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ANALYSIS

THE MOST CONTEMPTIBLE thing about the putrid wave 
of Soviet sycophancy, which is now sweeping through the 

upper reaches of English society, is that the leading protagonists 
are nearly all the professional haters and persecutors of the 
Germans ; in the present reversal of all values it was never more 
clearly evident that the scum is on top. The great mass of the 
English people have never really been affected by all the Hun- 
hating propaganda ; their deep instinct tells them it is nonsense, 
and whenever the English working-class meet the German working- 
class they discover an immediate affinity, (and this is true of many 
English people in other classes who, possess certain qualities of 
mind and spirit). The hatred of Germany has been confined 
to a  small ruling clique, and their upper- and middle-class 
satellites, whose whole character is twisted and distorted by 
a profound consciousness of their own complete failure in 
face of the world’s supreme opportunity, which was the heritage 
of British Empire. For years they have denounced everything 
German because in the final agony of a disastrous war a very small 
section of the German people did things which the conscience of 
the world rightly condemned, although the same brutal minority 
in every great people has often done these things before in moments 
of passion ; the difference has been only a question of degree. 
Yet, at the first opportunity provided by the collapse of Western 
policy and the consequent mood of weakness and depression, for 
which they were originally responsible, the Germanophobes rush 
to load with sympathy and adulation a  regime which is universally 
admitted, in the calm of peace and as a matter of cold and deliberate 
policy, to have committed a  series of atrocities over a long period 
of years beside which any crime of any minority among the Germans, 
or any other Western people, becomes the splutter of a match in 
comparison with the conflagration of a city. But even they have 
sufficient sense of reality to be aware that they cannot win complete 
security from the Russian boot by licking it. Therefore they find 
themselves in the painful and embarrassing situation of being 
dependent on German arms, inevitably under the leadership of 
men whom they have so long insulted.
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Deutsche Irene
The most certain thing in a situation of considerable confusion 

is that in one way or another Germany will soon recover both 
sovereignty and arms. The next most certain thing is that under 
the present system and leadership of the West Europe cannot 
be defended from Russian arms except by German arms. When 
the development of the hydrogen and atomic weapons has brought 
paralysis to the air arms on each side by fear of reprisal, a  German 
army is the only force which in present conditions can face a 
Russian army. It is now clear that in or out of E.D.C. the German 
army will be helped into existence by England and America.

The only remaining question has often been put in these columns 
— what will be the leadership and character of the German army ? 
If the old mind of the allies had its way most responsible positions 
in Germany would be filled by men on whom no one could depend. 
If the will of the German people has its way the leadership of the 
German army will be in the hands of men who have proved their 
loyalty to their country and to the West ; and this will is likely 
in the end to prevail. Yet these are the men who have been 
selected for the bitterest persecution, because they have proved 
their character by being loyal to their own cause. It is a greater 
fortune than the rulers of the West deserve that deep in  the nature 
and in the belief of these men is loyalty to  the West. Deutsche 
Treue will survive even the flame of that persecution : the real 
men of Germany will stand true to Europe — even now. The 
Lilliputians need not fear for their lives when Gulliver is on his 
feet again, but a little modesty would be more in keeping with the 
more normal situation ; their voices should be less shrill.

When Eden felt it in his hones ; and the result
The principal fear of a German revival on the Continent is due 

of course to the absence of England from Europe. France is 
under the pressure of a double betrayal. She is obliged in the 
East to seek accommodation with the Soviets because she was 
encouraged to hold advanced positions in Indo China and was 
abandoned in the hour o f test. She is placed in a  position of great 
difficulty in the West within the European community by the presence 
of Germany and the absence of England. Most o f the troubles 
of the Western world are due to the root difficulty that England 
under the old parties is unwilling to enter fully and completely 
into European life. The excuse was that such participation in the
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life of the Continent to which England belongs would jeopardise 
the Commonwealth. In the result a  scattered and divided Common
wealth is protected from Soviet pressure by special arrangements 
with America from which Britain is excluded. A strong lead from 
England would not only have united Europe but would have brought 
a  united Commonwealth into the European community. Europe 
would then have been more than capable both o f protecting herself 
and o f solving the economic problem within the great area of 
supply and market provided by Euro-Africa, the British Dominions 
and the overseas relationships o f all Europe. But the Foreign 
Secretary and his Tory-Labour friends found that this opportunity 
was a little too big for them (once again the pond was too large 
for the small frog) ; Mr. Eden said that he and his friends could 
not enter Europe because “ they felt it was wrong in their bones ” 
(head rather than backbone, we presume, after experiencing the 
results o f these osseous sensations).

How to drop it at Geneva and pick it up again at Washington
The present problem of British statesmanship is how to drop 

it at Geneva and pick it up again a t Washington. For the moment 
the happy flick from “ Father’s land to Mother’s land ” obscures 
the painful divergencies between British and American policy, 
but they will emerge in even more acute form when Sir Winston 
Churchill is no longer there to repair the work o f Mr. Eden.

The difference really arises on a simple point, whether or not 
to trust the word of the Russian leaders. A policy which rests 
on the hope of any agreement or treaty with the Soviets — whether 
a Locarno model or another — means trusting their word ; the 
giving of that confidence is now plainly British policy. The 
Americans will have none of it for the good reason that the 
Bolsheviks always have broken their word, and no man in his 
senses can believe that they will keep it this time any longer than 
it suits them. All the talk o f the British leaders about treaties and 
understandings with Russia in present conditions is not a policy 
with any relation to principle or sense but is simply the excuse of 
tired people who want to give up the struggle and accept the risk 
of sitting tight until the position blows up. Such is the American 
view, and all experience of the Soviets supports it. The rejoinder 
o f the British is in effect that two armed alliances facing each other 
in mounting hostility always have led to war and will do so this 
time. No one now wants war because present weapons threaten
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the existence of mankind, and anyhow those principally concerned 
have had enough of war. Is there no position o f strength and 
sense between an American policy that risks an increasing drive 
to war and the humiliating appeasement o f British policy, which 
in reality is a  surrender to an inert fatalism ; or, at best, a  return 
to the old goodwill stuff — the dinner-party atmosphere — which 
has so often worked on the guests, but never on the hosts, at 
Bolshevik banquets ?

A Position of Strength and Sense between American and British 
Policy

We have constantly urged in these columns that a dynamic 
policy to win the peace is possible without appeasement o f the 
Russian regime or trust in the word of the communist leaders. 
It is the simultaneous laying down o f arms while each watches 
the other to ensure that he is not tricked ; we live in a gangster 
world in which trust does not exist, and we must act accordingly. 
Disarmament step by step under mutual inspection is the only 
w ay; at each stage it will require hard bargaining, but it does 
not involve the dangerous farce o f treaties which rest on trust in 
each other’s word. The two pressures on the Russians to imple
ment this process will be the fear of war, which is shared by all, 
and the world opinion on which they rely for the advancement of 
their cause. The Russians cannot risk either a disastrous war or 
a decisive swing of mass opinion against them when they are proved, 
if necessary in public debate, to be obstructing disarmament and 
peace. This was, and is, the only policy o f reality ; as usual it 
has so far been smothered by the small-time bureaucrat who is 
unfortunately the Foreign Secretary of Britain. Like one o f those 
old parliamentary hands who is so proud of having learnt the 
tricks of procedure that he can never find time to learn anything 
else, the Foreign Secretary always scurries off to one o f his in
numerable committees rather than face a big problem in a big way. 
He managed to handle disarmament last May in his usual fashion : 
a small notice in the American press gave the usual re su lt: “At 
the request of the United Nations General Assembly, representatives 
of the United Nations, Great Britain, Canada, France and the 
Soviet Union held closed door disarmament talks in London from 
13th May until last Tuesday in the hope that more could be 
accomplished in private discussion than in public oratory. Nothing 
was.”—(New York Herald Tribune, 28.6.54.) Such was the end
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of the Foreign Secretary’s refusal to take up the Russian challenge 
and face them before world opinion in a great effort to make them 
accept disarmament or be exposed as the real war-mongers before 
the peoples of the world and the communist cells who work among 
them. What is his alternative policy 1 It is, indeed, difficult to 
find out.

The complete nonsense of “  Locarno ”  in present conditions
The Foreign Secretary is often protected by the almost complete 

unintelligibility of his speeches ; it is difficult for anyone to attack 
a man’s policy with precision if no one can clearly understand 
what , he says. In moments of difficulty Mr. Eden has developed 
something of the obscure but subtle genius of Mr. Ramsay 
MacDonald for tautological convolutions. However, at first sight 
his speech in Parliament on 23rd June, which caused so much 
trouble before his journey to America, almost approaches the 
intelligible (unfortunately, this time) ; that unexpected quality is 
soon dissipated by a closer examination. The Times of 24th June 
reported him as saying :—

“ . . . .  He hoped they would be able to agree to  an inter
national guarantee of any settlement that might emerge at 
Geneva. He also hoped it would be possible to agree on some 
system of South-East Asian defence to guard against aggression. 
We could have a reciprocal arrangement in which both sides 
took part — such as Locarno. We could also have a defensive 
alliance, such as NATO was in Europe, and such as the Chinese- 
Soviet Treaty provided for the communists in the Far East. 
That was the kind of plan that could develop. Those two 
systems would be quite different, but they need not be incon
sistent.”
The idea of two defensive alliances facing each other in the 

Far East is plain enough. But how is this to be transformed into 
a Locarno arrangement ? Who is going to perform the previous 
role of Britain and Italy who gave a guarantee to go to war against 
an aggressor on either side ? In the event of China and Russia 
committing aggression are they to be pledged to attack themselves ? 
America, Britain and the other Western powers will, in this event, 
be committed to fighting them already by the South-East Asian 
Pact. If  China and Russia are not to correct themselves what is 
added by the Locarno idea to the South-East Asian Pact ? Surely 
it is not suggested that the balance between the power of America
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and the .power of Russia should be held by Mr. Nehru and a 
contingent of the new Bengal Lancers ? Does Mr. Eden really 
mean that we are to have the platitudes o f the Locarno Treaty 
without the facts — the talk without the teeth 7 Are we solemnly 
to ask for an undertaking of non-aggression from Russia and 
China ? Are we to believe their promises to submit to peaceful 
settlement “ all disputes of any kind,” without the sanctions which 
introduced the only touch of reality into the idea of Locarno 7 
Is the whole edifice to rest only on the word of the Soviets 7 How 
many times must a man break his word before we believe it  7 How 
long is the farce of Mr. Eden’s diplomacy to continue ? It is not 
difficult to understand the impatience of America to get down to 
some reality.

“  Laughter and Cheers ”
Mr. Eden is in no hurry ; he is the leisurely type. In the same 

speech he said “ The idea of a  pact o f South-East Asia and the 
Pacific was nothing new. I t had been canvassed for many years.” 
It is indeed a novel reason for not hurrying that the matter has 
taken so long already ; far too long. After saying that the pact 
“ had been canvassed for several years ” he added “  it was wrong 
to suppose that it sprung into life a  few weeks ago, fully armed 
like Minerva from the head of Jupiter ” . The report o f The Times 
indicated that his supporters further illumined this utterance with 
“ laughter and cheers ” . The whole process of thought is indeed 
remarkable. It seems almost clear that the procedure “ o f can
vassing for several years ” in face of an imminent military menace 
is regarded by the Foreign Secretary as quite normal, even 
admirable. But the laughter and the cheers — what are we to 
make of them 7 Was the laughter for the process of canvassing 
for several years 7 Or were the cheers 7 Or were both 7 In 
the only conceivable alternative the laughter indicated surprise, 
and the cheers admiration, at Mr. Eden’s revelation of an unexpected 
capacity for classical allusion. But the slap-happy muddle of the 
Tory mind cannot be expected to make much appeal to an American 
who feels himself up against i t ; in fact, if  they are not careful, 
these elegant inanities may lose the Tory Party the next subscription 
to the club of the old school tie.

We do not know if this disaster was finally averted by the arrival 
of Sir Winston Churchill at Washington to tell the American 
people — in the account of our popular press — to “ keep cool
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and give the Russian people time to develop an appetite for fun 
and fuller lives (He might with equal charm and with equal 
effect have so addressed the occupants of his own Brixton Gaol 
a  few years ago ; the Russians no doubt would like to enjoy more 
fun and games, but it is difficult to do so with a heavyweight sitting 
on your head.) Maybe the ever-deepening sense of realism in 
English statesmanship duly impressed the Americans ; at any rate 
they managed to remain polite.

First decide : what to fight for, and where 
Once again it is our dull duty to suggest that this game — if 

game it must be — should be played a little more seriously. What 
are' the first necessities in South-East Asia ? They are to decide 
what to fight for, and where. It is incredible that this question has 
not yet been settled ; but we doubt very much if it was even 
settled at the last Washington dinner party. Our own answer is 
clear : fight only in tenable positions which will not exhaust our 
capacity to hold Europe and Africa. They are the island chain 
stretching from Japan to Java which can be held by a combination 
of air and sea power alone. We would add certain positions on 
the periphery o f Asia like Malaya, Siam and Indo-China if military 
opinion was clear that they could be held by a concerted and con
centrated effort o f the West without undue strain on our resources. 
But we would ruthlessly cut out any commitments which sapped 
our capacity to  fight for Europe-Africa and the defence of Australia, 
New Zealand and America in- the vital Pacific positions. That 
answer is clear cut. We say to  the rulers of the W est: what is 
your plan — what would you fight for, and where ? We surmise 
it will be some time before we, or anyone else, are given a clear 
answer. Behind the happy facade of dinner-party diplomacy 
confusion and mistrust prevail between the Western powers. Mr. 
Eden’s answer to the charge that he had let the French and the 
Americans down a t Dien Bien Phu was the least effective part of 
a  singularly ineffective speech.

Parliamentary Debate. The Tories and their Leader 
Has parliamentary debate ever before been reduced to such a 

level ? In The Times of 23rd June 1954 the Home Secretary, 
Sir Maxwell Fyfe, added his quota of lucidity to the limpid utter
ances o f the Foreign Secretary. He was reported as saying : 
“  The Opposition carried out the oldest rhetorical trick in the 
world : they have started from false premises, applied to them a
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mental process hitherto unknown to the mind of man, and reached 
a conclusion which would have been unjustifiable even if the 
premises had been c o r r e c t A g a i n ,  no doubt, the groundlings 
gaped. But we will, indeed, be obliged if this eminent lawyer 
can explain how the oldest rhetorical trick in the world can be 
implemented by a mental process hitherto unknown to the mind 
of man. The department over which he presides would doubtless 
reply that the elucidation of this mystery was not in the public 
interest. What is happening to Parliament when Secretaries o f 
State can command respectful attention while they turn out stuff 
which a few years ago would have got a backbencher laughed down? 
However, Westminster has its emotional moments : some reality 
returned when Labour members were refused a rise of £500 a year 
and punished the Tories by refusing pairs and keeping them at 
St. Stephens for dinner. The English people had a  harsh laugh 
but a good one. The Prime Minister’s position was reported to 
be seriously jeopardised when his angry supporters thought they 
might lose an electoral advantage if he did not resist a demand 
from their opponents for the extra cash which most o f their own 
party did not need. To kill their hero for such a reason would 
have been a new low even for the Tory party ; after all he is their 
hero ; they believe that he won their war and saved them from 
destruction ; he carried out their whole policy and did everything 
they wanted. Yet so slight is the hold of a Tory hero on the 
gratitude and affection of his warm admirers and faithful supporters 
that they nearly put him out over the trivial question of a little 
extra tip for a few needy M.P.s ; in fact the hero had to drop into 
line pretty smartly and take the leader’s place in the ranks, or behind 
them. We are against the rise in M.P.’s pay in particular, and 
against Sir Winston Churchill in general, but we do not believe 
in shooting lions for reasons which could not justify a pellet for 
cocksparrow. Such are the deep and abiding joys of Tory leader
ship, and such is the gratitude of the present ruling class (except 
for the handful of relatively chivalrous aristocrats who have clearly 
ceased to count). But if the heroic mood fails him on the stricken 
field of members’ salaries Sir Winston Churchill may recapture 
his finest hour in the consolation brought to him by the shrewdest 
and most faithful of his supporters in the press : “ Everybody is 
a  Chamberlainite now. Everybody favours a settlement with the 
communists.”—(Sunday Express, 27.6.54.)

