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ANALYSIS

EUROPE should long ago have re-armed, and should then have 
called a Disarmament Conference with the Soviets to negotiate 

from strength. A dynamic diplomacy backed by real strength 
could have won disarmament, or have exposed the Soviets, in 
public debate before world opinion, as the real opponents of peace 
and disarmament. The result would either have relieved mankind 
from a heavy burden, and a deep fear, or have destroyed the moral 
position and propaganda appeal of every communist party in 
Europe, and of many in the East. These things did not occur 
because Sir Anthony Eden and his friends “ felt in their bones ” 
that England should not enter Europe. England’s leadership was 
therefore lacking, years were wasted, we had neither security nor 
disarmament; the only positive results of this lotus period were 
that Britain lost the Middle-East, America lost the Far East, and 
Eden gained the Garter.

Now at last England has entered Europe to the point of making 
possible an effective European defence. The Soviets for the first 
time begin to take peace seriously ; abuse is dropped, and at long 
last some gleams of sense pierce the propaganda clouds : once 
again their ineptitude confirms the rashest thesis of their most 
belligerent opponents. But surely, after all this loss of time, no- 
one in his senses would be deceived by this elementary manoeuvre 
of the Soviets to prevent the belated removal of Europe from their 
power. We have always stood for a Disarmament Conference, 
but for negotiation from strength and not from weakness. An 
effective defence system must now be definitely established before 
a Disarmament Conference can be entered. Happily no-one in 
the West has fallen for the blatant tactics of the Soviets to delay 
and to disrupt, except the Gaullists, and that was to be expected. 
The remnants of Gauilism are back where they began, with com
munism. This has been a strange little story which has long been 
dragging to a pre-destined end : a fight to the death against 
fascism, and then an attempt to create a fascist movement on the 
grave of fascism while still in alliance with the communists ; not 
a new idea in the world, not even in the post-war world of all new 
facts ; just a few thirty-year-old clothes borrowed from Mussolini, 
with some crude changes of name, like calling a corporation an 
association ; and finally back where they began, marching for the 
second time with the communists to whose cold murder they 
previously delivered so many of their countrymen. Happily, this
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The EUROPEAN

transient phenomenon is unique in Europe, and the present govern
ment of France, together with all other French parties, stood for 
ratification of the European defence plan before any further 
negotiations with Soviet Russia.

The Prime Minister and Modern Arms
It is regrettable when words of wisdom are lost in the harlequinade 

of contemporary politics. In the confusion of the birthday 
celebrations and the Prime Minister’s simultaneous reference to 
arms and the Germans in 1945, his very sensible analysis of the 
arms situation in 1954 was not noticed. He appeared to think 
that the West have a long lead in nuclear weapons, which is re
assuring. He also seemed to hold the opinion that the Russians 
would not first attack with land armies in Europe, and thus lose 
the advantage of a surprise attack with atom and hydrogen bombs ; 
if they attack at all, it is suggested they would first use the nuclear 
weapons against cities. This view may unduly discount the 
possibility of the Russians gambling that a march of their land 
armies would not be answered by hydrogen bombs, because the 
West would fear reprisals ; but the Prime Minister in this matter 
may well prove right. In that event, the first blow would be an 
all-out hydrogen bomb attack against cities, in the expectation that 
the opponent would be knocked out by a single blow.

This reinforces the necessity for the measure suggested in The 
European Situation nearly five years ago : “ the attacker may 
destroy his opponent, but the counter blow can still be delivered, 
and he will himself be destroyed. It is clearly possible, and now 
essential, always to hold such weapons and their means of transport 
in readiness in remote places, which cannot be located and, there
fore, cannot be attacked, in order that the counter blow may 
certainly and immediately be delivered. The assailant will know 
that this can be done, and that he, too, will die. At present this 
is the only answer, but it is effective. The Soviets cannot impose 
communism on the rest of the world with this weapon, even if 
they can obtain it. They can only make the rest of the world a 
desert, with the certainty that Russia, too, will become a desert.” 
It is surely clear that a force should always be kept in readiness 
in places immune from attack, which can always deliver the counter 
blow even if its own civilisation has already been destroyed. In 
such an event every weapon that science has produced should be 
used to destroy the enemy who had delivered the surprise blow. 
The fact that such a force existed should not be concealed, but 
should be very well advertised. All that should be concealed are
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ANALYSIS

the location and personnel of the force which would deliver the 
counter attack. It should be composed of utterly devoted men 
who were completely dedicated to a duty which would ultimately 
mean death also for themselves. The known existence of such 
a force with a completely reliable character can keep the peace 
of the world. Mankind will only be safe when none dare risk the 
counter attack. As always in the last resort, all depends on the 
character of men.

