. What Fry has done in words to 
make the Countess a figure of Dame Nature herself in winter weeds, 
Oliver Messel has done in the colours of the costumes he designed 
for Dame Edith Evans. In the first act, a dress of blue-grey like 
the winter sky pregnant with snow, with white upon the shoulders 
and bosom. In the second act a dark green is only partly shrouded 
by a white shawl that is thrown off at the climax. But Winter can
not pass into the new life it has borne and for her death scene in 
the last act this more than humanly loving Snow Queen is clad in 
a white robe that puts her visibly, where she has been throughout, 
among the angels. Outwardly, of course, it might seem that the 
Countess was simply a social butterfly, putting her soirees before 
the sorrows of a world in the grip of a relentless General Winter. 
But Fry’s title is drawn from Fabre’s description of the flight of a 
butterfly through the storm in which even the screech-owl would 
not forsake its tree. The Countess, even more than Desdemona, is 
a moth of peace.

When the play opens the Countess is missing from home. In 
war and winter she has ventured out in a great sleigh, whither no 
one knows for the snow has covered the track. Her doctor makes 
a desperate little joke and the loyal but humourless Jakob re
proaches him : “ Think of the Countess.” “ I do,” is the answer,
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“ and the snow immediately melts.. . Her world is at a loss with
out her, for she is “ the goddess of it.” Like a true divinity she 
observes a “ divine non-interference.” “ It was an act of dark 
night ” to marry her daughter to Richard Gettner, but the marriage 
was never consummated and the Church dissolved it as though 
“ mortal mistakes were snow.” But the Countess can find her 
mysterious way in the dark and in the snow, while ordinary 
humanity like old Bella can make out little or nothing: “How can 
I tell? The window’s caked with snow, and you breathe whatever 
you do.” It is only mortal to make mistakes, though some mistakes 
may be mortal, like that of Colonel Janik who thinks that a man 
who frees himself from the army fighting for freedom deserves to 
be shot. Gettner is the man and it is to his rescue the Countess has 
gone. As Gettner says:

the snow tonight 
Comes down as white and soft as a bishop’s hand 
But the blessing falls on a night on earth 
When any man’s death is right for someone or other.

The Countess has driven alone

Into a redeemed land, uncrossed by any soul 
Or sound, and always the falling perfection 
Covering where we came, so that the land 
Lay perfect behind us, as though we were perpetually 
Forgiven the Journey.

She has found Gettner “ Fallen right out of the world in a drift of 
snow.” In a Foreword to The Lady’s Not for Burning, Fry ex
plained that “ the climate is the comedy.” As these quotations 
show, the climate is the comedy in The Dark is Light Enough too. 
It would be interesting to anatomize the piece more exhaustively 
and show the virtuosity with which the poet plays upon this climatic 
theme, but as the Countess warns me any student makes a skeleton 
look like a perfect stranger.

Gettner has deserted from the Hungarian force that has risen 
against the tyranny of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. Hungarian 
troops follow him to the Countess’s house and the Colonel delivers 
an ultimatum. Either she produces the deserter, or the Hungarians 
take prisoner her son-in-law Peter as hostage. Her son Stefan, her 
daughter Gelda, her doctor and friends have no doubt that they 
must give up a bad man to save a good one, but the Countess replies
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“ No man is mine to give you.” There must be no bargaining over 
sanctuary. At the end of the play the wheel turns full circle. The 
Hungarian forces have been routed and a ruthless revenge is being 
taken on their officers. Colonel Janik returns in search of his some
time hostage, who may be able to counsel moderation in Vienna. 
The Countess, who is dying, insists on hiding him as once she hid 
his enemy. Meanwhile Gettner has taken a horse and bolted in the 
thaw that has begun. Hearing that the Countess is dying he returns 
and offers her marriage in the belief that only love can explain the 
risks she has taken to save him. But the Countess’s love was not of 
the kind that puts one individual before others, but the rarer kind 
that puts love of humanity before everything, or rather love of all 
life, for she is genuinely more concerned about the horse, which has 
a saddle-gall, than about Richard Gettner who was by then out of 
danger. The Countess quietly dies and Gettner, about to escape 
through the window as the Austrian troops hammer at the door, is 
caught by the spirit of the dead woman. He turns back and takes 
her place, to defend the sanctuary: of the man who sought to have 
him shot as a deserter. From this bare outline of the main action, 
which is deepened by the attempt of his former wife, Gelda, to 
repair the damage of their catastrophic marriage, or to care for him 
in her mother’s spirit—she is confused between the two possibilities 
—and by Stefan’s attempt to settle the matter by a duel in which it 
is he who is badly wounded—it will be clear that this is comedy not 
“ outside the strict limits of comedy,” in the publishers’ phrase, but 
in the strictly Christian sense in which Dante wrote The Divine 
Comedy.

Christopher Fry has indeed been living a sort of double life as a 
poetic dramatist, of which the majority of those who have seen his 
comedies in the West End are probably still ignorant. What is less 
excusable, almost all the criticism of Fry that has been written has 
ignored his religious plays. While his left hand was writing A 
Phoenix Too Frequent, The Lady’s Not for Burning, Venus 
Observed, and Ring Round the Moon, the last an adaptation from 
Anouilh, his right hand was busy with The Boy With a Cart, The 
Firstborn, Thor, With Angels, and A Sleep of Prisoners. It seems 
to me that The Dark is Light Enough is nothing less than an attempt 
at synthesis of the two lines of development.-

The religious plays observe a distinct progression. The Boy is 
the childhood of religion, the simple folk tale. The Firstborn, an 
Old Testament drama with Moses as protagonist,, is largely con-

33



The EUROPEAN

trolled by a vengeful God who is outside the characters. Thor, With 
Angels, is a New Testament play, showing how. the spirit of mercy 
comes to a pagan warrior in the midst of battle. In A Sleep of 
Prisoners this exploration of the conquest of violence is extended 
to our own day and age, by the simple and sublime expedient of 
imprisoning four soldiers in a  church and interpreting their dreams.

Fry’s comedies were never so far from the specifically religious 
plays as a casual observer might suppose. In a note on Comedy he 
once confessed that “ when I set about writing a comedy the idea
presents itself to me first of all as tragedy___If the characters were
not qualified for tragedy there would be no comedy, and to some 
extent I have to cross the one before I can light on the other.” He 
had to go on until the dark was light enough. The first comedy,- 
A Phoenix Too Frequent, shows a soldier descending into a tomb, 
threatened with the shadow of death and rising triumphant with 
love in his arms. The soldier of The Lady's Not for Burning 
similarly escapes the death with which he is in love by love itself. 
The ageing Duke in Venus Observed gives way gracefully in the 
end to his own son. All these themes, as well as those of the 
religious plays, are merged into a single fugue in The Dark is Light 
Enough. The duty of love is passed on, the old brings forth the 
new, the soldier is saved from the shadow of death, and in the light 
of a universal mercy violence itself stands humble. That Fry will 
continue to join his two main themes together is suggested by the 
news that he has now undertaken an English version of Anouilh’s 
recent play, about Joan of Arc, to be called, presumably, The Lady 
is For Burning. Once more the woman is to make a saint of a 
soldier. Only this time the woman and the soldier are the same 
human being.

Aldous Huxley has lately and lethally ridiculed the preoccupation 
of criticism with its pet question of Who influenced Whom to Write 
What When. Perhaps it does not get us very much farther, after 
all. But for what it is worth, I  think it is possible to say where one 
of the central ideas of The Dark is Light Enough was found. Three 
years ago Peter Brook, who has brilliantly produced The Dark is 
Light Enough, produced The Winters Tale. That also was a Fry 
first night, in a way. Incidental music for the play, which Fry had 
written many years before, was used, and very charming it was. 
Like Aldous Huxley, I am a poor visualiser, but I still have in my 
mind’s eye a picture of the figure of Time standing in the falling 
snow, while that tender little theme was played, giving way to the
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new life and light of the sheep-shearing feast. And the only stage 
picture I would care to put beside that of Edith Evans, living in 
death, at the end of The Dark is Light Enough is that of Diana 
Wynyard as the statue that come miraculously to life near the end 
of The Winter’s Tale.

Oddly enough it would also be possible to make a comparison 
between Fry and Shaw, different as they seem at first sight, and not 
least in the sort of criticism to which they have been subjected. 
There was a time, was there not, when the pundits all agreed that 
Shaw did not write plays at all, only stage debates which were clever 
but not convincing. Shaw, on the same authority, did not create 
characters, everybody in his plays was a mouthpiece for the author, 
they all talked alike. He had, it was conceded, an enviable com
mand of language, but as he was always making jokes it was evident 
that he wasn’t  serious. One only has to change the phrasing very 
slightly to reflect the prevailing critical attitude to Fry. He cannot 
construct a dramatic action, there is no substance in his plays. He 
does not create characters. He has a gift of words but, when you 
come down to brass tacks, nothing much to say. And, of course, 
there are a good many people who would not consider the theatre 
the right place for the peace testimony of the Society of Friends.