EUROPEAN
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SIR WINSTON CHURCHILL: 
POLICY AND RECORD

by SIR OSWALD MOSLEY

I NEVER BELIEVED in the much-resented attack at the 1950 
elections that Sir Winston Churchill is a war-monger ; it did 

not require a third world war to make him Prime Minister. 
Mars, triumphant at last after so many failures, could afford the 
halo and the wings ; we were entering the'epoch of Churchill 
the Angel o f Peace. The man who had stood against peace with 
Germany on almost any condition, would now stand for peace 
with Russia at almost any price.

Do I suggest that Sir Winston Churchill consciously and de
liberately contrived the war and the world catastrophe ? I do not. 
Statesmen of his generation seldom have the least idea of what 
they are really doing ; they are quite incapable of disentangling 
their subconscious desires and interests from their conscious actions; 
whatever they do is “ rationalised ”  into an eternal principle, a 
sacrificial dedication o f their lives to the service of their country 
and mankind.

The case of another distinguished Conservative statesman is 
well known ; he wrestles with his conscience on his knees in prayer 
for many an hour before taking the smallest decision. He is 
invariably surprised and gratified when at last the bell rings and 
over his private telephone to  heaven comes a clear and decisive 
instruction from the Almighty, or an attendant Archangel, which 
inevitably coincides precisely with the deepest and most inhibiting 
prejudices o f the Tory Party. So, in an earlier age before the 
invention of the ethereal telephone, his pious ancestors would 
receive by special celestial post an equally clear command to 
“  stand firm for the landed interest
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An English banker who in youth scored many a run for Eton, 
and took every wicket except his own, used long to commune 
within the inner temple of his soul before giving a  decision on any 
proposition submitted to his great banking house. A t length it 
would appear clear to him that it was their duty to  do i t : the higher 
interests of the universe demanded it, and the purpose of God 
on earth would thereby be served ; in particular, it was vital to 
the interests of the British Empire which must naturally be pre
served. To men of wide vision and deep principle it was, therefore, 
a  sacred duty to do i t ; and, what was more, for another half per 
cent the great house of Dash would do it.

It is necessary to understand something of the modern science 
before we can realise why a  man like Churchill, who in private 
life is honest, true, kind, humane, loyal in his friendships, generous 
and affectionate, can yet in his public life have added so many 
crimes to so many follies. It is quite possible to be a  most likeable 
person and yet to be the most disastrous politician in English 
history ; in terms of world catastrophe and human suffering per
haps the worst in all history.

(The chief caveat for those whom prison years, or other less 
dubious advantages, have enabled to read most of the works 
published in the two languages which are mainly concerned with 
this subject, is that we should not fall into the opposite error of 
refraining from necessary action in case the results can also serve 
our own interests ; this must always be the anxiety of the instructed, 
but it must not become inhibitive. In  acquiring the adult mind 
we must become not less but more capable of effective action.)

So, in 1945, the situation was plain ; no more wars for Mr. 
Churchill — it was as simple as that. My active interest in this 
remarkable man at that point diminished ; he had done his worst, 
and brought his ruin. Churchill had no future ; a  man who had • 
so divided Europe could never unite it. Before the war it was my 
duty to attack him, as I have never attacked any other man, because 
he seemed to me the principal force behind the drive for war. 
Afterwards, he meant nothing ; his heights were meaningless. 
We challenged, of course, his whole position by my refusal to with
draw a word I had spoken before or during the war and by our 
complete adherence to our principles. But the interest had gone 
out of the fight with Churchill; the vultures o f history were slowly 
gathering for a  man who belonged to the past. In any case I  am 
always more interested in creative action than in the writing of
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history ; although I read with the greatest interest the periods 
which are relevant to our own time. (They are not the nineteenth 
century, or the early years o f the twentieth century ; the peak of 
this great age should regard the previous peaks of humanity towering 
in their fateful decisions, without much interest in the intervening 
valleys.) I am chiefly concerned with history as a means to action, 
as the school or staff college which fits us for our task. There is 
not much more to learn ■ from a disaster through which we have 
lived ; so I  had no longer much interest in the Churchill period 
of history. The avalanche which had been precipitated by the 
errors o f puny men had changed the countryside ; what was now 
needed above all was creative ideas. To the extent that Churchill 
had any real influence left he paid lip service to the Union of 
Europe, which' his party would never let him implement, stood for 
a peace which at least would give others a  chance to build, and was 
anyhow firmer against the communist infiltration of the West 
than his successor designate.* He had neither the desire nor the 
interest to repeat either follies or crimes ; like other distinguished 
Englishmen before him he had ceased to be anything at all at the 
very moment he at last reached the pinnacle of public esteem. 
There he might tranquilly have awaited the damning verdict of 
history if he had not published a  book to  claim for himself an 
extraordinary prescience, because in 1945 he saw the consequences 
o f his war which he had imprisoned others for foreseeing in 1939. 
For SiT Winston Churchill imported from elsewhere a method of 
treating his political opponents on his own side, which was not 
English, and a method of attacking the civilian population on the 
other side, which was not European. The action which he took 
was alien to  the whole tradition of England’s living politics and 
past history.

Lord Chatham opposed the war against America in violent 
language ; Charles James Fox opposed the war with France, and 
most of the Whig leaders hurried to Paris to dine with Napoleon 
during the brief peace of Amiens. No one thought of arresting 
them or suggesting that they might help the enemy. We were 
still living in the tradition of the great Elizabeth, who appointed 
a  Catholic to  command her fleet against Catholic Spain ; dago 
values were not yet in command of England. In our own time

* Any sentiment of restraint is however misplaced when Sir Winston Churchill 
appears to contemplate a  surrender of die European position which few would 
even have ascribed to Mr. Eden.
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Mr. Lloyd George opposed the South African war to the point of 
a bitter personal unpopularity, and defended himself with the 
well known words : “  Is every politician who opposes a  war 
during its progress of necessity a traitor ? If  so, Chatham was a 
traitor and Burke and Fox especially ; and in later times Cobden 
and Bright and even Mr. Chamberlain (Joseph), all these were 
traitors Finally, Mr. MacDonald became Prime Minister 
within a few years of opposing the first World War. It was left 
to Mr. Churchill to throw men (and women with their children) 
into gaol without charge or possibility of trial for expressing their 
political opposition to an unnecessary war, on the excuse that they 
were a security risk. Meanwhile his cosmopolitan secret service 
ushered Fuchs and Pontecorvo into the inner laboratories o f his 
atomic secrets, and Eden’s eclectic Foreign Office assiduously 
promoted the careers of Burgess and Maclean. When such a 
man adds the claim of prophetic vision to his existing record — 
Europe divided and ruined ; the enslavement o f Eastern Germany, 
Austria, Hungary, Czechoslovakia, Bulgaria, Rumania and the 
Baltic states, added to  the encouragement and subsequent betrayal 
of Poland ; the phosphorous bomb during the war, and the atom 
bomb after the war was effectively over; Nuremberg and the peace 
of vengeance, which poisons the air of Europe for a  generation ; 
all not to the greater glory but to the destruction of British Empire — 
it is time that the late occupants of his gaols should turn aside from 
more creative tasks once, again to challenge his pretensions.

What tests should we apply to such men excep t: “ By their 
fruits you shall know them ” ? Let us briefly examine them, all 
of them ; the fruits of his life in general, and the fruits o f his 
war in particular. This man had more influence on British policy 
during the last forty years than any man alive ; what has he done 
with Britain ? He found British Empire the mightiest and wealth
iest power on earth. We possessed between a fifth and a quarter 
of the globe ; we maintained a  two-power naval standard which 
made us twice as strong as any other country in our vital defence 
sphere ; our industries were so vigorous, and our position was so 
influential, that our exports steadily exceeded our imports and 
commanded the international markets of that trading system ; 
the resulting favourable balance provided us with at least four 
thousand million pounds’ worth o f foreign possessions on which 
interest was paid as an annual tribute which could considerably 
have raised the English standard of life above the general level
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of mankind ; our Empire contained extensive mineral and raw 
material supplies, which only awaited direction, energy and a 
fraction of our great resources for development; the diverse 
manpower and the wealth which British Empire then possessed 
could have moulded from that superb heritage the highest level 
o f material wellbeing and the finest form of civilisation the world 
had yet seen. One thousand years of genius and heroism created 
it — the genius o f inspired leadership and the heroism of a great 
people ; four decades of petulant vanity and puerile folly have 
thrown it away. Such was the Empire Churchill found. What 
has he left ?

The loss o f a large part of the British Empire as a direct result 
of war (for lost it is by any test of truth ; and Churchill knows it, 
for he opposed that loss until his strength was gone) has reduced 
the area of British Empire by fifteen per cent and the population 
by seventy-three per cent. The American Navy controls the sea 
and British ships are commanded by American Admirals for defence 
of our home land against Churchill’s chosen ally of the third World 
War ; American aeroplanes with their atom bombs also occupy 
England to save the English people from the same Soviet power 
which Churchill once used for the destruction of Europe ; the 
Dominions are protected by special arrangements with America 
from which Britain is excluded ; our old favourable balance of 
trade is lost and, instead, a precarious and temporary equilibrium 
trembles on the brink of catastrophe whenever the lightest breeze 
blows from across the Atlantic ; our old foreign investments are 
nearly all gone and the very few remaining are in pawn to the 
Exchange Control as security against the next crisis ; the resources 
which could have developed the Empire are scattered by the winds 
of war ; the manpower o f the Colonial Empire, which would once 
have joined so willingly in a great development of mutual benefit, 
is also gone or is seething with unrest beneath the weakening grasp 
of the wavering giant. British Empire has lost confidence in itself 
and has gained confidence in nothing else, neither idea nor hope. 
England — the land of genius, of daring, of energy, of eternal 
leadership and creative inspiration — stands humbly hat in hand 
to  beg the support of its American children, and mumbles tired 
excuses as it shuffles out of Empire, Europe, leadership and history. 
Has so much greatness ever before been brought so low in so short 
a space of time by the errors of so few men, without defeat of its 
people in war ?
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The ignominy is not diminished but increased by present content 
with the loss of so much honour because the pocket is not yet 
touched. Financial exploitation of the remaining colonies until 
they too are abandoned under the increasing pressure, armament 
orders while Russia threatens, and direct or indirect assistance 
from America while England continues to be useful in face o f those 
threats : such are the fleeting blessings which protect the pocket 
from the consequences of Churchill’s war. So all is well with the 
Tory world while Russia maintains the armament boom with 
menace of war ; the end will come abruptly when the Soviets 
relax the armament-inflated economies of the West by playing 
peace, and substitute an intensive colonial agitation coupled with 
industrial infiltration of the stricken homelands of the West. Then 
the price will be paid in cash as well as honour, and the masters of 
the old parties will face the final consequences of their war leader, 
Sir Winston Churchill. He was always abetted in the plenitude of 
every folly, and invariably thwarted in his rare moments o f belated 
wisdom, by the dull but angry pygmies who surround him. I  
have opposed these men throughout my political life, since I  
entered Parliament as the youngest member. This led to a  long 
and bitter quarrel with most of the class into which I was. bom. 
My argument was that they were ruining my country. The argu
ment is over ; they have done it. The argument is ended, but the 
accounting begins. And after the accounting shall come the 
rebuilding of England and the integration of Europe with English 
inspiration. But such things — creative things — do not belong 
to this context; we are dealing here with the dust sterility of 
Conservatism’s dead end.

The argument about the war, too, can now be reduced to its 
final simplicity. The first test of Churchill’s policy — as of every 
policy — is whether its object is achieved. The avowed object 
of the war was to save Poland and to protect all Europe from the 
threat of tyranny. Neither object was achieved ; Poland is en
slaved and all Europe is threatened by Churchill’s ally in the war. 
The result is exactly the opposite to that he intended, as he has 
to admit in his latest book Triumph and Tragedy. It was bound 
to be so ; if you make a pact with the devil he ends by possessing 
you. An appreciation of the beauties and profundities of European 
literature might have saved Churchill from much discredit and this 
continent from much agony. It may be said that he made no 
pact with the devil, that he merely welcomed the assistance of
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Russia in a fight which he had previously started in the cause of 
righteousness. It is true that Biitain entered the war without 
knowing on which side Russia would figh t; that makes the 
conduct of the responsible statesmen the more reckless. I t is now 
clear that if Russia had entered the struggle on the other side the 
war and the whole of the British Empire would have been lost. 
As the Soviets came into the battle on our side only part of Europe 
and part of the British Empire were lost. The point is that to start 
the war on that issue and in that balance of forces made disaster 
inevitable, whatever happened ; and Churchill was more responsible 
than any other man. In practice the only possibility even of survival 
was that Russia should come into the war on his side, and even 
that best event made catastrophe certain. The resulting complete 
triumph was bound to increase not only the sum of human suffering 
but the strength of the forces of evil against which Churchill claimed 
to be fighting. By any classic test o f statesmanship Churchill was 
therefore an unparalleled disaster. The only possible effect of 
his intervention was to make matters worse.

The war was fought to prevent Germans joining with Germans ; 
Danzig was a German city and the Polish Corridor had been 
regarded for twenty years as the greatest scandal in an iniquitous 
treaty by every opinion in Europe and America that was worth 
recording. The result of a war fought in the name of freedom 
was to subject ten non-Russian peoples to the Soviets, at least 
seven of them not even Slavonic peoples. Some may still contend 
that Europe was well lost as the price of saving England and 
America from Hitler ; they are the humble school of neo- 
Englishmen which believes in throwing your mother to the wolves 
to save your own skin, until the wolves renew their appetite. But 
ignomy has no longer its excuses. Overwhelming evidence, collected 
after the war by expert and impartial hands, has shown that so far 
from desiring to attack England, Hitler violated German strategy’s 
classic principle of the pursuit, and shocked profoundly his own 
generals, by refusing to follow up his victory on the continent with 
a serious attack on England. History may regard his passionate 
desire for an understanding with the English people at that moment 
as the decision which led directly to his own suicide. Is it seriously 
contended any longer that a man who took such action in the heat 
o f war was planning in time of peace an attack on Europe and 
America in a bid for world dominion ? Already the history of 
this period provides factual proof for our belief that Germany’s
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offer of friendship to England could have held the peace and 
maintained the progress of the western world for more than the 
life of our generation.

Let us suppose, on the other hand, that the worst dream of our 
opponents had come true, and that Hitler’s attack on Poland had 
led to the inevitable clash with Russia and the equally inevitable 
defeat of Russia in the absence of the Western alliance. Could, 
such a Germany — with space in the East and a  creative task to  
occupy several generations — have been so great a  menace as 
Russia is today ? If all evidence counts for nothing, and Hitler, 
strengthened in the end by eastern conquest, had turned against 
the west, could our situation have been any worse, or as bad ? 
England and America would have had ample time and warning 
to prepare, and, in the long period of time gained, modern science 
would have come to their aid. Even an England under Churchill, 
and an America under Roosevelt could have stayed the march of 
the whole German military machine with the aid of the hydrogen 
bomb and the new weapons of modem science, which Churchill 
himself now admits can bring paralysis to such machines on both 
sides. If the ultimate nightmare had come it could have been 
dissipated by knowledge and will. But we know now as a  fact 
that it would not have come. Germany would have destroyed the 
Soviets and would have turned in friendship to the west in general, 
and to England in particular-; the real danger o f our time would 
have ceased to exist. But Churchill had to fight a  war to destroy 
men who had an idea he could not understand, in defiance of every 
true interest of his country and every principle of plain common 
sense. He fought with religious fervour ; the result was Churchill’s 
lucky break, but the holocaust of mankind.

In his war visions of angels and devils he had in the end to summon 
to his aid what was by every real and practical test the worst of the 
devils. The Soviets, released from their own inferno, rose to 
dominate mankind. Their triumph introduced the offsprings of 
ev il: foreign occupation to protect what was left of England and 
Europe, and universal agitation by the destructive left to gnaw at 
the vitals of the fallen giant. American support is now a necessary 
evil : it is better to live under America, until Europe is free, than 
to die first under Russia. It is a dirty dog that bites the hand 
which feeds him and protects him. I will neither join now in the 
pack which turns on America nor in the hour of our triumph will 
I forget the friend of our adversity. But I do not forget also those
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who put England in the position of a dog and a dependent; they 
were not Americans but Englishmen. We shall work for European 
independence and strength, but remain friends with Americans 
who helped us in the moment of mortal weakness and danger to 
which Churchill and the other Conservative and Socialist leaders 
reduced England and Europe. Yet foreign occupation and de
pendence remain an evil to a proud people.