The Birthday Boy
So, the birthday boy spoilt the party ; and in puffing out the 

candles presented one of the most interesting psychological studies 
ever provided by British politics. Why, enquired the Times ? 
And “ why did he do it ?" was echoed by the bewildered ranks 
of Government and Opposition alike. Is the answer so very 
difficult ? Was not it all quite plainly due to a deep sense of 
guilt — the wish dream of an octogenerian to expiate a sexagenarian 
crime ? In the strange apology to the House of Commons it 
subsequently appeared that the telegram to Montgomery was not 
even sent ; it seems he even invented that in his fantasy world of 
expiation. All that is clear was the sense of guilt; “ we had 
taken up the sword in 1939 on behalf of the independence of 
Poland. What was happening to Poland in 1945 ? What has 
happened to it since ?” This was his present question. His 
quotation from the moment of awakening in May 1945 was 
equally revealing : “An iron curtain is down upon the frontier. 
We do not know what is going on behind. There seems little 
doubt that the whole of the regions east of the line Liibeck - Trieste - 
Corfu will soon be completely in their hands. To this must be 
added a further enormous area conquered by the American armies 
between Eisenbach and the Elbe, which will, I suppose, in a few 
weeks be occupied, when the Americans retreat, by the Russian 
power.” So what was to be done about it all ? Stack a few 
arms for use by the Germans in case the Russian armies over-ran 
the rest of Europe. Even that order seems never to have been 
given ; but the mere suggestion that it was, sent the whole gaggle 
of Government, Opposition, Fleet Street and Foreign Office into 
a swooning hysteria, from which they were only rescued by the 
acrid smelling salts of the birthday boy’s public contrition. How 
the Soviet leaders must have laughed at this little private scene 
within the great drama of the present struggle to decide on which 
side the Germans will fight if another war comes. It must indeed 
appear to them quaint that their opponents should be so full of
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apologies at the very thought that the Germans might have been 
armed to stop them grabbing the whole of Europe a few years back. 
If only they had known before — soft sighs must be wafting through 
the Kremlin — that only Churchill would have said give arms to 
the Germans if they had advanced further (or thinks he would 
have said it) while from the rest it would have been roses, roses 
all the way if the dear Soviet allies had chosen to march to the 
Channel coast. (If not, why is everybody so angry with Churchill; 
surely it was not just a question of tact?) But how could the Soviet 
leaders have known, or anyone else who had ever lived a real life 
with real things ? In such extremes of infantile fantasy any 
contact with any form of reality is lo s t; the Kremlin is no clinic 
for nervous disorders.

But to return to the birthday boy, his case has now become 
plain even to the least skilled practitioner ; it is quite clear that 
he is suffering acutely from a sense of heavy responsibility for the 
present position of Europe. On all occasions, in writing and in 
speech, he must appear to have done everything possible to avert 
the present tragedy. The disaster of Europe has to be presented as 
a cataclysm of nature against which a prescient titan strove in vain. 
Above all it must be excluded from the question that anyone could 
have foreseen all this before 1945, when something effective could 
have been done about it. For example to foresee it in 1939 meant 
not having the war which Mr. Churchill had to have. That was 
an offence which sent hundreds of men and women to Churchill's 
gaols ; they dared to see in time — in 1939 — what Churchill saw 
too late, in 1945. So to foresee effectively a few years sooner had 
to be both impossible and illegal — or at least 18B. Then suddenly, 
by divine dispensation in 1945, it became both possible and legal 
to be aware of the coming disaster. At Woodford, Sir Winston 
Churchill claimed to have been the first man “ to publicly state 
that we must have Germany on our side against Russian com
munism ”. That was after the war ; so he was forgetting not only 
telegrams, but years spent in his gaols by hundreds of English men 
and women for saying long previously what he had claimed to be 
the first to say.