Shaw made no concessions to his critics, who presently came 
round. Having seen what fools they made of themselves over Ibsen 
he knew what to expect. In due course, by a process never 
adequately explained by critics, Shaw became the greatest living 
playwright. Since his death his detractors have been busy again, 
but no one who experienced the purified vitality, of an invigorated 
audience at the last West End revival o iT h e  Apple Cart can doubt 
that Shaw’s real achievement is safe. What he did was to give u& 
the Shavian theatre, something new, and eventually the critics had 
to recognize that it existed. But poets tend to be more vulnerable. 
It is arguable that T. S. Eliot’s excessive artistic humility has been 
abused with good advice. When the producer’s wife slapped a good 
thriller title on his first religious play she undoubtedly helped to 
make the play a box office success. Murder in the Cathedral might 
be a Crime Club choice. But the persuasion did not stop at the 
label on the goods. Mr. Eliot admits that it is an open question 
whether there is any poetry in The Cocktail Party. The Confidential 
Clerk is “ in the same kind of verse ” and has drawn from Brooks 
Atkinson, the critic of the New York Times, the justifiable com
plaint that “ The Confidential Clerk is at least the second step Mr.
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Eliot has taken down to the level of the theatre, and it represents a 
repudiation of his own genius.” The real level of Eliot’s genius in 
poetic drama, Atkinson rightly points out, is in that “ poetic master
piece called Murder in the Cathedral." Even that is not safe now. 
Eliot allowed himself to be persuaded to write in new material for 
a film version, and effectually, spoilt the grand design of his own 
best work.

Criticism has entirely failed to consider the implications of Fry!s 
claim that in some of his works, the seasonal cycle anyway, “ the 
climate is the comedy.” Plot and character make a play, they insist, 
not just words. Why there cannot be such a thing as a play of 
atmosphere I don’t myself see. Anyway, it is noticeable that in 
The Dark is Light Enough Fry is trying to oblige. There is a good 
plot, not to say a rather complex one, if we are to integrate all its 
phases in a single pattern during the performance. There are some 
good characterisations, and to my mind James Donald as the 
deserter is as good as Edith Evans as the Countess, which is the 
highest praise I can muster. But, these two excepted, there is 
apparent a continuous competition between the characterisation and 
the poetry, so that you can hardly see the snow for footprints. 
Needless to say, the critics are not much better pleased, now that 
they have got more or less what they asked for. The Dark is Light 
Enough is something like a concerto. One ought not to be interested 
in the face of the man playing the bassoon , but in the noise he is 
making, or rather how that noise makes part of the total harmony 
of the composition.

To consider a play about what might have happened in Austria- 
Hungary in the middle of the last century as though it were con
cerned with yesterday’s problems may seem wrong. But in fact 
Fry’s liking for costume drama is not escapist in that sense. When 
The Dark is Light Enough argues that no one who believes in free
dom has a right to punish a deserter, who must be free to change his 
mind about fighting for it, he wishes to be understood anachronis- 
tically. When he remarks that

I understand we should lament an earthquake
And prepare to contrive an earthquake
With equal zest

I should understand him to be talking about the folly of preparing 
for atomic war. And the whole theme of the obligation on civilizar
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tion to conquer violence by its civilized virtues and not by dis
carding them is a tract for the times.

That being so the question, critically speaking, is not whether or 
not we agree with Fry’s pacifism, but if the period setting is the 
right one for what he wants to say to us. It is hard to believe that 
the setting can be justified, lovely as it is. Indeed it is noticeable 
that if Fry has refused to ration his language to the narrow limits 
of everyday conversation—or whatever will sound sufficiently like 
it—he has also sensed that eloquent speech is more acceptable in 
costume drama. Of all his plays there are' only two partial excep
tions to this rule. Venus Observed is in twentieth century dress, but 
is to my. mind eighteenth century in mood. A Sleep of Prisoners is 
urgently modem in costume but that alone was not sufficient to 
focus its four Biblical episodes sharply on the audience as their own 
contemporary problems. The St. Joan play will be costume once 
more.

Fry is, of course, a rebel against the world in which most of us 
are now living. I imagine there is little about it that he likes, from 
the drabness of its clothes and the poverty of its speech to its en
slavement to mechanical routines and its abstract and conventional 
thought. But there is no escape. We are his audience, and it is us 
he will have to interpret to ourselves. Just as Eliot moved from 
Murder in the Cathedral to the modem dress plays, so Fry will in 
due course find himself obliged to follow suit. Let us hope he does 
not lose his tongue on the way.. For Christopher Fry is not the 
tap-happy word-spinner of popular opinion but a poet who is 
genuinely trying to use language to cleanse the doors of perception. 
It may be that, in Blake’s categories, we should call Fry a poet of 
Innocence and Eliot a poet of Experience. But if one sometimes 
hopes that something dreadful will happen to Fry soon to precipitate 
him into the depths where he will have to write tragedies that are 
really tragedies and not comedies in- disguise, nevertheless Innocence 
is an essential element in Imagination, and that is why Fry is so 
near as well as so far from the world of The Winter’s Tale. In The 
Dark is Light Enough the soldiers are rather too Ruritanian, we 
never seriously fear they will shoot anyone in the play. The face of 
violence is more menacing than this and to change it is harder than 
this myth makes out. But if the dark is not dark enough, the light 
is lovely.
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The European at Table

WITH PEN AND WITH PAN
by ROBIN ADAIR

WRITING ABOUT COOKERY and actually performing it 
are not so very different; although it usually takes 

longer to describe a dish than to cook it. Finally, however, 
the author — or journalist — acquires a technique for speed 
and above all for the elimination of waste, in this case of 
phrases, words even, “ reducing ” until the concentrated essentials 
alone remain. All this of course provided that he really knows 
how to handle both a pen and a pan — not, alas, always the case. 
One of the most notable examples of a famous exponent of the art 
of gastronomy who was not interested in the actual performance 
of cookery was, I believe, Brillat-Savarin. Whether the author of 
one of my two or three bibles of cookery — the Dictionnaire de la 
Cuisine — Alexandre Dumas, was or was not a cook, I have never 
been able to ascertain.

More recently, Escoffier, another of my gods, was not only the 
greatest chef of his, and perhaps of all times ; his erudition was 
colossal, but he certainly lacked style when committing it to paper. 
Monsieur Andre Simon, I know, simply has not the time for cooking, 
but he could tell you after one mouthful if, and why, a dish was 
wrong ; also he has a wonderful consort who is an inspired cook 
whenever her arduous social duties allow her time to practice. But 
of all the modern examples of this kind of virtuosity, I think the 
most wonderful was my late friend and master, Marcel Boulestin. 
He was not, as so many people have thought, a chef, but a super
latively good cook. An intellectual in the finest sense, it was by a 
pure accident that he was asked by Heinemann’s to write a cookery 
book. He set to work collecting the choicest recipes from his 
family and friends in France and it was only then, in the early forties 
of his life, that he started-cooking, experimenting before committing 
the results to print. The little book was a best-seller ; he wrote 
more and more on the subject, in a language not his own, but 
with tremendous style, humour and wit, all the time practising 
what he preached by perfecting himself in the kitchen.

I have endeavoured to follow the same path — with what success 
is not for me to decide — but, for good or for ill, I can at least 
affirm that whatever directions, advice, recipes and formulae appear 
under my name, I can carry them out and demonstrate them — as 
I am frequently asked to do — myself. Happily, producing — in 
all senses of the word — delicious meals, including the actual 
preparation and cooking, is not a hardship but a great pleasure 
and relaxation. Tiredness, worry, boredom, all disappear in a 
flash the moment I am confronted with the problem of “ what
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shall we give them?”, especially when there are complications of 
unexpected extra guests, the cook “ forgot to order it,” or some 
emergency calling for rapid thought, planning, and “ making do ” 
— the joy of clearing up the refrigerator and larder ; saving tiny 
scraps which would have been thrown away by a  scornful cook 
or gobbled up by a greedy kitchen-maid !

Yet I was nearly caught out, by myself, with the little book 
The Four Seasons. After a final conference with my publisher 
and my charming and clever agent, none of us could find a title, 
after going minutely through the synopsis. “ Oh well, I will get 
on with it and we must all think hard.” The book was finished, 
in the nick of time. Still no brain-wave until at last, I  had one — 
The Four Seasons. I could see it a l l ; ' almost a novelty and so 
useful for the hostess and/or cook. B u t. . .  I did not realise when 
I sent the fatal wire and got an enthusiastic approving Teply, that 
it meant pulling the whole book to pieces, rearranging, almost 
starting all over again. For once my system of planning in advance 
had crashed. However, I had only myself to blame, and the 
completed script was “ delivered ” — after sleepless nights and days 
of fury and anguish — only ten days late ; with what results remain 
to be seen.

NEW BOOKS
The Divine King in England. Margaret Murray, Faber 25s. 
Growing Up in Neu> Guinea. Margaret Mead, Pelican Books 2s. 66.