The rise everywhere of the disruptive left is, of course, not just 
the consequence of Russian victory, but a devil directly inspired 
and controlled by a vigorous and triumphant Soviet policy. The 
result is already the break up of everything for which Churchill 
once stood. A good thing — some may say — it was out-of-date 
and bound to go. It is true that the old order must pass and give 
way to new forms, but it should yield only to some new form of 
order, in accord with coherent ideas. The flinging of primitive 
populations to anarchy in the service of communism is a process 
which neither Churchill nor any sane man of other opinion can 
approve. Yet this has been the result of England’s weakness and 
of Europe’s prostration.

The last devil released by the war now invades the very heart 
of the west in the upsurge within Europe of the chaotic and, in 
recent experience, murderous left. Goethe’s final horror is realised: 
Silenus and his long-eared band trample through the temples of 
three millenia of European beauty; the sustained order of 
centuries topples in derisive disintegration. Churchill’s warm 
whimsies, adolescent passions, febrile visions and unreasoning 
hatreds released all evil to make Europe’s last midnight, whose 
tasks will need the mind and will of its own ice-cold men.

In Triumph and Tragedy he has provided his own epitaph in 
describing the Soviet rape of Poland : “ I had no choice but to 
submit ” . This was the man who was among the first to recognise 
the Soviet' danger ; he yet lived to ' use it, and be used. For his 
own purposes he let loose the devil ; after victory he had neither 
the strength nor the courage to wrestle with him. Long ago he 
described Lenin as a monster seated on a  throne of skulls ; in the 
end that spectacle was no more repulsive than a politician’s ambition 
enthroned on the ruins of his father’s continent.
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SPENGLER AND MARX
A STUDY IN SOCIAL PATHOLOGY 

by ALEXANDER RAVEN

O OUTSTANDING PHILOSOPHIES o f his ory have
emerged from the impact of eighteenth-century rationalism 

on the succeeding centuries. One of these has come to us through a 
popularisation of the Hegelian dialectic, in which K arl M arx sub
stituted a materialistic concept of the historic struggle for the purely 
idealistic conflict o f ideas which Hegel postulated in  general terms.

The other owes its origin to Goethe and Nietzsche, is humanistic 
rather than materialistic, and has in the hands of Oswald Spengler 
achieved the outstanding merit in the eyes of reluctant modern 
realists of proving all too true a  prediction of the trends of contem
porary society. At first sight, it would seem that no two philosophies 
could be more diametrically opposed to one another than the 
materialistic determinism of Marx and the organic destiny of 
Spengler, each seeking to explain the course o f history from con
flicting viewpoints.

Yet, far from there being an essential conflict between these two 
philosophies, they are two interpretations of the same historic trends, 
both borne out by events subsequent to  the deaths o f their protago
nists, and they can be synthesised into a  wider historic perspective 
which embraces both.

This might seem to be an impossibility, if only because the more 
popular Marxism is essentially optimistic, while Spenglerism is 
condemned for its basic pessimism. Yet even this contradiction is 
capable of synthesis, when we realise that Marxism is fundamentally 
a philosophy of the liquidation of the social hierarchy of the past for 
the benefit of the unprivileged masses, with as its final apotheosis 
the “ withering away of the state ” , while Spengler is the apostle o f 
authority and leadership, seeing in social inequality the very basis 
of cultural achievement, and the revolt o f the “ mob ”  in pursuit o f 
material gratification as the end of even that civilisation into which a  
high culture degenerates.
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Looking at the historical process from diametrically opposed 
points of view, both these men have arrived at the same conclusion. 
One welcomes optimistically the destruction of privilege, the abnega
tion of leadership, the “ withering away of the state ” as necessary 
processes in the “  liberation ” o f the proletariat—the levelling down 
o f the whole o f civilised society to  its lowest potential. The other 
views this same process (which he does not deny is taking place) as 
the destruction of society, the abnegation of the human spirit, the 
liquidation of civilisation to satisfy the insatiable greed of the lower 
orders of mankind, who are incapable of the cultural achievements 
which they now desire to turn to their own gratification.

The paradoxical conclusion emerges that Spengler is a  much better 
socialist than Marx, as he deplores the degradation of society as an 
organic entity, while Marx regards socialism, imposed by the dic
tatorship o f the proletariat, as merely a means to an end, which is the 
“ withering away of the s ta te” to liberate the lowest orders of 
humanity from any further compulsion to serve higher ends than their 
own material advantage. Indeed, it would not be going too far to 
say that Marx is in no true sense a socialist at all, but is an enemy of 
the social order, (which must inevitably be hierarchical), in that he 
wishes to liquidate it and thus “ liberate ” the masses from its com
pulsions to service to higher achievement.

Thus we can say that both Marx and Spengler, as observers of the 
historic process, arrive at similar conclusions, which one accepts 
with delight as inevitable progress towards a human millenium, and 
the other rejects with horror as the degradation of mankind to the 
level o f the beasts, from which noble exponents of the spirit of man 
had raised it. This, however, is far from being a full explanation of 
the true significance of the clash of these two philosophies.

Why was it that Spengler capitulated so tamely to his deadly 
adversary? Why did he accept the Decline o f  the West as just as 
inevitable as Marx’s optimistic description of this same process as the 
highroad to his proletarian heaven upon earth? The answer is 
typical o f the dangers of an over-systematised philosophy.

Spengler had a far higher concept of society than the self-liquidating 
socialism of Marx, when he recognised it as a social organism in 
which the human individual found his satisfaction and his achieve- 
ment in service to  the higher ideals o f the whole social purpose. Yet 
he made the mistake of driving his organic analogy, with typical 
Teutonic thoroughness, to  the point of assuming that, as society was 
organic, it must be as susceptible to  the laws of growth, flowering
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and decay, as any other vegetable organism rooted in the soil o f the 
terrestial landscape.

He did not pause to consider that nature is perfectly capable of 
producing trees, like the famous red wood giants o f California, 
which can survive for thousands of years, because they are practically 
immune to natural catastrophe. Decline and death of natural 
organisms are necessary so that they may be replaced by replicas of 
themselves, if their kind is to survive the exigencies o f the struggle for 
existence and the natural catastrophies, like forest fires (to which 
red wood trees are practically immune), which may sweep them away.

Social organisms, on the other hand, escape from this iron law o f 
nature in relation to individual organisms, as is clearly shown even 
in the lowly forms of the insect communities, which perpetuate 
themselves by “ swarming ” without any need to  sacrifice the parent 
community to decay and death.

As an observer of the historical scene with a  very much wider 
perspective than Marx, since he covered civilisations of all epochs 
and all continents, Spengler saw in the decline and fall o f culture after 
culture in the course of world history a  natural morphology—an 
inevitable process of senility and death. Hence his agreement with 
Marx that European civilisation was in process o f dissolution, for 
reasons as determinist and as erroneous as those of the prophet of 
the Communist millenium.

Yet, how can we counter Spengler’s interpretation o f the undoubted 
facts of history, that all civilisations of the past have in fact perished 
from the earth? If civilisations do not die natural deaths, then why 
should they die at all? Any medical man can answer that question. 
Even if one of Bernard Shaw’s “ Methuselahs ” were miraculously 
born upon this planet, he or she might still perish of one of the 
virulent diseases to which mankind is heir, and never survive to be 
recognised as one of the immortals.

We have no need to accept from Spengler the more than dubious 
concept of the morphology of civilisation, when there is plenty of 
evidence of a pathology of civilisation. Many reformers have 
pointed to the diseases of society, though they may not always have 
agreed in their diagnosis, and may in recent times especially have 
been arguing from false premises as to the anatomy and functions 
of the organic social order. That such diseases exist, however, is 
generally conceded, and the assumption tha t past civilisations have 
suffered pathological rather than morphological decay is more than 
reasonable.
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To return to  the synthesis of Marx and Spengler, regarded from 
the point o f view of the higher concept of the social order (which is 
the great contribution of the latter to modem thought). If we do not 
concede to Marx that our society is in the process of senile decay, as 
an inevitable fate o f all organic life, then we are in a position to deal 
a deadly blow against the Marxist enemy.

If the Decline o f  the West is not natural, then it is the product 
of disease. What the optimistic Marx describes in the historic process 
of the decay and death of first the feudal system and then of the 
capitalist system of our time is the inherent disease of the social 
order, its progressive decay and disintegration, which this enemy of 
society has elevated to a philosophy of progress and human well
being. The fact that Marx has subordinated the human spirit to its 
material environment should be evidence enough that his philo
sophy is pathologically one of decline, as it is only by the triumph of 
the human will over adverse environment that civilisation has been 
created, and the social order brought to life. There is little need for 
Marx to postulate the final “  withering away of the state,” (of which 
there is little trace in Soviet Russia) as there would be little remaining 
to wither away, to judge by the Roman Empire in decline after a 
prolonged diet for the masses o f bread and circuses.

O f course, the disease of civilisation, which Marx has elevated to 
a  noble philosophy, long pre-dates the Communist prophet, and has 
brought down many towering civilisations before our own. Its 
name is individual human greed, and it has been operative in greater 
or lesser measure throughout the ages. Nor was Marx the first to 
lift it upon the altar for the adulation of mankind, like Aaron’s 
Golden Calf. The great Liberals of the early nineteenth century, like 
Jeremy Bentham and John Bright, had long made it the God of the 
new rich o f the industrial revolution, before Marx outbid them by 
handing on the pernicious doctrine to the proletarian masses.
“  Enlightened self-interest ”  exercised by the rich and the powerful 
is no less destructive o f social order and of social justice than the 
mass greed of the mob gathering behind its self-appointed leaders to 
exercise the dictatorship o f the proletariat in the final liquidation of 
the fruits of social endeavour in a general “  band-out

I t  may, indeed, be said that, owing to  the defective social instinct 
o f man, society, like man himself, begins to die as soon as it is born, 
carrying within it the seeds of its own destruction. Human greed 
wars with social service throughout history. The era when man 
was prepared to  build cathedrals to his religious faith in a  noble
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purpose upon earth, while living in a  hovel, was comparatively 
short lived. Then came the aristocrat, claiming the right to live in 
dissolute extravagance, regardless of whether or no he gave in return 
the great social services that many of his order still regarded as a  duty.

Further decline brought the merchants and industrialists whose 
greedy exploitation of their fellow-men inevitably evoked the violent 
reaction of the class struggle, upon which Marx based his philosophic 
concept. These are all symptoms o f social decay and disintegration, 
and by no means, as the “ subversive ” Marx would have us believe, 
in typical inversion, signposts on the way to the proletarian Nirvana.

Is there, then, no hope for the maintenance o f the social order, 
which alone by its communion of the spirit o f man can raise mankind 
above the level of the beasts ? Is man so devoid of the social instinct, 
which maintains the insect communities in perpetuity, that every one 
of his civilisations—even our own—must perish from the earth amid 
the plaudits of the greed-crazed masses and their misguided leaders, 
who misuse the noble description socialist to complete the destruction 
of society?

By no means, if the elite of our European society can grasp the 
message of Spengler without succumbing to his pessimism. A 
regeneration of our society is eminently possible, once the disease 
from which it suffers has been diagnosed, and the necessary treat
ment for its eradication has been undertaken.

Every means of propaganda and re-education must be mobilised 
to replace the poisonous doctrine of greed with the health-giving 
ideal o f service. Anti-social activities a t every level o f society must 
be suppressed, for no less is at stake than the heritage o f the culture 
of the ages, threatened by the long night o f another “  D ark Age

Drastic as these measures may be they will not enslave mankind, 
but in the truest sense liberate man from his lowest animal instincts, 
in order that he may once again know the satisfaction and happiness 
of great social achievement—in partnership, and not in competition, 
with his fellow men. A healthy society can yet be saved from the 
optimism of Marx and the pessimism of Spengler.



“NEW DEAL”
FOR RUSSIAN WRITERS?

HE FULL ASSEMBLY of the Union of Soviet Writers, which
met not long ago, is similar on the intellectual plane to the 

Congress of the Soviet Communist Party, though it is, doubtless, 
a more Sensible gathering. It was the first time the Union had 
met since its formation nineteen years ago. It is perhaps pertinent 
also to .n o te  that this Congress met after Stalin’s death, and 
obviously reflects some changes that have taken place in Russia 
since the dictator’s death. These changes were manifest in many 
o f the speeches with which the conference was studded. The 
object of this article is to give a general picture and then to see what 
can be learnt from it.

First, it is necessary to recall briefly the great directives that 
governed literary activity up to the Congress. All writing is ruled by 
the principles of Socialist Realism, of which the following is Stalin’s 
definition: “ Socialist Realism, the fundamental method of Soviet 
literature and literary criticisms, requires the writer to give a truthful 
account, both historical and concrete, of Reality in its revolutionary 
evolution. Moreover, the veracity, and the concrete, historical 
character o f a  literary picture o f this reality must be combined with 
the ideological formation and education of the workers in the spirit 
o f socialism.”

The battle to compel Soviet writers to comply with the demands of 
this method was conducted vigorously by Zhdanov from 1946 
onwards.

Stalin’s definition of Socialist Realism conceals two irreconcilable 
requirements: writers are asked to give a true picture of their time; 
but they are also expected to be propagandists, to provide their 
readers with heroes who must be model men and at the same time 
must embody the virtues o f the future society exactly as the state 
conceives them.

It was this second tendency which, until the Congress, dominated 
the first. In fact the Communist Party and the literary critics 
working under its orders fulminated incessantly against writers who 
gave a “ false and calumnious description ” of Soviet Reality. On 
this pretext Zoschenko was reduced to silence. At the same time, the
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same censors increased their orders commanding writers to  depict 
in their works positive heroes, and to manifest in Soviet reality that 
which is typical.

The positive hero is obviously he who embodies the values of 
Soviet society: the director of the Collective Farm who assures the 
success of his enterprise; the Stakhanovite who imposes his new 
methods of work and triumphs over the inert and the prejudiced; 
the cell-leader who defends the “ line ” etc. The “ typical ” is.the 
sum-total of the characteristics o f Soviet society, which are supposed 
to embody the evolution of this society and to give a precise picture of 
future society. The severity o f these themes was confirmed by the 
total absence of conflict, so necessary in particular for drama. As 
Soviet society had ended class struggle, the theorists argued that 
there was no longer any need on the stage for the forces of Good and 
Evil. Since literature was expected to  represent the typical, that is to  
say the new, the avant-garde—these things being considered the very 
essence of Soviet society—it was believed that the drama had now 
only room for sugary confrontations between the better and the good, 
between the excellent and the all-right.

Thus, pseudo-realism has, in reality, given birth to  the worst 
kind of conventional literature, a soul-destroying dependence on 
formula, and an art entirely based on artifice. Socialist Realism came 
to be as complete a denial of any objective observation of reality as 
it was of any degree of psychological truth.

These two corroding tendencies were explicitly condemned by the 
Congress. Most of the speakers protested against the limited field 
imposed on them. A few quotations about the principal themes in 
the debate are significant: most of them refer to drama.

The Absence o f Conflict. Most speakers severely criticised this 
theory. Constantine Simonov revived the idea that conflict was 
essential to dramatic art.

“ There is a direct link between the question of concentrating all 
attention on that which is progressive and the theory of the absence 
of conflict. What is there in this theory if not the reflection in art of 
the theory of the ending of class struggle, if not the clearly expressed 
wish not to see that which is negative, to ignore its very existence, and 
to reduce one’s horizon to the extent of only seeing the good and the 
better, to suppress instantly moments of crisis from drama, so that 
there only are agreeable moments, inspirations passing between 
characters who are only different in principle—this is the crown and 
the ideal of drama without conflict."
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Simonov emphasised several times that heroes thus presented 
neither have anything in common with daily realities nor with the 
thoughts of the Soviet people. Audiences see pale ghosts on the 
stage; they all speak the same language and recite couplets of pure 
propaganda which could be inserted indifferently into any play.