Somewhere between the conscious and subconscious of Sir 
Winston Churchill must lurk the deep and bitter knowledge that 
all this is complete nonsense. He was more responsible than any 
man for the war policy of Britain and for the further folly of 
unconditional surrender. He is therefore more responsible than 
any man alive for the state of Europe which he now laments. He 
did nothing about it until it was too late, and could do nothing
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about it once he had decided to use the Soviets as an ally for his 
own ends. In his old age he has developed on account of all this 
an obvious guilt complex which leads him into a dark world of 
ever-deepening fantasy. He invents telegrams to claim a foresight 
which he did not possess, but for which his duller accomplices 
blame him. He tries desperately, by belated gymnastics of mind 
and spirit, to transfer the crime of the war declaration and 
unconditional surrender, which made inevitable the Soviet menace, 
into the defence of Europe against the Soviets ; he tries to turn 
1945 into 1939, and it cannot be done. But this new humbug is 
resented by the mob to whom he taught the old humbug ; once 
again he is hoist with his own nonsense. This alone can be said 
of him ; he is the only one of the whole gang who has the wit to 
see at all what they have done. Repentence must surely be regarded 
as a Christian virtue, even if it be largely unconscious. We can 
leave the rest of the analysis to Mr. Graham Sutherland.

War and History
We could have wished the tragic comedy could have ended with 

the vibrant press headlines “ Barbara joins the Bessie boycott — 
Churchill starts a rumpus ” — which were apparently a reference 
to the indignant refusal of two lady M.P.s to sign the birthday book. 
(Was there not anyhow a “ golden bough ” quality about these 
celebrations — the feasting and garlanding of the victim who was 
due for a very compulsory retirement on the morrow ? Mr. 
Morrison’s knife was even then sharpening for sacrifice on the Eden 
altar.) It is sad when such an occasion also ensnares noble minds. 
Professor Arnold Toynbee wrote an article in the Daily Mail which 
carried the headlines “ Without him the world might be in chains, 
a thousand years hence his fame will be undimmed ”. He began 
with the sentence “ let us imagine we are school children living in 
the twenty-fourth century ” ; the subsequent text makes it at any 
rate clear that the Professor imagined his present readers were 
school children living in the twentieth century. This distinguished 
historian had felt “ immense relief ” when he heard “ Churchill 
telling us what we were going to do ” ; his own power of individual 
reasoning and historical judgment had apparently entirely deserted 
him. And what was he told to do by the man who had already 
been the most powerful factor in the British declaration of war on 
Germany on account of the Polish corridor, whose construction 
and maintenance had long been described by most historians as a 
political, ethnological and historical outrage ? Professor Toynbee 
was told, in a series of messages from on high, that no form of
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compromise peace could be made with Germany. Unconditional 
surrender, the utter destruction of Germany, the consequent 
possession of nearly half Europe by the Soviet power, and the 
menace of the rest, were the directions that Professor Toynbee 
then heard with apparent relief. If Sir Winston Churchill had not 
been there, Britain, in this historian’s opinion, would have been 
destroyed ; he ignores the overwhelming evidence since adduced 
from diverse sources by one of our two most distinguished military 
writers1 that Hitler not only never seriously contemplated the 
invasion of England but even stopped his generals attacking the 
escaping Expeditionary Force. Hitler would then have lived “ to 
conquer the world ” and “ establish the world-wide empire of his 
dreams ”. What shred of evidence does he possess for that state
ment, except possibly the allegations of a few refugees ? Then 
the Professor reaches his culmination of sheer silliness in the 
sentence : “ leaping straight from Dakar, between the western 
bulge of Africa and the eastern bulge of Brazil, he could have 
struck America in her achilles heel Some leap ! Has Professor 
Toynbee ever flown across the Atlantic at this point — let alone 
leapt across it ? What does he mean — what on earth does he 
mean ? It is worth pressing this enquiry because here at last we 
make contact in this matter with a serious mind ; a mind which is 
regarded, and we thought rightly, as one of the finest in contemporary 
England. Just how could Hitler have crossed that sea ? It is 
plain that he could not have “ leapt,” in the athletic Professor’s 
picturesque phraseology. His only other method was to swim 
his entire force under water ; this was in fact the conclusion reached 
at the end of a long and detailed analysis of this particular problem 
by an expert naval strategist2, who wrote a book to show, inter alia, 
what complete nonsense is the kind of argument so lightly tossed 
off by Professor Toynbee.