(Reprinted 1954)

At first sight these two books would seem to have superficial 
resemblances only. For while both are about society, and both 
are by women, the first is a brilliantly tendentious incursion into 
English history, the second is a scholarly and personal account of 
a primitive people, the Manus of New Guinea. The link is there, 
however, and is stronger than the fact that both books were read 
with pleasure and for pleasure (not for duty, from a pile “ to be 
reviewed ”) by this reviewer in a  week of Baghdad floods. Both 
are typically of the twentieth century, in its reaction to those twin 
topics: the j>ast and primitive people. Both bring the jungle 
into the drawing-room. Both remind us how near the pavement 
is (for all its order, concrete, street-cleaners and well-dressed-people) 
to the ritual dancing-ground. Eighteenth century writers looted 
the past to prove the superior rationality of the Romans or Greeks ; 
eighteenth century travellers commented on the superior politeness 
of beautiful savages, and furnished Rousseau with material for his 
optimistic political pipe-dreams. Nineteenth century writers were 
bearded Olympian spectators of the jungle ; as set off from the
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folk they studied (past or present) as the white-suited missionaries 
peddling bibles and bathing costumes up-Congo. The twentieth 
century investigator, more modest, is part of what he investigates ; 
in his society, he sees the same impulses as in Papua, in himself, 
below the threshold, he sees re-enacted the minoan beastliness of 
the Agamemnon.

To all of us, our national past is important : it is part of our 
conscious picture of the world, something to which we adjust our
selves : this remains true of Europe, at least, however much the 
type of person whom the Russians have recently got round to 
calling “ cosmopolite” denies the “ folk” and its values. It is 
therefore like the discovery of a sensational skeleton in the family 
cupboard when Margaret Murray shows us that the smiling 
Plantagenet kings we collected on cigarette cards were figures in 
a ritual dance, of fertility and death, hardly less lurid than Mau- 
Mau ; William Rufus, Edward II, Anne Boleyn — willing victims, 
dying to ensure the health of their people. Fantastic? To the 
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. Hardly to our own.

Margaret Mead’s explosion is more subtle for being so modestly 
and quietly done. She writes about the Manus of New Guinea 
exactly as though they were the people next door : their behaviour 
is described without prejudice and without partisanship, as one 
way of arranging the business of life. Photographically, this kind 
of treatment would be called dead-pan. The second half of her 
book, where she shows the similarity between the materialism of 
the Manus and that of the Americans is stimulating, and re- 
invigorating, to those Europeans who believe their continent has 
something found neither in the far west or east.

We may tighten up here and there in America, force our 
children to salute or curtsy, but we can expect to have no real 
discipline and hence no real dignity until we shift our valuations 
from having to being. When the emphasis of a society is upon 
what people are — as individuals — even though it be only 
good hunters, clever swordsmen, or skilled horseback riders, 
much more so if it be as artists, scholars or statesmen, then 
discipline is in that people. The young are taught not only 
the rudiments of techniques and avoidances, how to handle 
a canoe or a telephone, judge the distance between houseposts 
or dodge an oncoming automobile, bargain over dogs’ teeth 
or over preferred stocks, but are taught to value beauty of 
speech and gesture, the understanding of fine arts which can 
come only with age and experience. When the Samoan child 
says “ o le ali,” “ the chief,” he means someone who possesses 
certain qualities of leadership, of dignity or wisdom, for which 
he has been singled out above his fellows. But the Manus 
child who says : “ He is a strong man for he has many dogs’ 
teeth,” the American child who says, “ Gee, he’s a rich guy,” 
is speaking not of the man but of his possessions.
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For those who, pushing past stacks of science-fiction and sex- 
thrillers, seek real excitement, these two books can be confidently 
recommended : The Divine King in England, a stimulating relief 
from factual history ; Growing Up in New Guinea, a vade-mecum 
for all interested in education, children, and the future.

DESMOND STEWART.

Temples of the Sun and Moon ; a Mexican Journey, Michael 
Swan, Cape, 21s.

Mexico, land of often tragic extremes, has attracted many a 
traveller from Europe, but few, surely, as balanced in their aware
ness as Mr. Swan. In this elegantly-produced volume, adorned 
with numerical and other symbols and containing good photo
graphs of Mexican life and art, he recounts a six-months visit, 
which included halts in Cuba and Puerto Rico and some days in 
British Honduras. His main aim was to explore certain little-known 
regions in Chiapas and Yucatan, especially the newly-discovered 
tomb at Palenque and the frescoes of Bonampak (the sole known 
Maya paintings) ; his descriptions of these form the most engrossing 
and original part of the book. Much of his general account repeats, 
with the inevitable personal nuance, the known facts : his four 
scholarly appendices deal adequately with Mexican history, art, 
Cuautemac, and the Conquests of the Yucatan and of the Peten- 
Itzas. Salutary is the balance he preserves on the most diverse 
themes ; a trait often lacking in impassioned, and perhaps more 
“ Mexican, ” spectators : he steers a just route between extreme 
indigenous nationalism and the “ European ” view of Mexican 
events, between blind tribute and supercilious critique as regards 
.present and everyday happenings, between Americanism and its 
obverse, and between many opposed (though secretly linked) 
sentimentalities which too often engulf the most varied observers. 
His amiable but never flaccid narrative of kaleidoscopic contacts 
implies a pleasing personality, charming and even surprising the 
Mexicans, with their repeated assumption, sullen or neutral, that 
he was a gringo from the States.

Personal preferences creep in but do not distort the balance.: 
such as his flair for cemeteries, from which indeed one might expect 
him to have delved deeper into Mexico’s cult of Death, like Lawrence, 
or like Eisenstein in his recreation of the Day of the Dead.- But 
visionary intensity and artistic genius are not always to the point ; 
and it is pleasant to read a view of Mexico that denies neither the 
violence and fire nor the softer traits nor yet the shifting middle land 
of everyday life. Sensitive, too, are his reactions to sudden horrors: 
the stoning of a Seventh Day Adventist teetotal preacher in Vera
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Cruz province, or the funeral of the Havana Seiiator, shot by a 
policeman who thought he was reaching for his automatic when he 
was trying to produce his official papers. '

Above all, we sense Mexico’s variety : aside from the main 
Aztec-Maya division. Such distinctions are vital in appraising 
Mexican cultural achievements, which is the author’s chief aim.

At Palenque : “ we sat in the central courtyard before the 
powerful slabs of sculpture in high relief that had been carved at 
some very early period of the culture, surveyed the whole area of 
the city from the top of the palace tower and tirelessly climbed 
the temple-crowned hillocks to see the magnificent stuccoes that 
are the glory of Palenque. These stuccoes are in low relief and 
compose the altars to the deities of the sky.. . .  The mutilated 
stucco figures on the pilasters of the temple proved to be the most 
beautiful of all, passing that severest of tests for great art — decay. 
. . .  In most Maya art the human face is covered by the imagined 
masks of the gods.. . .  At Palenque, and at one or two other 
cities of the Old Empire, the love of the entire human body had 
triumphed.. . . ”

Still more valuable is the account of the Bonampak frescoes : 
“ . . .  as in Egyptian painting the face is in profile no matter what 
the position of the body. To a far greater degree than the Egyptians, 
•the painters of Bonampak had the power to set down the tensions 
and movements of the human body, with a great economy of 
means, to express pure emotion.. . . ” Moreover, “ the discovery 
of Bonampak has upset many of the old theories about the Mayas 
. . .  the main themes are bloodshed,” yet — as against the Aztec 
reaction — without ecstasy or hysteria ; the priests and executioners 
“ sternly and gravely administer the ritual with consciousness of 
its horrors" — like moderns in a “ ju st” war.

The past is Mr. Swan’s artistic theme ; he seems incurious about 
modern Mexican literature (and music) : he cites a longish poem 
by one of his hostesses, but nowhere did he contact the more vital 
novelists, poets, or dramatists. His Spanish quotations are apt, 
and his examples from Mexican languages of great and necessary 
interest; but there are twenty-seven misprints in Spanish. With 
the visual arts he is more at home ; a pity he did not see Orozco’s 
frescoes — superb and novel both in vision and in expression — 
at Gualajara. With suggestive insight he feels that “ perhaps, in 
the end, the purest continuity of Mexican art will be found to have 
been outside Mexico, in the work of Henry Moore, Picasso, and 
the later work of Wotruba ”.

Finally, he scents political hope : “ That period (of political
stability), it seemed to m e,. . .  has now arrived___  For the first
time the elements of idealism are stronger than those of cor
ruption.” TERENCE WHITE GERVAIS.
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Sophocles and Pericles, VI. Ehrenberg, Basil Blackwell, 25s.

When you have read Xenophon’s Spartan Constitution as well as 
his Persian Expedition, you feel less confident about the advanced 
behaviour of the ancient Greeks vis-a-vis their theoretical freedom 
from the taint of puritanism. When you have studied the relations 
between the more civilised Greek city-states with their more 
obstinate artists, however, you may feel safer in supposing that 
they were neither philistines about verse nor photographic realists 
in plastic art.'