The producer N. Okhlopkov made almost the same criticisms 
about the cinema as about the stage. He pointed out that in the film 
“ The Miners of Donetz ” (presented by the Communist press in 
France as a masterpiece) the characteis delivered impersonal set- 
pieces quite detachable from the plot.

The Soviet theatre has made a new convention out of the positive 
hero, a'formula-figure void of weaknesses and passions, who has lost 
all touch with familiar life. The Union of writers, without abandon
ing the idea of the positive hero, demands for the future recognizable 
characters in whom the complexities of life can be shown. Okhlopkov 
says about this: “  It is necessary to have living men in the theatre. 
I f  there are not such men in a  play,- it is invaded by didactics, 
moralising speeches, boring, if edifying, sermons, empty vapouring, 
and becomes just a suitcase o f ideas.” He describes the extent to 
which unlikely dogmatism paralyses the theatre. “ Unfortunately 
there are people who do not wish writers to create real characters in 
the theatre or the cinema. Those who cut the scene where Batmonov 
adopts a child from the film ‘ Far from Moscow,’ feared that the 
human sentiments of Batmonov, and above all his tears, would 
disfigure the presentation of a high official dedicated to production. 
This case is not unique.”

Simonov devotes a long passage to the question of the positive 
hero. Without formally refuting the theory, he recalls a  certain 
number o f simple truths which are extremely “ bourgeois” : what 
counts above all in a play is not the number of positive and negative 
heroes in it, but the quality of the play; the first job of a dramatist 
is to make his characters live, that is, to restore psychology.

The Typical. A  large part of the problem surrounding the positive 
hero arises from the notion o f the typical. Although this question 
seems to  have preoccupied the members of the congress less, it has 
been widely mentioned by the Soviet literary press.

Malenkov, Stalin’s successor as “ guide and torch ” , is quoted on 
this subject. It rather seems that the commentators attribute more 
to Malenkov than he actually thought it wise to say at the time of the 
congress. Malenkov, in fact, emphasised that the writers must make 
a  new type of positive hero—“ helping to form among the men of our
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society characters and habits exempt from the evils and vices bred 
by capitalism In a word, he encouraged the didactic formulae 
that are vigorously impugned today.

Even if Malenkov now demands the development of satirical 
works, he still maintained in his speech that by typical is not meant 
the most widespread or the most common (the “ bourgeois ” sense 
of the word)—“ but that which expresses most fully the essence itself 
of a given social force This again puts the emphasis on a Pertain 
distortion of reality, in order not to exclude propaganda . . .  Today it 
seems that this definition of the typical is to be used more for satires 
than for the old-fashioned apologias: to pillory vices whose very 
mention the absence of conflict theory would have prevented..

The principal subject of debate was Soviet dram a: but other aspects 
of literature were discussed at the congress, or have since been de
bated in the Soviet press.

A widespread desire exists for a revival o f satire. I t  is significant 
that the famous humourist Zoschenko, co-victim with the poetess 
Akmatova of Zhdanov’s thunderbolts, has made a discreet return 
to the pages of Crocodile. Writers are now required to  attack with all 
their force the vices and shortcomings o f Soviet society; and—a 
detail not without pungency—they aTe reproached, if a t all, for 
being too prudent. How one sympathises with such prudence! 
Through long years they have been throttled in expression by pro
hibitions and taboos, loaded with reprimands and criticisms, sus
pected of the most culpable intents, scolded as vile calumniators, 
cosmopolites, idolatois of bourgeois virtues; a  cordon of censors 
kept them under strict watch like would-be timber thieves lurking 
near a wood; today they are invited to  speak freely, one can under
stand that they feel some hesitation, that this new freedom dazzles 
them, that they fear it may be as suddenly withdrawn the day after 
tomorrow and they themselves be again in the dock.

In other realms than the drama there are tentative signs of a new 
policy. The Literatournaia Gazeta has published a  discussion on 
poetry. Olga Bergholtz, a  poetess, published a defence of lyric 
poetry which manifested a reaction in favour of expressing those 
intimate personal sentiments, hitherto banned as manifestations of 
petit-bourgeois decadence. Invoking Mayakovsky as example, Olga 
Bergholtz writes: “ Our poetry can claim undoubted successes. 
Our poets deal with important subjects, but to many o f  our lyric 
poets the one essential thing is wanting: man. O f course, you can 
find men of all professions in their poems; bulldozer mechanics,
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earth-excavators, horticulturalists, etc.; often well, even superbly 
described, but from the outside; what is  lacking is the essential 
lyrical hero and his individual reactions to  events and to  the 
countryside.”

Olga Bergholtz also spoke against the absence of conflicts: “  The 
absence o f conflicts, in my opinion, substitutes ersatz feelings and 
passions for real ones; in the place of suffering, there is slight 
unpleasantness, instead o f optimism, good humour: always and 
everywhere there is perfect equilibrium. This state o f affairs has 
more than a little contributed to  the hypocrisies of the kind of critic 
who shrieks ‘ pessimism! ’ or ‘ decadence! ’ if he finds the poet 
pensive or saddened by an unfortunate love, or if his sadness is not 
immediately counterbalanced by some happier event, such as the 
exceeding of the harvest norms by the forsaken lover.”

This is a sign that the Soviet press exalts the memory of Mayakovsky 
with a  special insistence at this time, and suggests him as an example 
for modem poets. This rehabilitation o f the personal, lyrical poet is 
certainly in strong contrast with Zhdanov’s vituperations against the 
poetess Akmatova.

Olga Bergholtz’s article denies any desire to  exalt the personal 
feelings o f the individual to the detriment of collective society. She 
affirms that it is quite possible to reconcile the two.

Timidly, artists in other fields are demanding to express more 
personal feelings in a more personal way. The same magazine 
(14th-November 1953) calls for a development of adventure novels. 
Such books are too few in number and usually badly done. The 
Literatournaia Gazeta scolds papers like the Komsomolskaia Pravda 
and the Young Collective Farmer for not publishing such stories. In 
this sphere, too, it is emphasised that adventure stories cannot be 
written without conflicts and without characters, and that they are 
spoiled by long theoretical discussions. Still newer innovation: the 
same article defends detective fiction, whereas before it was dis
approved of, on the grounds that crime was a thing of the past. The 
writer of the article maintains that the Soviet crime story would never 
be similar to  its American counterpart, which praises crime and 
gangsterdom. But the fact that crime novels and adventure stories 
should be considered as necessary at all is in itself interesting, 
showing a real need among Soviet readers for escapist literature.

Fundamentally, the state must come to terms with public demand. 
Thus, a  certain place is conceded both to escapism, and to the kind of 
literature that deals with private life, with private feelings and
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interests. This is the new trend, since before, any expression of 
individual emotions, individual joys, troubles, hopes or thoughts was 
banished from the stage and screen with pitiless rigour; such emotions 
were regarded as the leaven of anarchy and individualism, to  be 
pushed aside and replaced by discussions on the carrying out o f the 
Five Year Plan, the direction of a Collective Farm, or the accom
plishment of a work-norm.

The Literatournaia Gazeta stated that private and personal 
problems must be used for drama. The writer o f • the article 
satirises present Russian plays in which the conflict between two 
husbands leads to a discussion on how to improve Collective Farms. 
He protests against the wish to impose at all costs a happy ending 
(an observation that is made in several articles) and says that the 
public, particularly the young public, objects to  the conception of 
happy endings at any price.

This relaxation of control in the plan for literature, is comparable 
to the one made by the party for agriculture. In  the same way as 
the party was led to make an allowance for the individualism of the 
peasants, to loosen a little the clasp of collectivism, so it is trying 
today to permit room for the expression of individual feelings.

The mediocrity of native literary production is leading also to a 
demand for the translation of foreign works. Naturally only 
“ progressive ” works are included. But this recourse to foreign 
literature is a sign of the boredom the public is showing for the 
national literature. Also it seems that the Soviet reader is becoming 
more interested in works of the past, the great Russian and foreign 
classics, than in contemporary literature where he only finds the 
quotidian propaganda themes of Trud and Pravda.

What are the reasons for these changes? The disappearance of 
Stalin has perhaps allowed the vice-like grip o f prohibitions to 
slacken. But more important is the increasing disaffection of the 
public, particularly with regard to the theatre and the cinema. 
Writers’ speeches at the congress and articles published in Soviet 
literary papers leave no doubt about this. All emphasize that most 
of the plays and films have no success at all. It is for this reason that, 
on the proposal of the association of writers, fifty plays have been 
erased from the theatrical repertoire because of their mediocrity. 
A t this congress, Pnomarenko, Minister of Culture, announced that 
there were 497 theatres showing plays in thirty-nine different lan
guages in the U.S.S.R., but that these theatres were often empty. 
Certain pieces, he stated, only ran for ten or twenty performances
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The Literatournaia Gazeta stressed that while classical plays attract 
crowds, certain modern pieces that have been acclaimed by the 
critics have played to empty houses. The same situation exists 
in the cinema. Ponomarenko criticised the abuse o f historical 
films and deplored the poverty and lack of good scenarios, a  lament 
that has been expressed for a long time in the Soviet press. The 
younger generation, particularly, objects to  the artificialities and 
conventions o f the Soviet theatre and above all to  the inevitable 
happy endings.

The authorities could not be blind to  this situation. T hat is why 
they have decided to  retrogress, to  give to  literature tha t minimum of 
liberty without which a  work of a rt is impossible. T hat is why the 
writers a t the congress were allowed to  debate with a  fullness o f 
freedom that has had no precedent for many years. In  the Lettres 
Franpaises, Aragon profited from this by shouting trium phal cries 
which can be summarised as follows: “ You say there are no free 
discussions, no controversies, in the U.S.S.R.? Read the debates and 
see for yourself.” Aragon, self-appointed apologist o f disreputable 
events from the German-Soviet pact to  Lysenko’s theories (of which 
he is no competent judge), forgets to  say that this freedom—or its 
ghost — is a very recent phenomenon.

Besides, if  free discussion was usual in  the U.S.S.R., there would 
be no need to  make so much fuss about it existing a t the conference.

What can be gleaned from these modifications? It seems that 
“ Zhdanovism ” , which was more the brain-child o f Stalin than  o f 
Zhdanov, is being liquidated.

Can it be concluded tha t Soviet writers and artists are going to  be 
able to  work without the restrictions of the censor? I t  would be 
unwise to  draw any such hasty conclusion. W ithout doubt the con
gress allowed the critics to  express themselves; it showed the wish to 
see art freed from absurd controls and censorship. This liberty is 
in no way a spontaneous revolt o f the writers, but rather an indulgence 
granted by the Party whose directives continue to  be law. For the 
moment these seem inclined towards a certain liberalism. But for 
how long? Satirical works are required, but it is significant tha t 
authors hesitate to  plough this field which only gives an  opportunity 
for wit. I t would no t be otherwise. Satire in  the past has flourished 
under despotic regimes and been against them. But this has nothing 
in common with Soviet despotism.

One detail shows up clearly the artificial character o f the present 
reform. In the many speeches a t the congress this question was
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asked repeatedly: “ How have we come to this impasse?” If  the 
question is sincere, the answers are less than frank. Agreement is 
reached at the expense of the critics, these empty-headed idiots, 
who are entirely to blame. They are asked to show more good will, 
more broadmindedness towards authors in the future. The critics 
are thus made the whipping-boy for the Party, itself really responsible 
for the decadence of Soviet literature.

It is unlikely that this anti-Zhdanovian reaction will have much 
success in creating a really free literature. The main task of Soviet 
art and writing is to educate the workers in a way that conforms to 
Soviet ethics; they must follow the same line as the propaganda of 
the regime. This essential principle was never questioned at the 
Congress.

(Translated)

THE DEATH OF DRESDEN
AN EYE-WITNESS REPORT OF THE NIGHT 

13th FEBRUARY, 1945.

“ We began to bomb objectives on the German mainland before 
the Germans began to bomb objectives on the British mainland. 
That is a historical fact which has been publicly admitted. . . .  
Bomber Command went to war on 11 th May 1940. I t had only been 
fooling with war until then. That is the great date in its war diary: 
not because o f anything spectacular achieved immediately, but because 
o f  what was to follow in the fullness o f tim e . . . .  We offered London 
as a sacrifice in the cause o f freedom and civilisation. Retaliation

32



THE DEATH OF DRESDEN

was certain i f  we carried the war into Germany. There was no 
certainly, but there was a reasonable probability, that our capital 
and our industrial centres would not have been attacked i f  we had 
continued to refrain from  attacking those o f  Germany." — From 
Bombing Vindicated by J. M. Spaight, late Principal Assistant 
Secretary, Air Ministry.

NO ONE BELIEVED in Dresden that what had happened in 
Berlin and Cologne, in Hamburg and Munich, could happen 

there, that bombs would fall on the city on the Elbe. Dresden had 
been declared a “  city o f  the wounded ” , people said, it contained 
no military objective. In fact, until 13th February 1945 nothing had 
happened; the few bombs which had fallen in the centre o f the city 
had caused insignificant damage. As for the construction o f deep 
bunkers, o f great air-raid cellars, neither materials ot workers were 
available. Everything was being sent to  the front, the homeland had 
to fend for itself. The picks and shovels which would have been 
useful for digging out survivors in the event o f a  raid had been 
collected from the houses for use by -the Volkssturm and the Hitler 
Youth, by women and foreign workers, in building the Ostwall. 
Dresden refused to believe that bombs could fall on the city.

The city normally numbered 630;000 people. The male population, 
who were mostly at the front, were replaced in numbers by the 
neighbouring garrisons, by foreign workers and prisoners-of-war. 
In the early days o f February 1945, however, more than a million 
people were packed within the city’s walls. The Red Army already 
stood deep in Silesia, and the treks o f refugees from the East plodded 
ceaselessly towards Saxony and felt themselves safe when they saw 
the Elbe flowing. From the West also hundreds of thousands o f 
refugees had found their way to  Dresden, to  escape from the battles 
which were raging in their homelands; Saxony, Thuringia, the Sude- 
tenland, it had become a goal of refuge for them all. And Dresden 
was completely defenceless; military defence was non-existent. The 
Flak batteries had long since been drawn off to  the front, the fighter 
squadrons grounded through lack of fuel, and through sabotage, 
for as the enemy planes came and the last German planes rose to  
challenge them they were ordered to  Schleswig-Holstein, while 
Dresden sank in ruins.

That night more than 9,000 enemy airplanes were on their way. 
Dresden was only one o f many targets, but no other city in  Germany
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was so systematically destroyed. The clock on the Frauenkirche 
showed 21.35 hours when hell suddenly broke loose. For forty 
mintues bombs rained down on the defenceless city; first block
busters and land-mines, then sticks of incendiary bombs and phos
phorus canisters. Forty minutes of attack after attack, without 
interruption, forty minutes of despair and fear of death for a million 
human beings. At 0.20 hours the second wave of bombers rolled 
along. They sought out the few buildings still standing, which 
arose black out of the sea of fire, and the open spaces where hun
dreds of thousands of people had taken refuge from the flames. And 
the wave of death was to pass over once more, late in the morning. 
The city no longer offered a target for everything lay in ruins; but 
the suburbs, the new parts of the city, now had their turn. The 
fleeing civilians on the streets, who were racing to escape from the 
inferno, only to get away from Dresden, and save their bare lives— 
they were hunted by the fighters, with machine-guns and cannons. 
With bombs they ravaged the crowds, hunted the people like wild 
beasts, over the fields and ditches. Human life was worth nothing 
in those days.

The bombs of the first attack had fallen upon the old part o f the 
city like a carpet. Every single house resembled a torch, others 
were as if wiped away from the earth’s surface. Di rect hits destroyed 
whole blocks from the sixth storeys to  the basements, the flames 
from both sides met in the middles of the streets.