Even if the Germans had built up during the course of years a 
considerable naval and air superiority — which was really right 
outside all technical possibility — the degree of superiority over 
America requisite to that operation must have touched the fantastic. 
In cold hard fact of history the Germans could not even get across 
the English Channel, let alone across the Atlantic between Dakar 
and Brazil. If, on the other hand, the Germans failed to cross 
the Channel not because they could not cross it, but because Hitler 
did not want to invade England and passionately wanted peace 
with her and the whole western world, Professor Toynbee’s argument

1 Captain Liddell Hart
2 Capt. Russell Greenfell, R.N.
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is even more completely destroyed ; that is a reductio ad absurdum 
of the whole case for Churchill. There was, in any event, no 
possibility at all of Germany striking effectively at America with 
the weapons of that period. Should it be contended, as Professor 
Toynbee seems to suggest, that Germany would have subsequently 
gained a complete ascendancy in the atom and hydrogen bomb 
and consequently have subdued America, what becomes of the 
argument that all technical abilities in this matter resided in Britain, 
or America, on account of Hitler’s errors ? We have long been 
told that all competent scientists were chased out of Germany by 
Hitler, and fled to America. Now we are told that, if Hitler had 
not been destroyed in 1945, the Germans would have developed 
such overwhelming technical superiority in this sphere, that America 
would have been lost. Really our eminent professors, our masters 
of logic and of objective historical thinking, must decide whether 
they are going or coming ; otherwise we shall be sadly shaken in 
our naive belief in their considerable capacities. We may even be 
tempted to question whether Professor Toynbee is one of the 
proudest products of private intelligence or is just another back 
room boy of a larger dimension, annotating Spengler and doing 
good research work, which will one day be used by some new 
mind which is capable of objective thought ; the strange psycho
logical distortion of his recent conclusion to his great work already 
lends some colour to this suspicion. But let us hope that the 
aberration of this article may be just another case of passion — 
which takes so many and such diverse forms, both mental and 
physical — only temporarily clouding yet another fine intellect. 
As Aristotle observed, with unflinching dignity, to his royal pupil 
Alexander — who once caught him in a most compromising, 
embarrassing, and, indeed, ridiculous position — this unfortunate 
occasion may be turned to high advantage, in observing the snares 
which human passions hold for even the most elevated minds.

The Squirmer
Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick is at present the Permanent Chief Secretary 

of the Foreign Office and was lately the British High Commissioner 
in Germany. His position is brought into question by the end of 
the Naumann case. Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick not only used the 
power of arbitrary arrest, invested in him, to hold Dr. Naumann 
in gaol for months under interrogation in solitary confinement, 
in an attempt to find evidence with which to prosecute him ; he 
also issued to the press criminal charges of the gravest character 
against his prisoner, whom he prevented from making any reply
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by bolding him incommunicado and refusing him access even to 
his lawyers. He further successfully^resisted an action for habeas 
corpus brought in the British courts in Germany, but this action 
on British initiative was at least successful in seeming Dr. Naumann 
legal assistance. In his statement to the New York Herald Tribune 
at the time of the arrest Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick stated that British 
agents had uncovered evidence that the “ arrested men were plotting 
to seize power ”. This means, if it means anything, that they were 
planning a coup d’etat ; if any such evidence had, in fact, existed, 
the British authorities could themselves have prosecuted and secured 
the conviction of Dr. Naumann and his associates. In fact, that 
evidence did not exist. Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick’s statement is now 
proved to be false ; it was designed to win support for his foolish 
action, and to gain time while he fished around for any evidence 
from the men under relentless interrogation, or from any other 
source which could possibly justify any charge against them. The 
only evidence which Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick’s action eventually 
provided was plain proof of his own unfitness for the position to 
which Sir Anthony Eden subsequently promoted him. He showed 
that the confusion of his mind even equalled the excitability of his 
temperament. For after making charges' to the press against his 
silent, defenceless, and judicially uncharged prisoners, which 
amounted to a charge of high treason, he added quite inconsequently 
“ we are not completely certain what they were up to but it was 
something dishonourable,” and announced his intention “ to lift 
the stone to see what is squirming underneath The world has 
not yet been favoured with an explanation of how it is possible 
to know that something is dishonourable when you do not know 
what it is, but, at the end of this case, the complete reversal of the 
Foreign Office stone — whose traditional moss has recently suffered 
a weather change into slime — has certainly revealed what is 
squirming underneath ; on this occasion it is Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick.