Dr. Ehrenberg’s book brings out with careful clarity this par
ticular relationship, here illustrated by the inter-action of Sophocles 
and Pericles on the fifth century Athenian republic. The general 
relationship is curiously like that existing between the confucian 
Chinese emperors and the Bureau of Censorship. The difference, 
indeed, is really one of terminology and status. A Chinese political 
censor resembled a red army political commissar in that his 
criticism was expressed in formal prose for limited circulation, no 
matter how elaborate its grammatical construction. An Athenian 
playwright explained the social order in its inner workings almost 
literally as a priest addressing a believing congregation. Before 
his criticism no government could stand, unless he violated the 
religious ideas of an audience whose resistance was far more to the 
matter than to the manner of his production. (People used to 
seeing grotesque kouros statuettes would never have wanted to 
daub Epstein’s statues because these last failed to resemble Olympian 
Zeus. They could and did object to leaving out the accepted 
theological subject-matter of the plays.)

Understanding this attitude, and remembering that it applied 
to at least the whole adult, male population, we may grasp, not 
so much the personal juxtaposition of Pericles the politician and 
Sophocles the poet, as that between the arts and the administration 
in general. Athens was an organic state in the highest and most 
libertarian sense of the term, at the opposite end of the scale from 
the hypnotic leviathan usually implied by the adjective “totalitarian” .

Athens was libertarian-organic largely because its citizens did not 
need to pretend to an asceticism they could not feel. Since they 
were better used to Aristophanes than to James Thurber, they 
could spend their time usefully hunting truth and beauty without 
blushing when they found them. They did not avoid brains as 
something best hidden behind a pointed beard, nor did they 
dichotomize in everything, as we do, in the multiple sphere of 
religion, art and politics.

This being so, they expected, and got, from their poets a  running 
commentary on contemporary events, as well as clear explanations 
of the more difficult points of that binding customary usage which 
underlay every Greek written constitution.

MILES D. S. KIRK.
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T. E. LAWRENCE — SECURITY 
RISK

by A. J. NEAME

T E. LAWRENCE came to an age that demanded a hero.
,  The news from the Western Front had become a horror 

of mass attacks and mass slaughters. Only casualty lists and 
Victoria Crosses, often posthumously awarded, affirmed that out in 
France the armies still consisted of individuals. Reading the 
casualty lists made the mind'go numb ; events had gone beyond 
the scope of imagination. Then there filtered back rumours of 
another war, in remote deserts, where a semi-fabulous Englishman, 
reputedly as Arab as the Arabs, on a fleet-footed camel, was engaged 
in a battle of wits with the Turk. The devilries of “ the unspeakable 
Turk ” had filled men with consternation since Lepanto ; and now 
it was said that a fair-haired, blue-eyed athlete, dressed in spotless 
white, was ranging Arabia, delivering the oppressed and smiting 
the oppressors. To a generation whose only escape from the 
nausea of anonymous warfare lay in the cynicisms of a home 
leave that could not last and might not be repeated, here at last 
was a Free Agent, influencing events by his own virtue. There 
had been strange tales of angels leading the hosts at Mons. The 
people longed for a saviour. Out of the deserts a figure now 
emerged, ascetic, just and, but for shadowy contacts with Cairo 
and Whitehall — Alone. •

Literature also had made people hero-conscious. The historical 
novel, proposing a series of Knight Errant heroes, had in the course 
of a hundred years conditioned the middle class to look for romantic 
compensation figures. At Lawrence’s advent, the historical novel 
was already in its decadence ; but the conditioned yearning for 
a hero was fullblown.

The matter of literature is not dictated exclusively by the in
ventiveness of the artist, or by fashion ; like the matter of dreams, 
it is reciprocally geared to the preoccupations of the collective 
unconscious. The literature of nineteenth-century England sprang 
from desire for a hero just as it stimulated that desire. Jung 
discovered a similar desire for a hero when he made his analysis
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of the dreams of a cross section of Germans in the 1920’s, though 
circumstances dictated a difference in the object of desire. German 
dreams were dominated by martyr figures : Siegfried, Joan of Arc ; 
and sprang from the anguished desire for a leader who would save 
the nation. The English public, stifled by prosperity and con
vention, had inclined towards projection figures of their own 
pragmatic selves : practical, resourceful, often cold, sometimes even 
satanic ; but always doing things that the English middle class 
could not, would not, or dared not do. The German dream-wish 
was fulfilled beyond all expectations between 1933 and 30th April 
1945, but the yearnings of nineteenth-century England went largely 
unrewarded. Robert Browning ran off with Miss Barrett, but 
that was more of an idyll than an epic ; Florence Nightingale was 
too much the specialist ; “ Chinese ” Gordon had his following 
but was known to drink ; for a limited public there was Mary 
Slesser. Swinburne had recognised the true hero of the age in 
Richard Burton ; but Swinburne’s opinions were as unacceptable 
to the middle class as were Burton’s candid revelations of oriental 
sexuality. On the sex issue the" public preferred its idols to be 
neutral or passive. The life of Cecil Rhodes perhaps came nearest 
to the popular ideal. The character of Rhodes quite apart, his life 
as an Empire builder had epic qualities : struggles in the Dark 
Continent, the pathos of the Jamieson Raid, the infinitely wily 
enemy. But the heroes and heroines were all so middle-aged ; 
and Rhodes was too much involved in diamond marketing to win 
whole-hearted confidence.

Lawrence was ideally equipped to play the hero of a national
compensation neurosis. He was a man of mystery. Scarcely
anyone had met him ; little was known about him. Ignorance
encouraged the growth of a legend. He posed for innumerable
photographs against palm trees, black tents and coffee pots ; it 
was natural to identify him with the Sheikh of Araby. And then, 
as more facts became available, another image became imposed 
upon the first, of a Nordic giant or, as some averred, a Nordic 
pygmy, but at all accounts handsome and energetic : with pene
trating eyes, muscles like cord, vast powers of endurance : dis
interested, dedicated, indifferent to discomfort, content with little 
food and no bed ; a stranger to sexual desire, and yet manly. 
Dauntless, humorous and ju s t : it was Ivanhoe, the Sheikh of 
Araby and Bulldog Drummond all rolled into one. A costume 
novel unfolded before men’s eyes. The hero had come.
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And come to stay.
When Lawrence returned to England, one could have predicted 

a hero’s welcome, a year’s lionisation while people compared 
the man with his myth, followed by half a century of prize day 
presentations. Things turned out otherwise. The reporters were 
baulked. The hero never came before his public. . .  or if he did, 
on five separate occasions, attend Lowell Thomas’s illustrated 
lecture, “ With Allenby in Palestine and Lawrence in Arabia,” 
in the Royal Opera House or at the Albert Hall, he only stayed 
until he was recognised and then darted away. The magnanimous 
hero who had accepted the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel for the sake 
of a priority booking on a troop train, refused to fill the place that 
was rightly his ; he proved as unamenable as he was illusive. 
He transferred the evasive tactics of desert warfare to his relations 
with the British public. He made a few brisk sorties from the 
decent obscurity of Cabinet meetings, once as far as Buckingham 
Palace, once to a photographer’s shop near Piccadilly Circus, on 
both occasions inconspicuously robed as a Prince of Mecca. He 
made a floodlit appearance, well out of range, at the Versailles 
Peace Conference, where he wore British uniform with Arab 
modifications. It became known that he enjoyed the intimacy of 
the great. Lloyd George hobnobbed with him ; General Allenby 
had publicly honoured him ; Mr. Winston Churchill had, they 
said, preferred his services as interpreter in Arabic to those of the 
Arab scholar and patriot George Antonius. The deliberations 
showed his fire-power, but secured little for the Arabs ; he vanished 
into All Souls’ College, Oxford. He had refused a general’s rank, 
a Victoria Cross and a knighthood. Like Greta Garbo, he wanted 
to be alone. His nicely calculated' withdrawal left the public, 
like the Turks before, a prey to wildest speculation.