A few people staggered out of the fiery furnace, living torches who 
cried as only humans in deathly fear can cry; streets and drains 
were torn up, it was like a moon landscape. The streets were strewn 
with corpses, bodies hung in the mutilated trees, dead horses lay in 
bomb craters. Smoke-blackened, their clothes tom  and burnt, the 
people hurried to the Elbe meadows, to the parks which had been 
spared by the fire. When the bombs ceased to  fall, time-bombs and 
booby-traps exploded in the fire. Falling walls killed those who had 
escaped the bombs in the cellars, the flames in the houses. The 
great halls of the exhibition grounds were overflowing with refugees. 
No bunkers, no slit trenches, no cellars offered them protection. 
Unhindered, the explosive bombs fell through the flimsy roofs, the 
sticks of incendiary bombs sprayed their fire onto the defenceless 
people. The straw of the improvised beds immediately went up in 
flames, the exits were blocked, those who were not burnt or blown to 
death were trampled underfoot by the raving crowd.

Only one main railway-line passed through Dresden, It was easy
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to put this out of operation. The main railway station was blocked 
by too many trains waiting to pass through. The railway personnel 
had succeeded in freeing it when the alarm was given and the first 
bombs fell. After the attack the trains pulled into the station again, 
in so far as the lines were still intact, since no one believed there 
would be a  second attack. So when it came, the installations were 
hopelessly blocked. The cellars under the waiting-rooms offered 
some protection, but they too were defenceless against direct hits. 
In a few minutes the railway was a chaos of sandstone ruins, twisted 
steel, and corpses on which the phosphorus glimmered.

On 14th February 1945 there was no daybreak in Dresden. Black 
clouds of smoke rose before the sun and lengthened the night. Only 
on the third day, when the corpses had already become an acute 
danger, did the burial o f the dead gradually begin. Scarcely a cellar 
in which masses o f dead did not lie; no streets which were not thickly 
strewn with corpses; the water tanks on the old market place were 
full of people who had been drowned seeking their last refuge in the 
water.

Troops from the surrounding areas were ordered to help, mostly 
Russian Vlassov units which had to be continually relieved as no one 
could stand it for long. At first an attempt was made to  identify the 
corpses, to bury them. Mass graves for 50 and 100 were laid out in 
the cemeteries, columns of Panje waggons and Wehrmacht lorries 
brought up the dead, layer upon layer, men, women and children. 
N o one knows how many lost their lives on this night. 250,000, 
350,000,400,000? Later, great funeral pyres were erected upon which 
the corpses were heaped up, petrol was poured over them and they 
were burnt. The ashes of 10,000 people made a hill of four times six 
metres.

This labour lasted for weeks, no end was in sight.' The Spring 
warmth increased the danger of plague, radical measures had to be 
undertaken. Troops with flame-throwers, with protective suits and 
gas-masks, smoked out the cellars where the victims of the 13th 
February had already fully decomposed. Everything fell into ashes, 
furniture, personal belongings, papers—no one will ever be able to 
say who or what lay in these cellars. And as this did not suffice to 
stop the reek o f decomposition, whole quarters were sealed off, 
surrounded with high walls, to prevent anyone entering. How many 
lie still under the ruins ? No one knows, for even today Dresden is 
still a city of the dead.

(Translated from Ike German by Vivian Bird)
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TRIUMPH OR TRAGEDY
“ Apris deux grandes guerres inutiles et ruineuses, r&jouissons-hous 
de savoir qu’une personne au moins, pendant ces sinistres armies, 
s’est amusie

The Second World War, Vol. VI, T rium ph  and  Tragedy,
Sir Winston Churchill, Cassell, 30s.

WO FARMYARD PIGS and a wild boar ” was the comment
of a well-known French politician on the photograph o f 

Churchill, Roosevelt and Stalin at the Yalta conference—a photo
graph which has lately been seen again, illustrating an  article about 
this book entitled The Day we lost the Peace. They are sitting 
together in the sunshine; Sir Winston in a  “  funny ”  fur hat, smoking 
a cigar, is beaming at the other two who look in his direetion— 
Roosevelt, hatless, wearing a theatrical cloak and vacant expression, 
and Stalin. Dressed in his plain uniform, the proximity of the two 
politicians in fancy dress does not, as might be supposed, make him 
too look ridiculous, but rather the reverse. Because he is the wild

Sir Winston has called this last volume of his account o f the 
second World War Triumph and Tragedy, unfortunately his triumph 
was transitory, but the tragedy persists. He begins, however, on the 
triumphant note to which we became so accustomed during the war. 
It is D Day; the Allies are advancing; he is having the time o f his 
life. “ I had a jolly day on Monday on the beaches and inland ” he 
wrote to Roosevelt on 14th June 1944. “ We are working up to a 
battle which may well be a million a side . . .  How I wish you were 
here!" He sang Rule Britannia in a  wardroom, visited the ruins o f  
Caen, stayed at Arromanches: “  They wanted to  call the harbour 
‘ Port Churchill ’. But this for various reasons I  forbade.”

In one of Sir Winston’s favourite expressions, the Hun was 
being made to bleed and burn on all fronts. The Red Army was 
advancing from the E ast “ Every victory that you gain is watched 
with eager attention here ” he wrote to Stalin. “ This is the moment *

* Alfred Fabre-Luce, L a F um ie tPun C igare.

boar.
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for me to  tell you how immensely we are all here impressed with the 
magnificent advances o f the Russian armies."

Best o f all, he was able to “ go into action ”  on one of His 
Majesty’s ships, the destroyer Kelvin. “  Admiral Vian . . .  proposed 
that we should go and watch the bombardment o f the German 
position . . . Accordingly we passed between the two battleships, 
which were firing at twenty thousand yards . . . and soon we were 
within seven or eight thousand yards o f the shore, which was 
thickly wooded. The bombardment was leisurely and continuous, 
but there was no reply from the enemy. As we were about to turn 
I said to  Vian, ‘ Since we are so near, why shouldn’t  we have a  plug 
a t them ourselves before we go home?’ He said ‘ Certainly,’ and 
in a  minute o r two all our guns fired on the silent coast. We were, o f 
course, well within the range of their artillery, and the moment we 
had fired Vian made the destroyer turn about and depart at the 
highest speed. We were soon out o f danger and passed through the 
cruiser and battleship lines.”  No doubt as they sped away from the 
silent wooded shore he made a  whole series o f V signs—a gesture of 
defiance to  the continent of Europe upon which he was soon to  inflict 
such fatal wounds.

His finest hour was sweet, but very short. Already, with 
unconditional surrender almost a  year away, a  black cloud loomed, 
a worrying, nagging thought that almost succeeded in spoiling the 
sport of that exhilarating, victory-laden summer. What would the 
wild boar do, once he had been let into the garden?

“ Evidently we are approaching a show-down with the Russians 
about their intrigues in Italy, Yugoslavia, and Greece. I  think their 
attitude becomes more difficult every day.”  This was a  minute 
addressed to  the Foreign Secretary. Strange words to  use about our 
ally, who was fighting the Hun with all his might, and was now 
approaching the Polish frontier. I t was almost five years since we 
had declared war on Germany in order to free Poland from the 
invader, but apart from setting up an emigre Polish government in 
London and allowing Polish soldiers and airmen to fight with our 
armies, England, for geographical reasons, had not been able to 
implement the guarantee given in 1939. But now our Russian ally 
was advancing into Poland, which was about to be liberated and take 
its place once more among the free and democratic nations.

Reviewing this book, the Times Literary Supplement commented 
on the single, unpolitical, war-aim o f the author — to win the war. 
Clausewitz said that war is the pursuance of political ends by other
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means. To Sir Winston the means and the end were so confused that 
he apparently had no other thought in his head than the defeat o f 
Hitler. He seems to have imagined that once this was accomplished 
there would be a  Peace Conference, and Europe would assume its 
pre-1933 aspect, with Germany enjoying the blessings o f democracy 
and mass-unemployment, while the League of Nations was hard at 
work once more at Geneva. It was not until the summer of 1944 that 
the fatality of his policy began to dawn upon him, and even then his 
enjoyment of the triumph often obscured his vision of the approach
ing tragedy. Those who had warned were silenced; foresight in this 
matter had been strictly forbidden.

In order to defeat Hitler he was prepared to cast away the 
wealth and strength of England and see her reduced to  a second rate 
power. That was not all: English honour was held to be involved in 
the liberation of Poland; yet after the efforts and sacrifices o f a  six 
years war Poland is not free. "  The Germans are a cold in the head 
but Russia is the pox ”  is an old Polish saying; the massacres of 
Katyn and what happened in Warsaw were not likely to change this 
opinion. Readers of Triumph and Tragedy know the end of the story, 
and so did Sir Winston when he wrote the book. It is a piece 
of special pleading; he wishes to  show the world how great was the 
effort he made during the last year of the war to avoid the results of 
his colossal errors of judgment. But however hard he tries to shift 
responsibility, it falls back upon him.

As long as his war-aim was to “ kill Germans ” it was all 
straightforward. Not only did England and America pour arms into 
Russia; they also provided arms and money to “ Communist 
banditti ” as Sir Winston calls them, wherever they might be, if they 
would promise to kill Germans too. (The fact that these “ Partisans ” 
put the arms to other uses as well was one of the reasons for the great 
unpopularity of their English and American benefactors in Europe 
after the war.) It did not matter whether those killed were soldiers, 
or even men, so long as they were German. A few weeks before the 
end of the war, Dresden, an open city full to overflowing with 
refugees, provided an opportunity for making them bleed and bum  
in their tens of thousands, of which an account is given elsewhere 
in this issue. The farmyard creatures were determined to show that 
they were in no way behind the wild boar when it came to being 
“ tough” ; the bombing of Dresden had.no other object, since it 
did not affect the course of the war.

In the summer of 1944 grave doubts as to the intentions of
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Russia began to loom, doubts which became certainties after the 
Warsaw rising. Sir Winston tells the story in fu ll; the Russian 
wireless appeal to the Poles in Warsaw to rise against the Germans, 
now that their liberators were at the gates, how they bravely did so, 
encouraged by the sound of Russian guns on the outskirts o f the 
city, how the Russians then halted their advance, and gave the 
Germans several weeks in which to put down the rising, refusing all 
help to the desperate Poles and even forbidding English and Ameri
can aeroplanes to land with supplies on the airfields within reach. 
Thus (again for geographical reasons) were the Poles for the second 
time buoyed up with promises which could not be kept. Stalin 
achieved his object—Poland minus its fighting men was easier to 
occupy and has since been no trouble to rule.

“One of the last broadcasts from the heroic city was picked up 
in London. ‘ This is the stark truth. ' We were treated worse than 
Hitler’s satellites, worse than Italy, Roumania, Finland. May God, 
who is just, pass judgment on the terrible injustice suffered by the 
Polish nation, and may he punish accordingly all those who are 
guilty

This chapter, The Martyrdom o f  Warsaw, might well have been 
called instead The Result o f England’s Guarantee o f Poland.

On., the 30th August General Smuts wrote to Sir Winston as 
follows:

“ Please do not let strategy absorb all your attention to the 
damage of the greater issue now looming up. From now on it 
would be wise to keep a very close eye on all matters bearing on 
the future settlement o f Europe. This is the crucial issue on 
which the future of the world for generations will depend. In its 
solution your vision, experience, and great influence may prove a 
main factor.”

It is hard to say whether Smuts meant the last sentence sarcastically; 
it was already plain that, whatever might be said of his experience, 
the Prime Minister’s influence was pure illusion. He had summoned 
up the barbarian from the East and the simpleton from the West— 
Europe meant nothing to the latter, it meant riches, plunder and 
power to  the former. He could write and telegraph to Stalin every 
day, he could sometimes persuade Roosevelt to  join in his appeals, 
but it made no difference whatever. He did his best. He told Field- 
Marshal Alexander, still fighting in Northern Italy, “  if the war 
came to an end at an early d a te . . . to be ready for a dash with

39



The EUROPEAN

armoured cars ”—a dash for Vienna, to forestall the Russians. 
“ Difficult as the world is now ” he wrote to the Foreign Secretary, 
“ we shall not make our course easier by abandoning people whom 
we have encouraged by promises of support ” ; while to Tito he said 
“ we had no desire to intervene in internal Yugoslav affairs, b u t . . . 
we ought not to let the King down.” Seemingly bewildered by the 
difficult world, minutes, memoranda and telegrams flowed from his 
pen while the people whom he had encouraged by promises of sup
port were, in fact, abandoned one after another.

In October he went to see Stalin in Moscow, and made another 
half-hearted attempt to back up the “ London ” Poles. He reported 
optimistically to Roosevelt, who replied: “  I am delighted to learn 
of your success at Moscow in making progress toward a compromise 
solution of the Polish problem.” Stalin, as always, was adept in 
keeping the ball rolling, with memoranda, exchanges of views, and 
the rest of the meaningless manoeuvres which make democratic 
politicians feel at home. He knew he had Poland in the bag.

It was in February 1945 that the Three met in Yalta, when the 
photograph referred to above was taken. Between banquets they 
discussed everything, and settled nothing. They even discussed 
“ the all-important question of voting rights in the Security Council ” 
of the World Instrument for Peace which was to be set up after the 
war—a question which had been shelved at Dumbarton Oaks. 
After much talk they arrived at a  world-shaking conclusion: “ unless 
the Big Four were unanimous the Security Council was virtually 
powerless. If the United States, the U.S.S.R., Great Britain, or 
China disagreed, then it could refuse its assent and stop the Council 
doing anything. Here was the Veto.” In  other words, the whole 
idea made nonsense from the start, just as did the Atlantic Charter 
and its four freedoms. They might promise freedom from  fear o f  the 
policenwi's knock (the present reviewer well remembers reading 
about this excellent notion in a cell at Holloway Prison) but what 
did the wild boar care? It was all moonshine. Even with his 
restricted vision and trustful 19th-century outlook Sir Winston must 
have realised this.

At Yalta, six months after the Warsaw rising, when Russian 
intentions in. Europe were already plain for all to see, he quotes 
himself as saying: “ It is no exaggeration or compliment o f a  florid 
kind when I say that we regard Marshal Stalin’s life as most precious 
to the hopes and hearts o f all of us,” and again: “  We feel we have a 
friend whom we can trust ” . Is it unfair to quote the idiocies, the
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indecent nonsense of an after-dinner (or should it be after-banquet) 
speech? N o; since he gives the words in his own book.

Poland, as usual, was on the agenda; the Prime Minister made 
his contribution: “ Honour was the sole reason why we had drawn 
the sword to help Poland against Hitler’s brutal onslaught, and we 
could never accept any settlement which did not leave her free, 
independant, and sovereign.”

The last part o f the book is an account of submitting first to 
Russian force and then to American ignorance and obtuseness. Sir 
Winston could neither control nor influence events in the least degree. 
I t is astonishing that the Americans should have paid such slight 
attention to  his views; he cared far more than they did what happened 
to  Europe, for after all he is half English. He did his utmost to 
persuade Eisenhower not to withdraw his armies from thousands of 
square miles o f the European heart-land in order to  allow the Rus
sians to  “ wend ” their way into it. But nobody listened to him any 
more.

President Roosevelt died on 12th April. Sir Winston spoke of 
him in the House of Commons: “ What an enviable death was his! 
He had brought his country through the worst of its perils and the 
heaviest of its toils. Victory had cast its sure and steady beam upon 
him.” The German wireless said: “ Roosevelt will go down in 
history as the man at whose instigation the present war was spread 
into a Second World War, and as the President who finally succeeded 
in bringing his greatest opponent, the Bolshevik Soviet Union, to 
power ” , and Stalin: “ The friendly attitude of President Franklin 
Roosevelt to the U.S.S.R. will always be most highly valued and 
remembered by the Soviet people.” He had done irreparable harm 
to Europe; had he died five years sooner our continent might have 
been spared the worst. As it was, he did not live to see the con
sequences of his actions, as nis friend Sir Winston has done.