The extreme anxiety of the German authorities to get rid of the 
case, which Kirkpatrick foisted upon them, has alone saved the 
British Foreign Office from a public investigation which might 
have been most painful. At the expense of reducing to a humiliating 
humbug every principle of British law and judicial procedure, e.g., 
the suppression of habeas corpus, the denial of legal advice, the 
press attacks on men in jeopardy of criminal charges, the prison 
interrogation under extreme pressure to obtain incriminating 
admissions — Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick was at least successful in 
debarring from the German Parliament a group of men who might 
have enquired closely into such matters as the relationship of
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Dr. John with the British Foreign Office. In the words of the 
Daily Telegraph’s special correspondent, “ Dr. Werner Naumann, 
the star candidate, would have won his seat in lower Saxony and 
might well have marched into the new Bonn Parliament at the 
head of a group of twenty M.P.s backed by a million votes, but for 
the de-nazification proceedings against him ” (these proceedings 
followed Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick’s action). So an electorate is 
disfranchised as well as justice trampled ; all part of the re-education 
of the Germans in democratic freedom under the administration of 
Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick. No wonder the end of this case has been 
so completely hushed up by those sections of the British press 
which most featured its beginning (an honourable exception was 
the Daily Express) ; it is characteristic of them to launch a lie 
and to give no publicity to its denial. This is not a matter of which 
Britain can be proud, nor is it a matter that will be lightly forgotten ; 
the last has not been heard of it. It was deeply wrong to give this 
pert little fellow power to lock up anyone he wished in Germany 
without effective appeal to established law of any kind ; it has 
brought into question things more imposing than his own person. 
Britain has been made to look tyrannical, hypocritical and absurd 
because Sir Ivone Kirkpatrick became swollen headed; myxomatosis 
no doubt. EUROPEAN

THE
EUROPE-AFRICA UNION

by DR. OTTO STRASSER

IN THE SUMMER of 1954, in the Franconian city of Wuerzburg, 
the “ Europe-Africa Union ” (EURA) was founded — and, 

under the capable leadership of its president, Herr Harald Stoessel 
of Kuehlsheim, Baden, who is a well-known African explorer, the 
EURA spread quickly over Western Germany and has now found 
footholds in Switzerland, Austria and Italy.

This organisation is based upon a concept which is one of the 
most vital of our times ; the close economic, political and cultural 
co-operation between Europe and Africa with the Mediterranean 
as central point. Actually, “ resumption of co-operation ” would 
be a more suitable term because Europe and Africa have for centuries 
and millenia belonged together — and indeed have been so dependent 
on one another that one can safely say : there is no future for Europe
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without Africa—and there is no future for Africa without Europe.
The recognition of this destiny-laden bond between the two 

continents became lost when the consciousness of European unity 
faded — and it is accordingly becoming strong again now that the 
consciousness of European unity is reviving.

This very fact highlights the necessity of sorting and establishing 
political nomenclature : What is Europe — and what is Africa ? 
Disregarding popular propaganda phrases, Europe should be 
understood as meaning that cultural (never political !) unit which 
embraces the peoples from Portugal to Russia’s western border. 
Russia — not by any means the modern Soviet Union alone — 
never belonged to Europe, because she never shared in moulding 
Europe’s spiritual and intellectual form. She never took part in 
the centuries-old struggle between Pope and Emperor out of which 
grew Europe’s spiritual ellipse-structure with its two dynamic 
centres as contrasted to the circular spiritual structure of Byzantium- 
Moscow with its single centre (Emperor and High Priest in one). 
It is this ellipse-structure of Europe to which the whole Western 
concept of freedom owes its theory and practice — and Russia 
had nothing whatever to do with its emergence. She took no 
part in the Crusades or in the Renaissance ; the Reformation or 
the Thirty Years’ War. She did not share in the English Revolution 
or in the French Revolution — in a  word, she never was a part 
of Europe and she does not now belong to Europe.