“ Lawrence was writing a book,” an immensely long and pen
itential book, as an act of reparation to the Arabs, of whose betrayal 
by the Great Powers he had been the witting, if unwilling, instrument. 
No one would see the book for forty years. It would be locked 
up in a vault of the British Museum. It was to be “ a pyramid 
in English literature”. A few de luxe copies, illustrated by 
Augustus John and Eric Kennington, were sold very secretly for 
ninety pounds a piece. Lawrence longed to be forgotten and 
unknown. To relieve the indigence of Doughty’s old age, he 
procured publication of a memorial edition of Travels in Arabia 
Deserta, to which he wrote a very personal introduction explaining
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the influence that Doughty had exerted over him. The edition 
sold out within the year and was immediately re-issued. Sadly 
hounded by reporters and tuft-hunters, Lawrence resigned from 
the Colonial Office, changed his name to Ross and enlisted in the 
ranks of the R.A.F. But in the 1920’s, leading-aircraftsmen in 
uniform did not frequent literary parties in Bloomsbury as much 
as they do now: Butlers in their ignorance would bar him the 
door. The host would rush out and embrace the visitor on the 
front steps. Guests, previously primed as to the airman’s identity* 
would connive at several hours of make-believe, until at last it 
would turn out that there was no one left-in the room who had not, 
at some time during the reception, been taken aside by the boy in. 
blue and disabused of the innocuous deceit. “ I’m Lawrence. 
Don’t'tell anyone.” And all the while, there was Lowell Thomas 
going up and down the world on a four year speaking tour, 
acclaiming the son of solitude as “ Uncrowned King of Arabia,” 
a modern “ Ulysses, King Arthur, and Richard the Lion-Hearted,” 
a man who “ in his desert robes looked like the reincarnation of 
one of the prophets of old ” . Worse still, Lowell Thomas 
transcribed his lectures into a book, relating the feats 
of “ one of the most picturesque personalities of modern 
times, a man who will be blazoned on the romantic pages 
of history with Raleigh, Drake, Clive and Gordon ” ; he said, 
“ one thing is certain, that he will not permit his country to make 
a hero of him ” ; he sent the adventure-starved public into deliria 
of admiration as they read on the flyleaf of the glorificatory volume 
a note that, with the stimulating chill of a water pistol’s jet, 
declared : The Publishers desire to state that Colonel Lawrence 
is not the source from which the facts o f this volume were obtained, 
nor is he in any way responsible for its contents. That was the master 
stroke. The public had thrilled to the exploits of the man who had 
fought and suffered his way to victory and to glory ; it fell prostrate 
before the hero who would not be a hero, who renounced that 
glory at its height and rejected its fruits in favour of a hermit’s 
life in Bpping Forest. (In those days, Epping Forest was quite 
five miles from the terminus of the Tube.)

Little wonder then, if great shame, that an officer for a small 
sum, betrayed the identity of L.A.C. Ross to the Daily Express. 
The embarrassed R. A.F. discharged Lawrence a t once. The guerrilla 
war against the public began to take on a regular cyclic form ; 
though the objective of the campaign still remains in doubt :
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whether it was oblivion, or the fame that follows fame’s renunciation. 
He changed his name again. He re-enlisted, this time in the army, 
but did not like it. By pulling every string as Lawrence, he suc
ceeded in having himself transferred back to the R.A.F. as Shaw. 
From the obscurity of service life he sent the manuscript ot Revolt 
in the Desert to his publishers, then begged to be posted to India 
to avoid the commotion that the first popular account of the desert 
war from his own pen would inevitably cause. In India it may 
have been that in reply to the routine question : Who is your next 
of kin? he retorted : Never mind, just tell the Daily Mail. Yet 
his chagrin knew no bounds when, his presence on the North-West 
Frontier coinciding with an Afghan revolt, the disturbances were 
attributed to him and he was denounced by several foreign powers 
as “ the arch-spy of the world”.'- Despite his protests at the 
injustice of it all, he was shipped back to England, where a year 
later a similar fiasco occurred. Heedless of the dangers of recog
nition, he attended the Schneider Cup Race as an aircraft’s mech
anic or some such nonentity. The rally was thronged with public 
men of Versailles and after. In the midst of all the brass and 
bowlers, Lawrence in dungarees was kissed by Marshal Balbo, 
Italian Minister of State for Air. After that, Air Marshal Trenchard 
would only consent to his remaining in the service if he promised 
never to speak to any “ great men ” again. Life went quietly on 
with an occasional resounding publication, until 1934, when Liddel 
Hart, after close consultation with the agonised hermit, produced 
his authoritative biography, T. E. Lawrence, in Arabia and after. 
This again was the book of an avowed admirer, but the treatment 
of the subject was different. Liddel Hart suppressed the Rudolf 
Valentinoesque figure of Lowell Thomas’s creation in favour of a 
humanised Lawrence with mental processes, emotions and nervous 
depressions. For the Sheikh of Araby, he substituted the military 
strategist and inspired mechanic.

The new book appeared in March and such was the demand 
for it that the second and third impressions were issued before 
the month was ended. Liddel Hart relates how a cripple child 
was sustained through nights of suffering by the possession of a 
copy autographed by Lawrence. No miraculous cures were 
reported. However, the “ Message” that was added after 
Lawrence’s death shows unmistakably that there was a cult in the 
making. “ Not long ago,” writes Liddel Hart, “ the young men 
were talking, the.young poets writing, of him in a Messianic strain
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— as the man who could, if he would, be a light to lead stumbling 
humanity out of its troubles We do not quite recall the names 
of these young poets ; all the same there was more in this than 
mere extravagance. After the Indian adventure, Lawrence had 
been burnt in effigy on Tower Hill by the communists — an indica
tion of political hostility more substantially based than on a silly 
spy scare in Afghanistan. Lawrence, for all his eccentricities and 
ambivalences, was the last man to have any sympathy with the 
ideals of Popular Democracy. Liddel Hart summed up his hero 
in these words : “ In him, the Spirit of Freedom came incarnate 
to a world in fetters ” — hyperbole understandable in a funeral 
oration. The “ incarnate Spirit of Freedom,” Lawrence may not 
have' been ; that he was the lone scout, the lost leader, was a 
certainty. As long as he remained sunk in anti-social neuroses, 
he represented no effective threat to the bolshevisation of British 
youth, but should he have recovered his mental balance and 
assumed the responsibilities that his talents and achievements had 
imposed upon him, his prestige alone, to say nothing of his energy, 
would have made him a devastating opponent to communist 
ambitions. The communists as early as 1929 had foreseen that 
in the rigorous counter-conformist lurked a potential leader — not 
only of the country’s youth — who might at any time direct his 
powers towards an anti-communist offensive — a leader who, as 
the incident of the crippled child shows, commanded an adulation 
not far removed from the idolatrous.

In the last months of Lawrence’s life, it seemed that he might 
indeed be on the point of quitting the desert of his own devising. 
There was even talk of his entering politics. The talk was discreet 
but, had no political party been named, it would not have been 
hard to predict where his sympathies would eventually have led 
him. He would not have been tempted by the Marxist servitude, 
nor by the industrial agitations of the socialists, though in default 
of an alternative, his feeling for the active section of the working 
class, for the ranker and the mechanic, might have drawn him to 
the latter. Liberalism, already synonymous with bourgeois pusil
lanimity, was out of the question, as was the hard-headed, com
placent conservatism of the officer class which he had unequivocally 
rejected. There remained British Union. ‘ Its doctrine of the elite 
and its emphasis on the qualities of leadership and dynamism had 
already won the support of Lawrence’s close friend, Henry 
Williamson. It would probably have won Lawrence too, had
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death not intervened.
When death came, the legend grew more than ever. A motor

cycling accident occurred. There was a conflict in the evidence 
at the inquest. It was said that Lawrence had just been riding 
too fast, as he always had ridden too fa s t; that he had swerved 
to avoid two errand-boys ; that he had been driven off the road 
by a black saloon car. No one saw the accident actually take 
place. Verdict — misadventure. The black car, what part did it 
play in Lawrence’s death? It had been visible to one person on 
the road and invisible to two. Could the car have perhaps been 
trailing a wire? Had Lawrence been on the point of pledging his 
support to British Union ? — possibly the Messianic mission hinted 
by Liddel Hart. Some said Lawrence had been killed by the reds.

Nineteen years have passed since that May morning ; the 
chances of our knowing the true cause of his death are almost nil. 
The villagers of Moreton and Bovington maintain that he never 
died at all. The tradition for his survival rests on a curious detail. 
When the bearers had lowered his coffin into the grave, instead of 
drawing the coffin bands up again, they left them in position. It 
was easy therefore for Lawrence’s friends to raise the coffin during 
the night. Lawrence escaped, to return, like King Arthur, in the 
hour of greatest need.

By fifteen years of masterly campaigning, fifteen years of sudden 
advance into, and as sudden withdrawal from, the public eye, 
Lawrence had turned himself into a folk-hero. No one can guess 
to what lengths the interested parties might have gone in exalting 
or distorting his memory, if Lawrence’s book, “ a pyramid in 
English literature,” had been left unopened for forty years in the 
vaults of the British Museum or, better still, if at the end of the 
forty years the manuscript had unaccountably disappeared, as it 
had once done on Reading Station. Lawrence and his book that 
might not be opened for forty years — a traditionally scriptural 
period — remind one of Joanna Southcott and her box, though in 
the case of The Seven Pillars o f Wisdom there was no dallying o r 
waiting on the leisure of the Bench of Bishops. Messrs. Cape 
showed strong-mindedness and business acumen ; the first popular 
edition was in the shops before the year was out. The parallel 
with Joanna Southcott may be carried further, for when the 
mysterious book was opened by the public, it was found, as its 
author had feared, to be empty. Monumental, exotic, interesting 
in parts, but essentially empty. The central figure, the I  that must
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impose a unity upon the hugely accumulated material, is never 
realised. In its place we are offered a series of attitudes : 
humilities, humiliations, joys, fortitudes, miseries ; but never a 
personality that might by even a little human warmth fuse the 
three hundred thousand words into something more than many 
words.

A pyramid the book is, for sheer bulk, but a pyramid of ice. 
Within it, certain events are reproduced with a bloodless precision. 
These “ sequencies ” never achieve plasticity, the characters never 
seem tangible, even when they are in technicolour — because the 
hero is never there to touch them into life. The attitudes of the /  
merely raise or lower the tonality. A pyramid is not only the 
epitome of contrived bulk. It is the symbol of death in life — a 
sterile monument to emptiness. The gossip who talked of “ a 
pyramid in English literature ” spoke truer than he knew.