Throughout the victory celebrations he had, he tells us, a heavy 
heart. He concealed it most cleverly, and a spectacle Europeans 
found unnecessarily incongruous at the time when their continent 
was the scene of tragedies of a magnitude hithertojunknown was that 
of the politician who bore so great a responsibility for these events, 
electioneering with his cigar and his grin and his V sign, seemingly 
well satisfied with the turn of events. Perhaps the fact that, 
although they laughed and cheered, they did not vote for him, shows 
the electors felt it should be possible to rejoice (if rejoicing at such 
a  time is the order of the day) in a more dignified manner:
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“ While the rejoicings in our victory over Hitler and the Nazi 
tyranny transported the peoples of the Grand Alliance my mind was 
oppressed with the new and even greater peril which was swiftly 
unfolding itself to  my gaze,” he writes, and, in  a message to President 
Truman, “ we hope that the V.E. celebration will . . . occupy the 
public mind at home.” What is this distinction between his mind 
and the public mind? Does he imagine that no one but he was con
cerned with the danger? He had got his heart’s desire—he had 
fought and conquered Germany. Had he never paused till now, to 
wonder what might happen next?

However, almost at once he thought o f a way to  solve all out
standing problems and dangers. “  It seemed above all vital that 
Stalin, Truman, and I  should meet together a t the sarliest moment, 
and that nothing should delay us.” Incredible though it may appear, 
in spite of his experiences at Teheran, Moscow and Yalta, he was 
once again longing to repeat the futile discussions, to  eat and diink 
at the banquets, and to listen to and bestow the ridiculous compli
ments in the after dinner speeches. “  Nothing can save us from the 
great catastrophe but a meeting and a show-down as early as possible 
at some point in Germany . . .” he wrote, yet a  few pages later he 
admits: “ The agreements and understandings of Yalta, such as they 
were, had already been broken or brushed aside by the triumphant 
Kremlin. New perils, perhaps as terrible as those we had sur
mounted, loomed and glared upon the tom  and harassed world.”

Again and again Sir Winston refers to this or that problem 
being settled “  at the Peace Treaty ” . He never understood that he 
was fighting a new kind of war with a new kind of ally—who but he 
could refer to the conquerors of 1945 as the Grand Alliance? A  
Peace Treaty would have been just as meaningless as all the other 
commitments and undertakings of his Soviet friends. He looked 
forward, no doubt, to a Peace Parade and plenty of banquets and 
endless opportunities for making his V sign, but it was not to be.

However, one last meeting of the three Great Powers was 
vouchsafed him, this time with the cheerful, energetic Mr. Truman 
representing America in place of the empty opera cloak. I t took 
place at Potsdam in July. Sir Winston writes o f the proposed 
Oder-Neisse frontier for Germany: “ For the future peace of Europe 
here was a wrong beside which Alsace-Lorraine and the Danzig 
corridor were trifles. One day the Germans would want their 
territory back, and the Poles would not be able to stop them,” but 
he was again unable to influence events in any way.
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There were several more banquets. He thought it time Stalin 
learned to drink brandy ouc o f a bigger glass. “  So I filled a small
sized claret glass with brandy for him and another for myself. I  
looked a t him significantly. We both drained our glasses at a stroke 
and gazed approvingly at one another.”

After the Conference Sir Winston heard the result of the 
General Election. He says:

"  I intended, if I were returned by the electorate, as was generally 
expected, to  come to  grips with the Soviet Government . . . For 
instance, neither I nor Mr. Eden would ever have agreed to the 
Western Neisse being the frontier fine . . .  The over-running by the 
Russian , armies o f the territory up to  and even beyond the 
Western Neisse was never and would never have been agreed to 
by any government o f which I was the head. Here was no point 
of principle only, but rather an enormous matter of fact affecting 
about three additional millions of displaced people.”

These are brave words. If  they mean anything at all, they mean 
that if Mr. Churchill had won the election he would have sent 
English armies to iurn the Russians out of Germany. But of course 
they are empty, bragging words, meant to discredit his successor 
as Prime Minister. Certainly, by his own account, not Mr. Attlee, 
not even Mr. Eden himself could have carried less weight in the 
counsels of the Three than he did. The Polish question, the German 
frontiers, the fate of Austria—his impotence in these matters was 
plain long before the Bi itish electorate turned him out of office. He 
had won his war, but he lost everything else—much of the British 
Empire, English honour (so he tells us in connection with Poland) 
and the General Election.

The number of people living under Communist domination was 
increased, as a result of the war, from 170 millions to 770 millions*. 
In Sir Winston’s own words :

“ The territories under Russian control . . . include the Baltic 
provinces, all o f Germany to the occupational line, all Czecho
slovakia, a large part of Austria, the whole ofYugoslavia, Hungary, 
Roumania, Bulgaria. . . . This constitutes an event in the history 
of Europe to which there has been no parallel, and which has 
not been faced by the Allies in their long and hazardous struggle.”

An auto-criticism which can compare, in its frankness and scope, 
with the confession at a Soviet state trial.

D. MOSLEY.

•J . O. do Beus, The Future o f  the W est
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NEW BOOKS
Se lf Condemned, Wyndbam Lewis, Methuen, ISs.

MR. WYNDHAM LEWIS’S first novel for fourteen years is, on 
the human level, as bitter and disillusioned as its title suggests. 

There can be no doubt that the author dislikes and despises people 
in general and English people in particular. Almost every character 
is a savage caricature, a grotesque. The central figure, Professor 
Rene Harding, is half French, and (as war-time England is, in a 
sense, the villain of the novel) this ltalf-foreignness is evidently 
meant to mark his superiority. When war approaches, in 1939, he 
throws up his history professorship, because he disapproves so 
deeply of the war and the trend of events in Europe that he decides 
to start a new life in Canada. Why does he not continue to teach, 
and try to convert others to his point of view ? Because he is nervous, 
vain, touchy, and—in the last resort—conventional. Feeling an 
atmosphere so hostile to him he retires before the fight begins.

In Canada, he and his wife are virtually prisoners for three years. 
They inhabit a room in a cheap hotel which they are too poor to 
leave, with no friends, no work, and no comfort, where they suffer 
deeply from the Canadian climate, which according to Mr. Wyndham 
Lewis consists of ten months of bitter freezing winds and two months 
of glaring, panting heat accompanied by swarms of dangerous, 
stinging flies. Extremely unpleasant for both of them, these years 
are harder to bear for the wife than for the husband, as imprison
ment must always be harder for those with empty heads than for 
those whose intellectual life is an unending adventure. Finally the 
dreadful squalid hotel is burned down; and when, soon after, Rend 
Harding is offered a chair o f history at the local university his wife, 
realising that Canada is to be their permanent lot and neurotically 
homesick for Kensington, chooses freedom by throwing herself 
under a lorry.

There are scenes which are so well described that they are unfor
gettable—the Hampstead dinner party, the hotel fire, the police 
morgue—but it is not these alone which are the point o f the book. 
The loving care most writers lavish on their characters is reserved 
by Mr. Wyndham Lewis for the ideas of his hero. Professor Harding, 
“ outraged by the events of the past thirty years beyond endurance,”
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writes a book. In it he points out tha t: “  History is the record of the 
quantitive. . .  Unless the notion of significance can be detached from 
this misleading “  quantity ” association, no proper History can be 
written . . .  If  a new attitude were to be introduced, banishing the 
record of the silly, the criminal, or the commonplace (which, as it is, 
relegates History to the plane of a crime-yarn, a Western Story, or a 
body of statistics) then it would be necessary to attempt to expunge 
from our daily life, as far as possible, the things we condemn in 
History . . .  He hoped that the discredit of a  certain kind of event in 
the past would reflect forward (to some extent) to how we all acted 
today.”

He goes on: “  We obviously would perish ignominiously if we 
continued as we were at present. We must train and compress our
selves in every way, and breed an animal superior to our present 
disorderly and untidy selves. He added that there was very little 
chance of our doing this, but that it was just worth stating that this 
is the only possible solution.”

The discussion of these neo-Nietzschean ideas makes this book 
unusual. For those who do not like didactic novels, perhaps it 
should be pointed out that they (the ideas) take up very little space; 
the remainder is full of dramas and melodramas; and of cads, mad 
charwomen, toughs, bearded Canadian pansies, thieves and mur
derers, revolving round the solitary figure of homo sapiens personified 
by Professor Harding. The result is an intelligent, funny, rather 
savage novel, deeply pessimistic about man as he is but with a gleam 
of hope for man as he might be.

D.M.

The Spanish Tem per, V. S. Pritchett, Chatto & Wind us, 15s.

ON E OF THE most revealing and important sentences in this 
book occurs in the short preface. “  Woe to the foreigner o f 

any party who gets involved in the Spanish quarrel and who believes 
Spain is an extension of Europe.” The author remains detached and 
Anglo-Saxon throughout. He sniffs the political air, for instance, 
not at all like a  New Statesman and Nation warhorse, but like a  wise 
and cautious donkey. N o one will take offence at this book, no 
matter to  what orthodoxy he is affiliated.

Spain to  V. S. Pritchett is a less terrible country than it appears to 
many other literary travellers. He sees more sadness there than 
savagery; a  proud loneliness; a  monochrome melancholy relieved, 
not ravished, by the picador’s thrust, the spout of blood, the crowd’s 
roar. He is a sensible reporter and a sensitive interpreter.

“ Our final emotion in the bullfight is not with the bull, which was 
bred to  fight and would, in any case, have gone to  the slaughter-
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house, but rests upon the triumphant fighter who has not only 
pitted his wits against a savage animal and outdone him, but who 
has done this with the skill, the decorative grace and panache o f the 
artist. It is a male triumph, achieved by courage, art, and obedience 
to traditional rules.”

Mr. Pritchett’s Spain, too, is a  less romantic land than other writers 
would have us believe: we are aware of this long before the end o f 
Chapter One; and we are grateful for it, for Romance, in a con
temporary writer, is often the bastard offspring of sterility fears, 
boredom, or an alcohol-inflamed imagination. The traveller who 
knows and loves a country, who has grappled painfully with its 
history and language and peoples, has neither time for nor patience 
with the imaginary country of the travel-agent’s brochure or the 
poet’s dream. Mr. Pritchett is as good a traveller as he is a writer; 
and his writing, at its best, remains unsurprisingly brilliant.

Let us first consider him at his best, at his most precise and poetical:

“ But good or bad, full or meagre, the meal will not be squalid or 
sluttish. There will be a  piety and honourableness about it, no 
scrambling round the trough. The woman’s hard voice will com
mand the room and one will break one’s bread with the dignity of a 
lean person who speaks of other things. . . . Being so noble, they 
could (they convey) do without food altogether. . . . Sober, frugal, 
austere is the Castilian living in these small towns that look like 
heaps of broken pottery in the plain.”

And now, at his occasional worst—a rare lapse from distinction 
and grace; a  passage so banal that one rubs one’s eyes and wonders 
whether one has not by mistake picked up a  booklet from the Spanish 
Travel Association:

“ The deep ox-bell and the small tinkle of the goat-bells are the 
sounds of the silent Guadarrama___ Wild dogs and wolves are some
times met in these savage mountains. Over the top one descends to 
Avila in its wilderness o f rock. So gigantic and strange are the up
ended boulders of this wilderness . . . that the eye at first misses the 
town which Philip II loved, where Torquemada has his tomb and 
where Saint Teresa was born.”

But it stands greatly to Mr. Pritchett’s credit in a work of this 
kind—a blending of travel-book and personal sketch book—that the 
control of tempo, technique and form so rarely falters. The cool 
skill with which he avoids the quicksands of generalisation, and 
conveys, instead, with a twist of phrase, an exactness o f imagery, 
the essence of the Spanish character, the Spanish creed, is truly 
admirable. He writes of Spain’s literary traditions and literary 
figures with clarity, tact, and expert knowledge; he is consistently 
illuminating about the Quixote myth and the Tuan cult. He is less
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good as an art critic, and it is, one feels, unlikely that his views on 
art and architecture will be endorsed by his colleague, Mr. John 
Berger. And of the anti-humanist traditions of the country, torn and 
fettered as it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, by a 
merciless religion, Mr. Pritchett, the humanist, writes always in 
sorrow, never anger. His sigh is a sigh of infinite dolour . . . and 
acceptance.

M ichael Harald

T h e  L im i t*  o f  th e  E a r th ,  Fairfield Osborn, Faber & Faber, 12s. 6d.

“ . . . There are mountains in Attica which can now keep nothing 
but bees, but which were clothed, not so very long ago, with fine 
trees producing timber suitable for roofing the largest buildings . .  . 
The annual supply of rainfall was not lost, as it is at present. . .  but 
was received by the country . . . into her bosom . . . ” Thus wrote 
Plato over two thousand years ago, an apt reminder that men have 
long been concerned about the neglect of the.resources of the earth. 
The results have been magnified in the last century by over
industrialisation and the enormous growth in world population. 
Mr. Osborn has attempted to show us, in his survey of population 
trends and food production, the gravity of the situation.

The author’s anxiety to confine himself to a factual survey which 
avoided all political and economic controversy has, unfortunately, 
defeated its object and rather distorted the picture. For example, in 
his survey of Australia, he deplores that country’s excessive indus
trialisation and suggests that it may lead to a food shortage. He 
produces some evidence to support this theory, but in practice 
Australia is at present burdened with an excess of wheat, which she 
cannot sell to Britain because of our obligations to purchase supplies 
from America. But if these economic complications are ignored we 
are provided with an excellent text book for reference purposes.

Mr. Osborn divides the world into three. In Western Europe, 
North America, Australia and New Zealand, one fifth of the world’s 
population lives on the rather high stadnard of 3,000 calories per 
day. In  East and South East Europe, Spain, parts of South America 
and Japan, another fifth lives on the reasonable standard of 2,300- 
2,800 calories. In Asia, Africa and the rest o f South and Central 
America the remaining three-fifths exist on the starvation level of 
2,000 calories.

The problem of Asia would appear to be one which only her 
people can solve—by the abolition of the obsolete laws of land tenure, 
by the withdrawal of sacred protection from the cow, and by the 
introduction o f modem  agricultural methods. The fate of South 
America is discussed in a fascinating chapter on the Amazon and its
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basin; 5,000,000,000 tons of silt are washed into the Atlantic every 
year (enough to cover the State of Massachusetts to a depth of one 
foot!) and it is encouraging to note that the Brazilian government is 
now making every effort to divert at least a part of this, and that 
other measures are being undertaken in the neighbouring republics. 
The author appears to  be unduly pessimistic in his survey of Argen
tina, North America, Australia and New Zealand, and it is Europe 
and Africa which cause most anxiety.

That Europe and Africa are linked is obvious. It is doubtful if the 
most intensive agricultural improvements could materially affect 
over-industrialised Europe’s inability to feed her excessive popula
tion. Emigration to areas capable of growing food is essential and 
the Commonwealth countries are limited in the number of immigrants 
which they can absorb. Africa is the key.

Over the cataracts of the African plateau pour two-fifths o f the 
world’s potential water power, but only about one-tenth of one per 
cent of it is utilised. Mr. Osborn hints at the enormous possibilities 
in the field of electrical power and of irrigation, o f scientific advance 
in the battle against the tsetse fly, and of practical measures to avoid a 
repetition of the ground-nuts fiasco. The continent as a whole can 
provide a high standard of living for the native population and for 
the excess of overcrowded Europe.

The author also reviews the enormous possibilities of new fishing 
grounds, of plankton, of seaweed, of synthetic foods, man-made 
rain, and increased meat production through artificial insemination.

Each chapter is largely self-contained, with, an extensive biblio
graphy; and the index is simple but adequate.

G.V.
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WAITING FOR THE BOAT

TER HE KNEW not how many days of illness, Henderson
woke to the knowledge that his cell was infested with bugs. 

One of the shutters was banging back and forth in the gale outside 
and he could hear the endless suck and shuffle of the sea on rock 
and shingle,.- as he sat up, giddy and with throbbing temples, to 
strike a match and light the candle by his bed. He was just in 
time to see the innumerable insects scuttling away into the cracks 
of the wall before his dizziness once more forced him to sink his 
head back on to the pillow.

Previously the intense irritation had seemed to him only a part 
of his fever, his cramps and nausea and his endless delirious dreams. 
Now he was horrified. For Henderson had always been spinsterly 
in his passion for cleanliness ; even in the monastery, before he 
fell ill, he had himself washed his nylon shirts and socks at the end 
of each day, and his pig-skin suitcase still contained three boxes 
of paper handkerchiefs (he suffered from hay-fever). But he 
was too weak for the moment to do anything about his discovery. 
He felt the insects return, and after one or two convulsive twitchings 
and brushings, he let them feed on his flesh, and relapsed into 
sleep. In the morning he would tell someone.