It is a simpler matter to interpret Africa, which embraces that part 
of the earth lying between the Mediterranean Sea and the Atlantic 
and Indian Oceans — of which only the slender neck of land in 
the north, leading to Asia Minor, can be questioned as to whether or 
not it should properly be included in “ Africa ”. However, Egypt’s 
close ties with the Arab-Islamic world fill in this gap and we see 
that while the eastern border of Egypt simultaneously forms a part 
of Africa’s eastern border, the Arab world and Turkey nevertheless 
are organically a part of the great Mediterranean sphere. The 
centuries-old contact between the Christian West and Arabian- 
Turkish Islam (even though it was mainly hostile) is a very valuable 
incentive to the formation of a European-African union.

Albeit Africa is simpler than Europe to define as a unit within 
distinct physical borders, the Dark Continent is by no means 
homogeneous geographically, racially, historically, religiously or 
economically. Although the differences in these respects are not 
as sharply fixed in the historical consciousness as those in Europe,
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they do definitely exist and become more apparent the closer one 
looks.

For this brief summary, it will be sufficient to say that there are 
three main zones of Africa : Arabian North Africa, pure negroid 
Central Africa, and mixed White-Arab-Negro South and East 
Africa.

It is no mere accident that the political structure of Africa within 
these zones differs so radically : Arabian North Africa, embracing 
the political areas of Morocco, Algeria, Tunis, Libya and Egypt, 
has a unique political structure based on and permeated with an 
ancient culture. Some of the lands of North Africa are independent; 
others are currently striving for their freedom — and without 
getting lost in prophecies, it can be safely said that within the fore
seeable future, all of Arabian Africa will have gained its full 
independence and that, regardless of the political forms which will 
develop in these regions as a result of national independence, 
Arabian North Africa will consequently take its rightful place as 
an equal partner in the Europe-Africa Union.

Let us for the moment pass over black Central Africa and 
consider next, White South Africa and mixed East Africa. In 
South Africa, too, the political pattern has been fairly well established 
as a result of the Boers’ victorious counter-offensive in the war 
waged against them by international finance. The nationalist 
Boers deserve much credit for having repulsed this deadly and 
piratical attack on Africa by international high finance — and also 
for having become the first and only white regime to try to find 
a sensible solution for the difficult racial question. In this respect, 
it should not be forgotten that the Boers came to South Africa 
at exactly the same time as the Negroes did and it was they who 
saved the aborigines, the Bushmen and Hottentots, from extinction 
at the hands of the newly-arrived Zulus and Bantus. Needless to 
say, the Union of South Africa, like Arabian North Africa, will 
take its place in the EURA as a valued and fully equal partner.

More difficult is the situation in East Africa, whose rulers were 
originally Phoenician, then Egyptian and later Arabian and partly 
European. The influences of these various phases are retained 
to-day in Abyssinia, the Sudan, in the Somali-Tanganyika area and 
in Mozambique. It is not and cannotbe the business or the purpose 
of EURA to shape or help to shape the political picture in either 
Africa or Europe. The Europe-Africa Union’s mission is, rather, 
to work with the existing political forces and/or those which are
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emerging. ' Therefore, East Africa’s role in EURA will depend 
upon the political systems existing there and/or whatever systems 
may develop in that area.

This makes the problem of Central Africa the most difficult of 
all — because there never was and is not now any indigenous 
political structure in that region. Certainly the highly artificial, 
U.S.-inspired and financed creation of Liberia cannot be counted as 
such. Furthermore, no such structure is now taking shape. It 
was due to this lack of native political forms that the European 
Powers were able to build colonies there which they still hold — as 
the modem Central African colonies of Spain, Portugal, France, 
England and Belgium illustrate. The great accomplishments of 
these colonial Powers in civilising the region are most impressive. 
(And here let it be noted that, under the Versailles Treaty, the 
former German colonies became a “ League of Nations mandate ” 
to be “ administered ” by certain States. - However — as the World 
Court at The Hague recently ruled — after the dissolution of the 
League, this “ mandatory ” status of the former German colonies 
has become void as it was not carried over into the United Nations 
Organisation. Therefore, in the absence of other jurisdiction, 
German sovereignty over these areas is, from a legal point of view, 
once again in force).

It is not alone the conflicting interests of the various colonial 
Powers which will raise problems as to Central Africa’s position 
within an organisation like EURA — there will also be difficulties 
arising out of political tension and the racial question in close 
connection therewith. It is highly likely that these things will 
combine to make Central Africa, from every standpoint, the problem 
child of the Europe-Africa Union.