Lawrence had a magnificent story to tell. If he had treated it 
honestly and objectively, even with the flat objectivity of a staff 
officer’s appreciation, it could not have failed to be gripping, might 
not have fallen far short of the epic. But Lawrence consciously 
wanted to write an epic. (One is reminded of Mr. Spender who 
wanted to be a poet.) Instead of leaving the planes of his pyramid 
free, to emphasise the magnitude'of the material — an unflawed 
pyramid of ice can be beautiful in itself and beautiful too the re
fraction of light through its facets — Lawrence engraved his pyramid 
from base to apex with arabesques of language : Morte d’Arthur- 
isms : a day's journey all about; Latinisms : they studied their 
generation ; Arabisms ; he made rebellion, we baked bread: 
echoes of the Authorised Version : others all o f  the creed, the 
soldiers would be here to take me ; scraps of schoolboy lingo ; 
I  bore it for a while, till he got too beastly ; the colloquial use of 
wonderfully, really and g e t ; flights of abstracts and figurative uses 
where the concrete is demanded ; to which Mr. E. M. Forster 
with approval adds “ Oxfordisms and Doughty ” . The entire 
structure is frosted over with this meretricious trumpery called 
style. No soaring, unbroken planes to this pyramid ; only a 
garish fretwork of applied ornament more appropriate to the 
fagade of a Hindu temple.

Like inexpert crystal-gazers, we peer through the opaque crust, 
this nicely woven style as Mr. Forster called it, blaspheming Oxford 
and Doughty in one breath. As soon as we grow interested in 
an episode, our attention is drawn back to the grotesque syncretism
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of the surface. There are occasional transparencies, of course, 
and where the transparencies coincide with a striking episode there 
come fine moments. One of these occurs where he relates the 
dynamiting of a train at Mudowarra :

. . . .  There followed a terrific roar, and the line vanished from 
sight behind a spouting column of black dust and smoke a 
hundred feet high and wide. Out of the darkness came shattering 
crashes and long, loud metallic clangings of ripped steel, with 
many lumps of iron and plate ; while one entire wheel o f a loco
motive whirled up suddenly black out o f the cloud against the sky, 
and sailed musically over our heads to fall slowly and heavily into 
the desert behind. Except for the flight of these, there' succeeded 
a deathly silence. . .

That engine wheel whirling black and musical through the smoky 
air is more solid, more charged with energy, than any other person 
or thing imprisoned in.the book. Or again, there is the vivid 
brutality of this

___  In front of the tent the dogs cracked the dry bones loudly,
and Mifleh's slave in the comer split the sheep’s skull, and sucked 
out the brains. . .

At moments, Lawrence writes like an Imagist. It must have been 
on the strength of some such passage, and not for his publicity 
value alone, that Ezra Pound approached him in 1920 with a view 
to his contributing to The Dial. The reason that Lawrence gave 
for his refusal shows that he did not know where his talent as a 
writer lay. “ I’m academic, idyllic, romantic,” he said by way of 
excuse. It is in the occasional telling detail that Lawrence displays 
his literary powers, not in the hotch-potch of “ high style ” that he 
naively supposed to comprehend and transcend all that was 
stylistically admirable in English literature before him. In the 
foreword to his translation of the Odyssey he said that “ wherever 
choice offered between a poor and a rich word richness had it, 
to raise the colour ”. The innocent was still wandering in the 
mazes of Sir Thomas Mallory.

It is surprising in view of Lawrence’s conception of himself as an 
idyllic, romantic writer, that he should have gained the reputation 
for frank speaking on taboo subjects. There is that celebrated 
passage on the second page of the tex t:

----- In horror of such sordid commerce (with whores) our
youths began indifferently to slake one another’s few needs in 
their own clean bodies — a cold convenience that, by comparison,
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seemed sexless and pure. Later, some began to justify this sterile 
process, and swore that friends quivering together. . .  found 
hidden in the darkness a sensual coefficient of the mental passion 
which was welding our souls and spirits in one flaming effort.

Allowing for the fact that this is a purple patch (souls and spirits, 
flaming effort), just what is it about? . Who does Lawrence mean 
when he talks about our youths? Does he mean Arab youths? 
Homoerotic love is a commonplace among the Arabs ; no Arab 
would need to justify or rationalise such practices since in Islam 
they are not condemned. Perhaps by some he means himself; 
but that is laughable — the deeply Arabised Englishman casting 
about in the Protestant conscience for justification of his adoptive 
countrymen’s morals, and producing such a very metaphysical 
solution. Or perhaps our youths are to be understood as British 
soldiers ; if so, it is strange that we should be told no more about 
their personalities than this, for our youths must have been 
Lawrence’s intimate companions, or he could scarcely have known 
what went on under cover of night amid “ the yielding sand ” . 
Par from being frank, this passage is one of suggestive ambiguity, 
and therefore an extraordinary obscenity — like a coloured postcard 
of a girl’s suspender. The sentehce that follows is stranger still :

___  Several, thirsting to punish appetites they could not wholly
prevent, took a savage pride in degrading the body, and offered 
themselves fiercely in any habit which promised physical pain 
or filth.

Wherever among the Bedouin could you find so complicated a 
psychopathy as that? The Arabs are perhaps the least neurotic 
people in the world where sex is concerned. Scarcely conceivable 
that such a psychoneurotic could have been recruited from the 
Howeitat or the Beni Sakhr. This state of mind points to an origin 
somewhere nearer home. And are we really to believe that there 
were several, i.e., upwards of three, advanced psychoneurotics in 
the Hejaz?

We find the same self-conscious vagueness at the end of the 
chapter treating of Lawrence’s rape at the hands of Turkish 
soldiers :

___  Their consideration (a friendly tribe) momently stayed me
to carry the burden, whose certainty the passing days confirmed: 
how in Deraa that night. the citadel o f  my integrity had been 
irrevocably lost.

If this is not mere rhetoric, (note momently stayed, i.e., temporarily
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helped), its meaning must depend on what we understand by citadel 
o f my integrity. If we take a figurative reading, there seem to be 
three possible interpretations. Lawrence had a growing conviction 
that he himself had done something dishonourable at Deraa ; 
but that does not make sense, since he tells us clearly that he was 
the victim of force majeure. Lawrence had lost his male virginity 
and felt polluted in his most inner being. This seems more likely 
until we take into account the clause : whose certainty the passing 
days confirmed. A rape is certain at the time when it happens, 
it is not something to be confirmed by the passage of time. The 
growing conviction of pollution seems improbable when w.e consider 
that Lawrence had rationalised the sexual behaviour of our youths 
engaged on the campaign as in some way contributing to the war 
effort. The third possibility is that Lawrence became increasingly 
aware that the psychophysical shock sustained at Deraa had broken 
his will to resist the passive homoerotic tendencies latent in his 
own nature. If on the other hand we take the citadel o f integrity 
as a periphrasis for an organ of the body, we are faced with similar 
difficulties ; for how can an organ be said to be irrevocably lost 
without a man’s knowing that it is lost until some time afterwards ? 
The fissure can be cured, so can the pox ; neither is an irrevocable 
condition. Or again, if Lawrence that night in Deraa had sustained 
so grave an injury that he became impotent* or incontinent, why 
does he not tell us so in plain words, or maintain a discreet silence 
on the whole matter?

About Lawrence the man, as opposed to Lawrence the myth 
and Lawrence the stylist, his friends have told us as much as they 
wish to tell, and we are thrown back for further information on 
what we can deduce from his writings. “ We will not say that 
those who read Seven Pillars will know Lawrence,” wrote our 
Prime Minister in the days when he was still reviewing for the 
Daily Mail, “ but, reading with a sympathetic eye, they will know 
as much as anyone will ever know.” Schoolmasters read Seven 
Pillars with a sympathetic eye and often recommend it to their 
charges as an introduction to adult literature. Suppose we read it 
with ah impartial eye ; can Lawrence’s character escape us?