When he next recovered consciousness, he did not know whether 
it was still that same night or whether another day had passed and 
brought another night with it. The shutter was still flapping back 
and forth, and the lamp which he supposed that he had lit was 
still burning by his bedside. From one corner of the cell he could 
hear a scrabbling noise, like a finger-nail being drawn slowly over 
a  pane of glass. He raised himself on one elbow, and saw that 
there was a shape, some six inches long, poised on the edge of the 
tin tray on which his meals were brought to him. He knew it 
must be a rat. Leaning over the side of the bed, he tried to fumble 
for one of his slippers to throw at the creature, but his arm swung 
uselessly from side to side. Eventually he screamed, and the rat 
scuttled under his bed.

by FRANCIS KING
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At the sound, the monk whom he had learned to call Father 
Chrisostomos came sleepily into the room. He was still wearing 
his black robe, but it gaped at the neck to disclose a mass of coarse, 
tangled hair. His feet were only stockinged and his bun was 
loose so that the black, greasy ringlets fell in disorder about his 
shoulders. He was twenty-two, a youth with the impassively 
ferocious looks of a young bull. “ W hat is it?” he asked in his 
own language, which the Englishman could not understand. 
Henderson pointed under the bed and cried, “  There, there, there ! 
Look!”

But the monk only began to ease his patient’s back on to the 
pillow, with a gentle yet resistless pressure. Now Henderson was 
looking up into the sombre, expressionless eyes under the shaggy 
brows, and now at his beard on which there was a fine thread of 
saliva. “ But I saw a rat — a rat,” he said pitifully in English.

The monk muttered something else, and began clumsily to tidy 
the bed-clothes. He went out of the cell, leaving the door open, 
to return a moment later dragging a  roll o f bedding after him. 
Soon he was grunting and snoring on the floor beside Henderson’s 
bed. The shutter still banged.

In the morning — that morning, or was it some other morning? — 
Father Basil, the monk who had once been a hospital orderly in 
Munich and to whom Henderson could talk in German, came in 
to  see him. He was an excessively tall, excessively thin man whose 
standards of personal cleanliness were far superior to  those of any 
of his colleagues. His beard and his hair both appeared, in their 
snowy whiteness, to have been washed that same morning, and 
his pink face had a flakey appearance as if he had just scrubbed it. 
Henderson told him about the bugs, but Father Basil only gave 
his pitying, distant smile. “ My poor son, you have had an evil 
dream. There are no bugs in our monastery. We have never 
had such things.”

“ But, father, I  have seen them.”
“ In our fevers we imagine such things.”
“ But look, look, look! ” Henderson tore at his pyjama jacket 

to show the weal-like marks.

Father Basil leant over him, his body giving off the faintly musty, 
yet cleanly, odour o f the flesh of old men. “ But this is only an 
irritation caused by your illness. It is not unusual.”
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“ I tell you I’v e .......” Suddenly Henderson broke o f f ; and
for no reason he began to sob. Each sob was as agonising as the 
cramping pains that from time to time twisted his intestines ; but 
he could not control himself.

“ My poor son ! ” One of the cold, dry hands was placed on 
his forehead. “ Courage, courage, courage ! ”

At last, his fingers closing and unclosing on the iron rail of his 
bedstead, Henderson managed to check the sobbing. “  I  feel so 
weak,” he complained.

“ Well, of course you do. You’re — you’ve been seriously ill. 
But if you break down like this, you’ll make yourself weaker. 
Come, you must eat something. Father Chrisostomos,” he called.

The young man came in bearing the tin tray with the dish of cold 
boiled rice, the earthenware bowl of yoghourt, and the tumbler 
o f lemon juice. “ Come,” Father Basil said. “  C om e! You 
must eat.”  He sat on the bedside, flicking his skirts about him, 
and raised the first spoonful o f rice towards Henderson’s lips.

But Henderson turned his head aside. “ How many days is it?” 
he asked.

“ How many days? What do you mean?”
“ Since — since I was ill.”
“ This is your third day, my son.”
“ The third ! ” But that was impossible ; he knew weeks had 

passed. “ The third 1 And the message — has it been sent?”
“ Come, you must eat.”
“ But Father Basil — the message, the message ! ”
“  While this weather lasts no boat can put out. Even the steam

boat which was due this morning has not arrived. We must have 
patience. Tomorrow, or the day after . . . . ”

Again the tears were trickling down Henderson’s cheeks, but 
now he made no sound. “  You must do something — some
thing,” he said at last. He was aware that the young monk had 
taken one of his hands between both of his, and was gently and 
rhythmically pressing it. Henderson snatched his hand away. 
“ I shall die here. I  know I shall die here.”

“ You mustn’t talk like that.”
“ But surely someone can row to the mainland 1 ”
“ In this g a l e . . . . ” Father Basil smiled with his lofty pity.

“  It cannot be done.”
The young monk was now sitting cross-legged by the bed, drawing 

his long, soiled nails through the tangles of his beard. His eyes,
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as they watched Henderson, were, as always, bovine in their dark 
lack of expression.

“ Come, eat,” Father Basil said once again ; and he beckoned 
to his young colleague to take over the feeding of the Englishman. 
“ See how Father Chrisostomos looks after you. He has hardly 
slept for three nights. You must repay him by being a good 
patient.”

Henderson sighed weakly and suffered spoonful after spoonful 
of the slimey yoghourt to be pushed between his lips.

It seemed to be many evenings later that he discovered that his 
watch was missing. He had been feeling better, lying, as it were, 
in the trough between one wave of fever and its next, incoming 
wave. He had asked for some of his notebooks, and had tried 
to read what he had written in the days he had spent on the island 
before he had fallen ill. But now these notes were nonsense to 
him. His eyes blurred as he looked at the sequences of dates and 
characters, and he suffered a similar blurring of the mind whenever 
he tried to think. From his bed he could not see the water, but 
he could hear it, for ever grating and shuffling beneath the window. 
At some stage in his illness he had asked for the shutter to  be 
fastened back and now it no longer flapped. I t was beginning to 
grow dark ; but all that day the light had been diminished by the 
masses of grey-blue cloud that were all he could see of the world.

He had looked first at the travelling clock which stood on his 
bedside table along with the hand-bell, the carafe which, in its 
mistiness, seemed to  be full of cobwebs, and the small enamel 
basin ; but the hands stood still, and he guessed he had forgotten 
to wind it. He felt under his pillow for the watch ; but the watch 
was not there.

Had it ever been there, he asked him self; for he found that his 
memory, like his strength, seemed to  be daily ebbing from him. 
He tried to picture the watch, even to think of the name. Then he 
remembered the glass, with the scratch across one corner, the 
strap made of interlocking plates o f gold, and last the name : 
Vulcan. He had bought it in Geneva.'

He rang the bell, and when Father Chrisostomos appeared, he 
shouted at him : “ Father Basil, Father Basil, Father Basil. Fetch 
Father Basil.”

The young monk said something in his own language, and when 
Henderson continued to  repeat “ Father Basil,”  went down on his
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knees, palms o f his hands joined, in an attitude of prayer. Father 
Basil was presumably at service.

Henderson lay back and waited ; suffering from time to time 
all the agonies and ignominies of an illness which he now could 
only suppose to  be typhoid, while the young monk continued to 
attend him with the patient indifference that a  peasant shows to 
a sick animal.

When Father Basil came round that evening with another bottle 
of the bitter, chalk-like fluid with which he dosed his patient, 
Henderson at once told him about his watch. “ Father, there’s 
something I must tell you. My watch — my gold watch. Some
body has stolen it.”

“ Really, my son ! ” Father Basil laughed. “ And have you 
already forgotten that in your kindness you lent it to our Reverend 
Father? Don’t you remember?”

“ I . . .  I lent my watch?”
“ Yesterday evening — surely you have not forgotten? When 

our Reverend Father came to see you, he asked for the loan of your 
watch since his own had not returned from being mended — the 
boat not having arrived, as we expected. As you already have 
your clock . . . .  But, of course, if you would like it back. . . . ” 

“ No; no. No, no. You have all been so kind — so kind. I 
didn’t .know, I didn’t . . . . ” Henderson drew a hand over his 
forehead ; his hair felt like damp grass to his touch. “ Forgive 
me. You see, I . . .  I . . . . ”

“ My poor son ! ” Father Basil patted him on the arm.
“ Tell me, father, do you think — do you think, possibly — the 

boat — tom orrow___ ”
“ I have prayed. We have all prayed. We none of us can do 

more.”
“ Thank you, father.” Henderson bit his lip as the cramp 

gripped his stomach. “ Forgive me if — if I seem so difficult. 
But so far from home — from my own people — from my own 
country. . . . ” But he could not go on ; such thoughts had always 
made him weep.

That night' Henderson felt a curious serenity ; perhaps he was 
getting better, he decided. Even the ceaseless torment from the 
bugs (for he still believed them to be bugs) no longer troubled him, 
and when he heard the rat moving around the tray, he no longer
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felt the desire to scream for Father Chrisostomos. He thought 
for a while of lying ill in his rooms at Oxford : o f his colleagues 
and students coming to see him with flowers and fruit, o f the tray 
laid with a white napkin and the bowl of chicken broth, o f his 
servant padding noiselessly about the room, and the fire that 
glowed in the grate. . . .  But they were good to him here — how 
good they really were. “  I was an hungered and ye gave me m e a t; 
naked and ye clothed me.” The words passed through his mind, 
and he realised that this was the first time that he had ever thought 
of their real meaning. Even Father Chrisostomos, he thought — 
what a peasant, with his clumsy great hands and his coarse, greasy 
ringlets, and yet what kindness and what gentleness. When he 
got better, he must give them something. Yes, he remembered 
now, how on the first evening in the refectory they had apologised 
for their simple fare — the fish cooked with garlic and beans, and 
the sour-tasting wine — and had told him of their poverty. They 
had owned much land once, they said, but the government had 
taken it from them. Yes, he would give them a handsome present, 
when he got better.

It was then that he discovered his second loss .; the money 
which he always wore in a belt round his waist. But in his present 
mood he at first felt no alarm. Obviously when they were tending 
him in his illness, they had taken off the belt and put it away some
where safe. Perhaps it was even now in his suitcase. In the 
morning he would ask ; and making that decision, he dropped 
into sleep.

“ Your belt?” Father Basil said. “ W hat belt do you mean?” 
“ My belt with my money.”
“ But I have seen no belt. I know of no belt.”
“ Somebody has taken it then. Please look in my suitcase.” 
Father Basil looked : “  There is no belt here ” .
“ Then ask Father Chrisostomos.”
“ My son, do you realise what you are suggesting?”
“ Ask Father Chrisostomos.”
As Father Basil hesitated, lips pursed and face flushed with 

annoyance, Father Chrisostomos himself came in ; he had 
obviously been listening at the door and heard his name spoken. 
The older monk said something quietly to him in their own 
language, and at once the young peasant shouted back. When 
Father Basil made another quiet remark, his colleague was trans-
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figured. With one fist he beat on his chest, head thrown back and 
legs wide a p a r t; words gushed from his lips. Then he pointed 
a finger at Henderson and began to shout at him.

Father Basil put out a restraining arm, but it was many seconds 
before the young monk would cease his impassioned outburst. 

, “ He is very angry,” Father Basil said. “ We, in our country, 
; have what we call our sense of honour. Do you know what that 
means?” Henderson said nothing ; he was still transfixed by the 
magnificently outraged figure of the peasant, with his blazing eyes 
and wildly gesticulating arms. “ He says he ,has nursed you 
devotedly, and now you accuse him of a petty theft.”

“ But I tell you I had — I had . . . .  There were three hundred 
dollars, all my papers, m y . . . . ”

“ About that I know nothing, my son. All I know is that we 
here are simple, God-fearing men. We do not steal, and we are 
not interested in dollars — or, indeed, in our own money. We are 
content to live in our own humble fashion, and we do not envy 
you ” — suddenly his voice became hard, as' though a knife had 
cut through its sheath — “ no, we do not envy you, for your clothes, 
and your travels, and your camera, and the comforts of your life. 
But you do us wrong, you do us grave wrong.”

This time Henderson made no apology ; for a terrible suspicion 
had entered his mind. The mere thought of it made his heart 
thud, as though a pebble were being rattled in a tin, and his skin 
ooze an icy, bitter-smelling sweat. All day he tormented himself 
with this suspicion, and in the evening it assumed a yet more 
exaggerated and menacing form, when, breaking through his half
waking dream, two American voices sounded from the window 
below his room. Somehow he dragged himself out of bed, and 
clutching first at the bed-rail and then at the table, tottered to his 
own window. An insane joy filled him, only to sink into despair 
when he saw that he was too late ; the owners of the voices had 
already disappeared. Perhaps a hallucination ? The thought 
passed through his mind. Yet, no : it could not, could not be. 
“  Hi, there 1 ” he croaked. “ H i ! Hi 1 ”

The sound brought Father Chrisostomos into the room, but 
when he attempted to coax Henderson back to his bed, the English
man hit out at him and shouted obscene words, his control entirely 
gone. Then Father Chrisostomos asserted all his dormant strength. 
He put both his massive arms round the shrunken, trembling 
invalid and pinioning him thus, carried him back by main force
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and flung him on the mattress. Exhausted by his effort, Henderson 
suffered a terrible contraction of the intestines which made him 
cry out in agony.

That night when Father Basil brought the medicine he spat it 
out on his pillow, and he shut his teeth against the raised spoon of 
yoghourt. “ No, I won’t, won’t, won’t ! Let me o u t ! Why do 
you keep me? Why should you make a prisoner of me-— and 
poison me ? Where are the Americans ? Bring them up to 
me.”

The two monks watched him impassively as he raved ; Father 
Basil’s long beautifully manicured hands were crossed in resignation 
before him.

“ What are you dreaming — what are you imagining?” he asked 
when at last Henderson fell silent. He drew a handkerchief from 
the pocket of his robe and wiped the greenish froth at the corners 
of the patient’s mouth. “ Do you think we want to keep you 
here — or that we wish you anything but good?”

“ But the boat has been,” Henderson gasped. “ I know that 
it has been. And you have other visitors here, and you won’t 
tell them — give them a message . . . He  was now arching his 
body backwards so that every rib could be seen, the red, emaciated 
flesh of his stomach, and the strained muscles of his neck as he 
screamed : “ Let me 'out, let me out, let me out ! ”

He closed his eyes in exhaustion from his effort, and when he 
opened them again he found that the room was empty. A key 
grated in the lock.

For hours he lay in silent despair, while the light faded beyond 
the window, the moon rose, a nightingale began to sing. He knew 
that the wind had dropped ; of course they were lying to  him. 
Once again the tears formed at the comers of his eyes and trickled 
soundlessly down his cheeks. How many years it was since he had 
last so wept — not since, as a boy of nineteen, he had failed to 
win the travelling scholarship which he had wanted to take him to 
Greece. And now here he was. And still he was crying. Then 
he began to laugh hysterically at what he conceived to be the irony 
of this : the laughter coming in wave after choking wave.

Father Basil returned with the glass of medicine and he and 
Father Chrisostomos attempted to make Henderson swallow it. 
They treated him like an animal that must be dosed, pushing the 
spoon between his lips until they were bruised and then pinching 
his nostrils so that he must gulp the fluid downwards. Each time
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he had thus been forced to swallow, Henderson vomited the 
medicine up again ; until, a t last, they left him, shaking their 
heads.

In the night, resolution came to him ; somehow he must escape. 
Tomorrow he would be weaker, and the day after probably too 
weak even to stagger from bed. If he were to  escape, it must be 
tonight. But he knew that outside his door Father Chrisostomos 
slept; and once again he heard the key grate in the lock. There 
was only the window.

As an undergraduate at Oxford he had belonged to a club whose 
sole activity was the climbing of buildings ; he had once been its 
President, and he remembered now the cheers that had greeted 
him from the crowds below as he had placed a common bedroom 
utensil on the spire of the Martyrs’ Memorial. His only hope 
now was to climb as he had climbed then : with the same reckless
ness, the same daring.