Lawrence tells that he had three aims when he undertook the 
desert campaign : to help the Arabs rid themselves of the Turks ; 
to win a cheap victory for his own countrymen; the third aim

* c.f. T.E.L.’s letter quoted by Henry Williamson (The European, M ay 1954,
p. 51) “  Let not us im potents be shy o f our im potence."
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he does not disclose, but implies that the perceptive reader can 
deduce it for himself : the discovery of the true Lawrence. Seven 
Pillars and his subsequent unhappy life show that in this aim he 
failed. Archaeologist, Prince of Mecca, Arab patriot, British 
patriot, pre-Raphaelite printer, leading-aircraftsman : each mask 
was tried, only to be discarded with repugnance. He was incapable 
of discovering a vocation that fitted his personality, since he could 
not discover what his true personality was. At school when boys 
are slow at making up their minds what to do in life, the “ careers ” 
master asks them what their out-of-school interests are, and tries 
to recommend a course coincident with these interests. Had a 
supernal “ careers ” master asked Lawrence what he really enjoyed, 
academic subjects apart, Lawrence, 'after prevaricating and pre
tending that he enjoyed, and was good at, nothing, would probably 
have replied : “ Writing, I think ” . He would have been wrong. 
Lawrence only comes really alive on the mention of Crusaders, 
demolitions and pain — typical preoccupations of the adolescent 
boy. The activities of Lawrence’s manhood are the attempts to 
realise the fantasies of an arrested adolescence. (Freud’s identifica
tion of homosexuality with a fixation in the anal-sadistic stage of 
development is not to be left out of account here, or indeed, in the 
whole study of Lawrence’s psychology.) Schoolboys prefer Seven 
Pillars to Moby Dick. Immature calls to immature. They see 
in Lawrence’s activities the realisation of their own romantic, 
destructive and cruel self-projections. Schoolmasters too find this 
work fascinating. Arrested development recognises arrested de
velopment. Veterans of the profession know an additional pleasure, 
for they can picture themselves at their study desks, summoning 
Lawrence of the Upper Sixth, the epitome of the glamorous “ all- 
rounder,” watching him in the torments of guilt and indecision, 
hearing their own harsh voices : “ Own up, Lawrence, own up 
that you loved in the Arab way ” ; tenderly, their fingers clasp 
the cane.

Poor Lawrence — the schoolmasters were in his own head, as 
well as in the commonrooms. To evade their reproaches he took 
refuge in neurosis. The sense of guilt lay heavy on him. In his 
writings of the immediately post-war period, in Seven Pillars and 
private letters alike, this morbid conviction in the subconscious, 
far deeper than his rational confession of double-dealing, is 
recurrently betrayed. The concept of cleanliness (radical to those 
anally-fixated) obtrudes in the most improbable places.
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The obsessive idea of cleanliness finds early expression in Seven 
Pillars :

___ I went up the Tigris with one hundred'Devon Territorials,
young, dean, delightful fellows, full of the power of happiness 
and of making women and children glad.

Intro. Chapter p.23.—1919.
Nothing very obtrusive or improbable about that, perhaps ; just 
a scoutmasterly description of young Britons abroad. We might 
pass it over as trivial, were it not for the other examples that follow. 
Meanwhile, it is worth noting that clean comes in juxtaposition to 
fellows and power o f making women glad— the power Lawrence 
hints that he himself lost at Deraa ; also that these young, clean, 
delightful fellows were possibly marching to their death. We shall 
return to this later, after considering less complex examples.

___ Trenchard sounded to me clean and honest. . .  and means
to play fair by the local people.

Letter to Lord. Winterton.—1920.
Contrariwise, we may understand that those who do not play fair 
by local peoples are dishonest and dirty. Lawrence was acutely 
conscious that he had not played fair :

----  In this hope (of self-government) they performed some
fine things, but, of course, instead of being proud of what we did 
together, I  was continually and bitterly ashamed.

S.P. p.24.—1919.
Again in private correspondence we find :

. . . .  I have changed (my name) for peace and cleanliness.
Letter to Ezra Pound.—1920.

Here cleanliness may appear to the inexperienced eye as an affected 
substitute for quiet. But the whole business of the change of name 
and the effort to assume a new personality was only at its most 
superficial level an attempt to escape into that peace which is the 
absence of publicity. It was a bid to shake off an earlier personality 
that was befouled and intolerable. Some people of Lawrence’s 
sensitivity change their religion, some their politics, in this same 
effort to make a clean break with the past. Lawrence tried to 
produce the same result by changing his name, an expedient 
sanctioned by the symbolising folk-mind where name and identity 
are inseparable ; change one, change both.
Again :

----- The upshot of our talk was that I should go off to a clean
spot, to await events. S.P. p.356.—1920

56



T. E. LAWRENCE — SECURITY RISK

In its context clean means nothing ; there has been no suggestion 
that the location of the talks was in any way dirty. Clean is a 
substitute for other, i.e., I  should go off to another spot . . . 
Where other and clean are equated, the other place (the place where 
Lawrence is not) is clean, as distinguished from the place where 
Lawrence talks (has human contacts, is man qud social creature) 
which is defiled. His presence is an ambulant contamination in 
which he himself is trapped, though he wear the spotless white 
robe of a Prince of Mecca.

___  The slopes were clean with the sharpness of wormwood.
S.P. p.307.—1920.

Here clean stands for fresh, fresh-smelling : another example of

compulsive substitution. It is correlated towor mwood, a symbol 
of the grave (see quotation below, 5.P.p.315). This obsessive 
relationship between cleanliness (reverse : guilt), and the death- 
wish coupled with violence, is embodied in the motto chosen by 
Lawrence for the cover of his book:

___  The sword also means cleanness and death.

Against whom is the sword to be turned? It can be used in two 
ways : against others, or against the self. The instrument of 
destruction does not query the intention of the agen t; but the 
destructive impulse in the agent, particularly in a retarded adolescent, 
functions ambiguously. Lawrence’s destructive impulse appeared 
to be directed outwards : against railway engines (in dreams, 
symbolic of potency, of the power o f  making women glad) ; against 
Turks (embodiments of neurotic fears) ; against recalcitrant allies 
(figures symbolising the self in revolt against the mutual obligations 
of a moral society). In reality, his urge to destroy was turned 
inwards upon “ the household traitor,”  himself. Shropshire Lad 
XLIV  might have been written for him. In  1920, Lawrence was 
convinced that he was one of the “  souls undone, undoing others 
He might with equal felicity have applied the lines :

Shot? so quick, so clean an ending?
O that was right, lad, that was brave. . .

to himself, or to the young clean, delightful fellows in the Territorial 
Army of whom he cryptically remarked :

. . . .  Their vicar rejoiced, while his brethren were wounded 
in their manhood.
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Indeed, but for his incompetence at rhymed verse, he might have 
written The Shopshire Lad himself ; all the psychoneurotic material 
was ready to hand, even that aesthetic appreciation for dead youths, 
to which Mr. Desmond Stewart drew attention in a recent study 
of Housman’s poetry in The European*

. . . .  The dead men looked wonderfully beautiful. The night 
was shining gently down, softening them into new ivory. Turks 
were white-skinned on their clothed parts, much whiter than 
Arabs ; and these soldiers had been very young. Close round 
them lapped the dark wormwood.. . .  Surely if straightened they 
would be comfortable at last. So I put them all in order, one by 
one, very wearied myself, and longing to be one of these quiet 
ones. . .

S.P. p.315.
Is not this, on a larger scale, the prefect’s loving pity for the boys 
be caned too hard ; the headmaster’s ghoulish regret after the 
expulsion that had to be? A dangerous hero for boys of all ages.

Yet had Lawrence later succeeded in striking a bargain with his 
arrested adolescence and returned to take part in the business of 
life, what part would it have been ? If he had opted for politics, 
for example, and become a National Socialist, what clues to his 
likely behaviour do we find in Seven Pillar s i  We know his powers 
when applied in a short campaign ; we may doubt how he would 
have shaped in a campaign lasting twenty years. He endured the 
whips of the Turks, but what of a five-year detention in British 
prisons under 18b? Again, with that egoism that, despite himself, 
eclipsed the equal achievements of others in the desert war, could 
he have discharged a subordinate position in any closely geared 
organisation? That he could be ruthless when in a position of 
responsibility we know from the episode of Hamid the Moor. 
(Poor Moor ! It was not you, but Lawrence, that “ A1 Auruns ” 
was shooting out there among the rocks 1) But his dislike of 
responsibility is one of the dominant complaints of the book. 
Most important of all, to anyone setting out on a crusade,, are 
purity of heart and integrity of purpose. Honesty in his dealings 
with the Arabs; as with his readers, was lacking in h im  :

. . . .  Not being a perfect fool, I  could see that if we won the 
war the promises to the Arabs were dead paper. Had I  been 
an honourable adviser I would have sent my men home and not 
let them risk their lives for such stuff. Yet the Arab inspiration 
was our main tool in winning the Eastern war.____________

* An article entitled Im m oral Books, M arch 1953.
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That is why Lawrence is remembered by the Arabs, not as a 
liberator, but a spy who did not even keep his bargain.

. . . .  Yet I cannot put down my acquiescence in the Arab 
fraud to weakness of character or native hypocrisy : though of 
course I must have had some tendency, some aptitude for deceit, 
or I would not have deceived men so well. . .

If Lawrence was bent on crusading, it would have been better for 
his integrity, to say nothing of the bodies of his neighbours, if he 
had decided which crusade he wanted to win. Once the conflict 
of aims between the Arabs and the Allies had become clear, a man 
of higher principle, that is, a man who Was not stage-struck on a 
leading role as “ Prince of Mecca,” would have made a clean 
choice- between both, or have resigned.

. . . .  Pray God that men reading the story will not, for the love 
of the glamour of strangeness, go out to prostitute themselves 
and their talents in serving another race.