He tiptoed to the window, but' when he looked down some forty 
feet to the steep rocks below, he sank on to the table in horror, 
his hands over his eyes. But he gathered his courage ; once 
again he approached the window. On the other side of the island 
there was a small fishing village and if he could make his way there, 
perhaps he would be safe. Here there was a water-course, there 
another window ledge ; fortunately the bricks had crumbled in 
many places, thus affording footholds. He drew in his breath 
deeply, and swung himself to the sill. But doing so, he dislodged 
a rotten piece of wood which fell to the floor. It seemed to make 
an intolerably loud clatter.

Now he was lowering him self; his fingers tensed on the ledge.' 
But every muscle ached ; shapes, like blots of grease, collided 
before his eyes ; his heart seemed to have swollen to  an  enormous 
size and weight. He heard footsteps rushing ; and then, dangling 
as he was, he was looking up into the dark and, as it seemed to 
him, ferociously malignant face o f Father Chrisostomos. Two 
massive, hairy hands descended. Were they to push him — or 
were they to  drag him back?.

He was never to know the answer to  this question, as with a  
thinly diminishing shriek he crashed down to the rocks that pricked 
the becalmed sea below him.
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LETTERS
EUROPEAN SOCIALISM

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

The letter from Mr. Anthony James, of Brooklyn, New York, 
published in your July issue, commenting on my article on European 
Socialism in your May issue raises interesting and well-reasoned 
points which require a reply : .at this stage it must be brief.

1. It is true that our post-war thinking has “ passed beyond 
Fascism and the old Democracy we do not deny it; we assert it.

2. I t is true that our post war thinking strives, even at some cost 
in immediate advantage, to eliminate the dead hand of bureaucracy, 
which war and post-war experience has proved to  be such a disaster.

3. It is true that the resulting freedom—and notably that practical 
combination of private enterprise and syndicalism which is European 
Socialism—would not function properly without the central fact of 
strong government. The power which we ask the people periodically 
to confer on the executive at free votes (in which all parties can 
enter) would ensure strong government. Strength can-afford liberty 
which present weakness cannot, because effective intervention will 
always be possible before liberty falls into licence.

4. It is true that the state must undertake enterprises too big for 
any private initiative in the opening of the African continent. This 
pioneer work in virgin territory has little organisational relevance to 
the conduct of fully deveolped and very complex industries at home. 
Our African plans stand.

5. It is true that the state must have an “ organised liaison medium 
between industries ” and must issue “ broad industrial directives ” 
(the “ hierarchal synthesis ” thinking of The Alternative went a long 
way beyond pre-war corporate ideas). But the position of the state 
is that of a  leader and initiator, not that of a timorous and repressive 
old lady saying “ don’t ” to the children. This is the difference 
between our approach and that o f present bureaucracy: this attitude 
has been maintained throughout the writings to  which your corres
pondent refers.

6. We always regard the nation (which will be Europe) as an organic 
whole whose past, present and future, form a living continuity. But 
we do not believe that this organic life can be sustained by the dead 
hand of a  bureaucracy. The living limbs of organic life require a  
directing hand, not a  strait-jacket.

The guild tradition in the mediaeval cities o f England, Germany 
and other European countries is inherent in our new syndicalism, and
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will serve the organic life and growth of Europe better than the man
darin system of bureaucratic socialism. We give freedom until it is 
abused; then we act; and, believe me, we not only ask for the power 
but will have the will to  act.

Yours, etc.,
Oswald Mosley.

RUSSIA AND DISARMAMENT
To the Editor of The European 
Sir, ,.

It is most obliging of Sir Oswald Mosley to inform us in such 
detail of the thoughts that moved him at the time to give the Russian 
proposals for a disarmament conference more fundamental considera
tion than seemed otherwise called for in relation to Molotov’s chess 
moves.

That the Western powers behaved tactlessly and stupidly in failing 
to defend themselves from Molotov’s propaganda drive is beyond 
question, A glance at the map is sufficient to show how much Europe 
is threatened by the Russian colossus and how little Russia is 
threatened by the European states—however well armed they may 
be. In such a situation it must be regarded as a lucky event if 
Molotov in the excitement of his speech should make use of the word 
disarmament, and it would certainly be worth while to pin him down. 
The consequences o f a talk on disarmament would have been illu
minating in any case. Every agreement on disarmament must 
naturally be based on the principle of an established and maintained 
balance of power. In the European sphere, considering the cata
strophic weakness o f the Western European states, one could surely 
speak only of a disarmament o f the eastern block. In the relationship 
Russia-America this would require a far-reaching disarmament of 
the U.S.A. at sea and an equally large scale and difficult to control 
Russian disarmament on land. As a result one would expect an 
American withdrawal in the Far East—where American influence is 
based on sea power—but scarcely a  Russian withdrawal from 
Europe.

Sir Oswald’s alternative that, if disarmament cannot be achieved, 
then the Russian danger can be met only by a really serious rearma
ment o f Western Europe, hits the nail on the head. Certainly the 
first course appeals more to  us all. Sober reason, however, tells us 
that the latter is the only real and presumably inevitable outcome. 
The danger of a preventive war by the Russians should not be lightly 
dismissed—nor over-emphasised. They certainly know in Russia 
the risk o f a world-wide adventure, and would give it serious con
sideration only in the event o f a real threat. They know in the 
Kremlin how many divisions must stand on the other side to consti-
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tute a  real danger to the Soviet Union. The Russians also know— 
as do all military experts throughout the world—that in 1941 not 
even the 170 German divisions sufficed to take Moscow. With regard 
to the outcry which has arisen in the West over the creation of a few 
West German divisions the Russian General Staff can only have 
smiled. Naturally Molotov puts on an angry scowl, for in every 
military calculation one prefers to have nothing on the other side 
rather than even a little, but there can no more be for Russia a feeling 
o f being threatened than there is in fact any threat. This would be the 
case even if instead of the miserable experiments on German soil a 
normal German army were to arise once again. It would be indeed a 
serious obstacle to any further Russian drive into the European 
sphere—but the German army could only strike through to the gates 
of Moscow under Hitler, certainly not under Heuss. The French 
also were there only under Napoleon I, not under Louis Philippe— 
and also not under Napoleon III.

Yours, etc.,
Heinrich Sanden.

THE ROLE OF EUROPE

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

I have read Dr. Strasser’s article on The Role o f Europe and Sir 
Oswald Mosley’s reply with great interest. The latter is the more 
forcibly argued, while, the former (though on the side of the European 
angels) fails completely to elucidate the current problem in terms of 
the politically possible. Sir Oswald Mosley’s article, as far as it goes 
(for it confines itself to the simple, broad issues, and fails to  elaborate 
the “ how ”) convinces all along the line. The contribution by Dr. 
Strasser does not.

The writer o f this letter has, however, been in communication with 
Dr. Strasser for some time, and it does appear that The Role o f  
Europe unfortunately by-passes a  number of the author’s ideas which 
are both constructive and probably capable of reconciliation with 
Sir Oswald Mosley’s own. One of these is the project o f pan- 
European federation. In a  letter written by Dr. Strasser last October 
he says, “  I envisage a  system of three great white and Christian 
confederations; the British Commonwealth, a  European confedera
tion and the pan-American Union, working together economically, 
politically and culturally in so close a co-operation that a  war 
between them would be impossible. In my opinion, this is the only 
way in which to safeguard Western civilisation in its global role—in 
its conflict with the Communist empire and in its striving to secure a 
balance of power between itself and non-white Asia.” In an extract 
from Germany’s Renewal, published in 1947 under the title Germany 
in a Disunited World, he elaborated his ideas of European federation
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and co-operation with the British Commonwealth, plus intelligent 
use of our resources in Africa, in two sections entitled The European 
Federation and Africa and Germany and the British Commonwealth. 
His brother, Father Bernard Strasser, refers to this document in an 
article published in 1953, and mentions in the same context Dr. 
Strasser’s European Federation (Zurich, 1935). I have not managed 
to read a copy of this earlier work: the precise “ how ” may have 
been developed there at more length. It does, however, appear to be 
an extraordinary oversight that he said nothing about federation, or 
about Africa and the British Commonwealth, in his article in The 
European. I t is a thousand pities that he does not appear to have 
elaborated the idea, in detail and in accessible form, at the present 
time. Even Dr. Strasser’s voluble interpreter, Douglas Reed, over
looked the obvious opportunity in his book The Prisoner o f  Ottawa. 
It is not, of course, clear that Dr. Strasser’s ideas of European federa
tion, of co-operation between Britain, Europe and the United States, 
and of economic integration with Africa, could be reconciled with 
current thought on the subject by “ Europeans ” like Sir Oswald 
Mosley. It is, however, limpidly clear that constructive argument 
(with the possibility o f adaptation) will be inconceivable until the 
relevant projects are fully defined on both sides. One result, inci
dentally, of an intelligent discussion, with terms clear (and the “ how” 
indicated)—Sir Oswald Mosley himself appears to be exceedingly 
vague about the possible machinery of European integration—would 
be a wider acceptance of the project among the thinking public. 
Many of us are left in the air by vague terms (“  federation ” and 
“ confederation ” , as used by Dr. Strasser, are among the vaguest). 
We are left in the air, too, by nebulous jargon about the perils o f 
“ bureaucracy ” (employed by both writers) without a  single clear 
clue as to how the changes recommended could ever be brought 
about without a perfectly huge bureaucracy.

Sir Oswald Mosley is, o f course, fully convincing on the role o f 
America as the bulwark of the West before the onslaught o f the 
Soviet Union. He does, however, appear in his article to under
estimate the danger of American economic imperialism as a  potential • 
instrument of the very catastrophe we are seeking to  avoid—-but 
that, again, is a risk we must admittedly run, and tub-thumping 
nationalism and hostile feelings about Washington will not change 
the fact. Sir Oswald Mosley’s argument about the building up o f 
German strength within Europe, and about the general attitude to 
German hegemony, should also be carefully examined by Dr. 
Strasser. So, too, should his remarks on the identity o f our national 
cultures within a larger whole. Dr. Strasser is inclined to  talk loosely 
on the subject, with more emotion than thought. The overriding 
power of an international authority could turn out to  be the one 
thing in the world capable of guaranteeing genuine liberty, national 
and individual. Indeed, if the German philosopher o f history, 
Spengler, was right (and on these broad issues of historical analogy 
he was right), the unification of the West under such a  power is more
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probable than anything on earth—unless the civilisation of the West 
falls in ruins first, through Utopian bungling within and the onslaught 
o f the coloured World Revolution from without.

Yours, etc.,
O. C. D rewitt.

45 Eaton Road,
Sutton, Surrey.

THE WORKER-PRIESTS OF FRANCE

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

The Rev. P. H. Nicoll, in his article in your July issue, expressed his 
good wishes for the increased influence of the Catholic clergy with 
the French people. The expression of such a  sentiment by a  Pro
testant clergyman is so admirable that it is a  pity that it cannot be 
fulfilled in the manner he advocated—by rescinding the ban on the 
worker-priests.

Why, were the worker-priests withdrawn from their apostolate in 
the factories and workshops? Mr. Nicoll has referred to their 
protests against their recall; the wording of these protests in the 
hackneyed phraseology of the Communists, and their submission 
(without episcopal permission) to the secular press, answers our 
question. The worker-priests were becoming (quite unconsciously 
and innocently, perhaps) the dupes of clever Communist organisers, 
trained in political manoeuvring, of which the priests were ignorant. 
If  the campaign had continued the worker-priests might have been 
assimilated by the workers; they would certainly have ceased to be 
true priests of the Catholic Church. They might even have followed 
in the footsteps o f that comic-opera figure, the young protestant 
curate in sports flannels and blazer, who discards his clerical collar in 
order to  become “ one of the boys ” ,

Mr. Nicoll tells us that the “ Protestant churches in Britain . . .  are 
not so much concerned with either the prestige or the authority of 
the Church as with the maintenance of fundamental Christianity ” . 
The Catholic Church believes that these two aims are inseparable; 
without authority there can be no maintenance of Christianity. 
The primary duty of the Church is to  teach the divine law and to 
administer the sacraments; for this she requires a priesthood loyal to 
her authority and (by its dignity of manner) respected by men.

Does this mean that the Church is not interested in the workers’ 
problems and offers only, in the words of the Communist jibe, 
“  pie in the sky when you die ” ? Rerum Novarum and Qrndra- 
gesimo Anno provide an effective answer, supplemented by her 
splendid record in education and social welfare.

The withdrawal of the worker-priests is neither ** a sign of fear ” 
nor “  a  sign of weakness ” . They have not been routed, but (in the
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words of the war communiques) “ withdrawn to previously prepared 
positions, for regrouping Their superiors have told them that 
they will be again thrown into the battle against materialism—but 
in another line o f attack. Meanwhile, the struggle is carried on by 
the Catholic workers themselves, within the factories, inside the 
trade unions, and within new political organisations which challenge 
the materialism of the old political parties and of the Communism 
which threatens to  replace them.

Yours, etc.,
J effrey H amm.

Holland Park, 
London, W.l l .

THE CRITICS AND EZRA POUND

To the Editor o f The European.
Sir,

Epistolatory controversy is always tedious ; but the hastiness 
and carelessness o f Mr. Stewart’s remarks in your July issue about 
my essay on Ezra Pound make, a  reply necessary.

It was not I  but the printer who fell “  into the barbarism o f 
transliterating ” the Greek phrase. And I was as annoyed as Mr. 
Stewart that the transliteration was not even italicised. I am not 
responsible for a printer lacking Greek type. Neither, of course, 
was I responsible for the omission o f the first transliterated nu 
in the last word, which gave us tekon instead of teknon.

Mr. Stewart’s aesthetic objections seem to me unfortunate. 
He dislikes Pound’s “ For amid the dead there is no work in 
service ” and prefers Bowra’s “ For the dead have no labours any 
mOre ” . The grammar of this last is so ambiguous as to suggest 
that the dead have laboured before — while they were dead. 
Pound’s “ in service,” far from being otiose (a favourite and fondled 
word o f Mr. Stewart’s) justifiably emphasises the work in service, 
i.e., for the Gods : it is after all Hercules speaking.

The last line o f the play which Pound gives as “  And all o f this 
is from Zeus,” Mr. Stewart approves as “ and nothing of these that 
is not Zeus ” (Bowra ?). A hideous double negative quite un
forgivable in English.

Sophocles is far from always being a  calm writer ; particularly 
in tins play, which has worried many scholars in its divergence 
from the “  usual ”  Sophoclean style. I t worried Walter Savage 
Landor so much he wished it could be proved not to  be by Sophocles. 
Vide those who prefer to  think Shakespeare had nothing to  do with 
Timon o f  Athens.

Finally, I  should like to  combat Mr. Stewart’s confident assertion 
that “  The writer in English is not yet bom , nor the English forged, 
in which such simple yet profound verse can be rendered ”. This
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is how Mr. Pound renders the closing speech of the play (which 
Mr. Stewart thinks contains the “ meaning ” o f the play) :

Hoist him up, fellows.
And for me a great tolerance, 

matching the gods’ great unreason.
They see the things being done,
calamities looked at,
sons to honour their fathers,
and o f  what is to come, nothing is seen. Gods !
Our present miseries, their shame. And o f  all men 
none has so borne, nor ever shall again.

And now ladies, let you go home.
Today we have seen strange deaths,
wrecks many, such as have not been suffered before.
And all o f  this is from Zeus.

That passage, I- will assert, is not only “  lucid and noble and 
syntactical ” (Mr. Stewart’s Sophoclean requirements) ; it is o f 
a beauty and “ aptness to purpose ” such as we have not heard in 
English drama for over three hundred years.

Yours, etc.
D enis G o a cher .

P.S. I have not read Sir Maurice Bowra’s Sophoclean Tragedy, 
and having seen one of his translated lines I doubt if I ever shall ; 
but I will contract to do so if, in return, Mr. Stewart will read 
The Style o f Sophocles by F. R. Earp. I think it would surprise 
Mr. Stewart.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES

1 Year £1 10s. 6 months 15s. Single copies 2s. 9d.
(including post)

U.S.A.
1 Year $6. 6 months $3.

Cheques should be made payable to T he E uropean 
and sent to T he European, 302 Vauxhall Bridge Road 

London, S.W.l.
Contributions, which must please be typed on thin 

paper, can be returned only i f  accompanied by a 
stamped addressed envelope.
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