Lawrence is an awful object lesson to anyone in love with the 
glamour o f strangeness ; his exhibitionist flight from the everyday 
into the glamour of war and politics produced public consequences 
which were far beyond his control, and which also frustrated his 
efforts to integrate his own personality. It is no prostitution for 
a man to serve an alien race for the right motive. Hundreds have 
done it with honour, identifying themselves with the nations that 
they served. One might instance Lafayette, the “ Wild Geese ” of 
Ireland, Marshal Bernadotte (later Charles XIV of Sweden), Albert 
Schweitzer — men preoccupied with work, not with effect. To 
serve others, a man need not masochistically become “ a possession 
of aliens,” need not lead “ a Yahoo life, having bartered his soul 
to a brute master ” . A free giving is never prostitution. Prostitu
tion begins where love is simulated for an end. The case of T. E. 
Lawrence shows all travellers that he who journeys to find his 
true self must first strip himself of every reservation, every obligation; 
and then must freely give himself to his Fate, not flirt with her.
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LETTERS
BLACK AND TANS

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

I do not share the first-hand experience of the “ tan ” war of 
Mr. R. Reynell Bellamy (whose letter appeared in your May issue) 
as I was not alive at that time : but I have heard enough from 
some who do to take with a pinch of salt the “ usual good characters 
from parson and J.P.” that he mentions. Perhaps the riffraff 
joined later than he did ; but, at one time or another, I  have heard 
or read that the civilians of Aldershot were afraid to venture out 
at night when those so-called police were taking the air (and the 
booze) ; that convicted criminals were exempt from imprisonment 
— or even released from it — if they joined the Black and Tans ; 
that some had to be placed under restraint and shipped home 
raving mad, and that the infantry, for the most part, disliked and 
despised them (although some of the latter were not much better). 
Also, there was a deal of looting by the Crown Forces, as there 
has been elsewhere in more recent years. "Whatever may be the 
heads or tails of the above, the Black and Tans have gone down in 
history with a reputation more black than tan.

As regards recruits from outside Great Britain, I  heard of at least 
one Canadian who joined. Mr. Bellamy mentions some “ who 
had been Irish loyalists and were in consequence under sentence 
of death by the I.R.A.”. I remember my late father saying that 
he received a warning and a threat when he returned to Dun 
Laoghaire on leave in naval uniform. I also served in 1945-46 
under a commanding officer who had to leave Co. Kerry in a hurry 
during those unhappy days. But the civilians killed or given 
marching orders by the I.R.A. had given information to the Crown 
Forces. It was Mr. Bellamy’s side who shot people at random and 
some of their victims were former members of the British army. 
The people misnamed “ loyalists ” are certainly not extinct, however.

Yours, etc.,
Patrick J. N. Bury.

Ballymountain House,
Waterford, Eire.

EUROPEAN SOCIALISM
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

Sir Oswald Mosley’s recent article on “ European Socialism ” 
raises a number of problems. The first is of historic interest but 
of little tactical significance. The second is one of theoretical
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interest and but of little more tactical importance. The third is 
one of practice and consequently of the most concrete import.

(1) Before the war Sir Oswald confided “ Every member of that 
(industrial) body acts in harmony with the purpose of the whole 
under the guidance and driving brain of Fascist Government 
Such quotations could be multiplied ad infinitum. Today Sir 
Oswald maintains that “ the state should retire from the manage
ment of industry. .

To what historic alterations in the organisation of industry and 
commerce can Sir Oswald point to justify this altered view?

Many of Sir Oswald’s followers suffered hurt and confinement 
as a consequence of their acceptance of the historic necessity of the 
Corporate State. Today Sir Oswald relegates corporative organisa
tion to the relatively brief intermediary period between capitalism 
and the European Socialist State.

Is such a departure sustained by historical, industrial or political 
readjustments?

(2) In 1947 Sir Oswald stated : “ The British State under vital 
leadership would throw every energy into enterprises too big for 
any private initiative in the opening up of the African Continent 
by direct State Action. .  . (with). . .  individuals to develop many 
and varied industries within the wide limits of National and 
Imperial welfare laid down by the general direction of Govern
m ent” . (M.N.L. 15.3.47)

One month later he suggested “ that an Executive Government 
should direct the general policy of industry. . .

What is the theoretical relationship between these contentions 
and the proposition that the state concern itself only with “ defence, 
foreign policy, order, and such fiscal questions as should be lifted 
out of- the lobby of conflicting interests for decision . . . ” ?

Which brings us to our third and most important concern.
What is the relationship between the various syndicalised in

dustries? If it is incumbent upon the state to outline general 
industrial policies must not the state have an organised liaison 
medium, a horizontal (as opposed to vertical syndicates) super
structure suspiciously like the Corporations of the past?

If the state is to retire from this field how is an organic relation
ship to be maintained between the various parts of the body 
industrial?

It would seem that rather than transcending Fascism and 
Democracy European Socialism harkens back to the Revolutionary 
Syndicalism of the long past which conceived of society as organised 
as a “ loose federation of productive syndicates

There has never been a convincing intimation that such syndicates 
could operate with any more harmony than do the trusts and 
combines of finance-capitalism. To assume that the controlling 
syndicates will be inspired by moral considerations is rather 
utopian.

Before the war Revolutionary Syndicalism gave way to Cor-
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porative Syndicalism as men. came to understand that Kropotkin’s 
shining dream of groups of men and women working like artists 
and scientists “ in small factories and upon the land ” has ceased 
to be practicable in the intense industrialisation that followed the 
First World War.

It is unthinkable that such syndicates could operate, within the 
framework of modern industrial complexity, without the direction 
and guidance of a state possessed of elaborate statistical data (that 
is more and more becoming available) upon which to base, broad 
industrial directives.

Further, it would be naive to presume that the interests of the 
syndicates would necessarily be the interests of the whole of society. 
Rather there emerges the awesome vision of internecine strife that 
outrivals anything the West has seen since the days of a youthful 
capitalism.' More likely it would be necessary to call upon some 
central, binding agency, again suspiciously like the Corporation, 
to synchronise the interests of the syndicates to the higher, but 
none-the-less inclusive interests of the state, the embodiment of 
the national will.

Yours, etc.,
Anthony James.

370 Sixth Street,
Brooklyn 15, New York, U.S.A.

THE CRITICS AND THE MASTER
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

The European is to be congratulated on publishing such long 
critical essays as that by Mr. Goacher on Pound as translator : 
the imprisoned poet’s services to modem literature need such 
appraisal. But it should be critical ; eulogies are only needed by 
very young writers. Just as the Cantos contain oases of intelligible 
beauty, amidst dunes of more or less opaque matter, requiring the 
scholarship of a Mr. Neame to unravel, (and sometimes even 
baffling him), so the translations, whether from Provencal, Chinese 
or Japanese unquestionably have frequent felicities, and often 
present a vital impression of foreign works. But it is a complaint, 
of which Mr. Goacher makes no mention, that those whose 
knowledge of the language translated from is best are not always 
the best satisfied with the fidelity of Mr. Pound’s work. “ Such 
are mere scholars, from educational institutions, missing the spirit.” 
Such a riposte is possible, but would need scholarship, not 
enthusiasm, to maintain. My own knowledge of Japanese and 
Chinese is small beside Mr. Goacher’s ; on the Greek of Sophocles 
I can say enough to regret that Mr. Goacher falls into the barbarism 
of transliterating, without italics, a Greek phrase whose first word 
“ taut ” could either be the English adjective or the Greek pronoun. 
Greek, after all, is Europe’s senior written language ; it is only
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one stage on from this to the bombing of Dresden. To return to 
Mr. Pound’s translation ; it may be good American and good 
theatre ; it is not good Sophocles. His “ For amid the dead there 
is no work in service ” is an otiose (and very American) elaboration 
for a simple Greek line, translated in Sir Maurice Bowra’s excellent 
Sophoclean Tragedy as “ For the dead have no labours any more ”. 
And “ Come at it that way, my boy, what SPLENDOUR, IT ALL 
COHERES ” is hardly the revelation Mr. Goacher imagines. The 
Greek word transliterated as “ tekon ” (can it be that The European, 
tekon of that Euphorion whose own parents were Hellena and 
Faustus, has no Greek fount?) does not translate well as “ my 
boy,” a phrase with a jocular rather than parental ring : Hyllus 
is not a prep, school boy on a half holiday, nor is Hercules an uncle 
treating him to an ice. The meaning of the play can only be 
inserted here with a most forceful shoehorn : it really comes at the 
end, where the Greeks usually put their climaxes, in the final Chorus 
that asserts, after speaking of the tragedies in the play,

“ and nothing of these that is not Zeus
Sophocles was not a manic but a calm writer, nearer far to 

Corneille in thought and diction than Mr. Pound would per
haps admit. His style, is lucid and noble and syntactical. 
The writer in English is not yet born, nor the English forged, 
in which such simple yet profound verse can be rendered. 
But the play can nevertheless be understood ; it is not as 
mysterious as Mr. Goacher suggests. A lenten exercise for 
Mr. Goacher, in his role as don-slayer, might be to re-read 
Sir Maurice Bowra’s Sophoclean Tragedy next year : this time 
without prejudice.

Yours, etc.,
D esmond Stewart.

25 Alwiyah, Baghdad.
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