In view of the foregoing, it is both necessary and proper that the 
EURA have some fundamental approach to the racial question. 
Before the advent of Liberalism-Capitalism, the white settlers in 
Africa resolved the problem of their relations with the Negroes 
by the simple and age-old method of subjugating them. Later, 
however, the spirit of Liberalism began to undermine this method 
from within while the economics of Capitalism attacked it from 
without — the former being motivated by its pathological “ equal
ising ” tendency ; the latter by a limitless ambition for profit. 
This devilish mixture of Liberalism and Capitalism (aggravated 
by the disintegration of the Negroes’ aboriginal religious concept, 
for which so far neither Islam nor Christianity has proven an

14



THE EUROPE-AFRICA UNION

effective substitute) has bred the unrest and tension which we 
witness in varying degrees throughout Central Africa.

It is one of the modern politician’s most dangerous errors to 
suppose that the corrosive influence of Liberalism-Capitalism, 
thinly garnished with a bit of Christianity to make it look respectable, 
can possibly provide a solid foundation for a new order in the 
spiritual-religious, intellectual-social and material-economic life of 
Central Africa. The unrealistic attempts made in this direction — 
especially by the British Labour Party and, strangely enough, 
continued by the supposedly Conservative Churchill Government, 
can and will result only in an accelerated disintegration of the 
situation in Central Africa.

The objective observer will remember that the Negroes, through 
many centuries, were exposed for long periods to the cultures of 
the Phoenicians, the Egyptians, the Greeks and the Romans — and 
that they showed as little inclination to adopt any of these as they 
have indicated a willingness to assume in modern times the cultures 
of the Portuguese or the English (although in Tyre and Thebes, 
in Alexandria and Rome, there were not only whole armies of Negro 
soldiers and slaves, but certainly Dr. Bunches and Paul Robesons 
as well!). This should be a valuable lesson for present and future 
dealings with the Negroes : their own best interests clearly cannot 
be served by attempting to make them into “ pseudo-whites ”. 
Rather, they should and must have the opportunity to develop 
according to their own God-given nature—to follow their individual, 
ancient folkways. This is the positive aim of the “ Apartheid ” 
policy of the Malan Government, which is so hatefully maligned 
by the Liberal and Marxist camp. The separation of races and 
peoples is the only guarantee for their national freedom and their 
unhampered folkist development. Attempting to “ Europeanise ” 
the Negroes is just as outrageous and absurd as seeking to 
“ Americanise ” or “ Bolshevise ” the peoples of Europe — and 
must be rejected and combatted with equal determination.

If the Europe-Africa Union will keep these fundamentals in 
mind — if it rejects not only the evils of the old colonial-imperialism, 
but above all the far more dangerous economic and intellectual 
imperialism of the present day — if it remembers that numbers 
alone do not constitute the only political argument ; but that 
energy, strength, the spirit of enterprise, political will and political 
ability also represent important political factors — if, Anally, it can 
make clear to Africans and Europeans not only the economic
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advantages of such a union, but can also reawaken in both the 
sense of high destiny in their centuries-old bonds—then the EURA 
will be well on its way toward accomplishing one of the greatest 
missions of this and the next century : the renaissance of Europe — 
who must find her economic, cultural and political supplementation 
and security in Africa — independent of the giants, America and 
Russia.

TO MANY ADVOCATES of European economic integration, 
the extreme reluctance of spokesmen for British agriculture 

even to discuss the formation of a common market for farm produce 
must appear to be nationalism carried to the point of isolationism. 
If, runs the argument, the production and marketing of iron and 
steel can be rationalised internationally, why should not similar 
principles be applied to staple agricultural commodities, the more 
especially as producers of these have in the past suffered severely 
by reason of unco-ordinated production and marketing ?

A definite plan of this nature, known as The Green Pool, was 
in fact proposed to the Council of Europe some four years ago 
by M. Pflimlin, then French Minister of Agriculture. But while 
it received support in some quarters, it got little but criticism from 
Britain, whose co-operation, as the largest single importer of 
agricultural produce, would have been essential for its success. 
Nor is there any reason whatever to suppose that this attitude has 
since changed, although the Farmers’ Unions of the U.K. have 
recently agreed to consultative arrangements with European agri
culturists, which may be regarded as a somewhat hesitant step 
in the desired direction.

It by no means- follows, however, that the British farming

BRITISH FARMERS 
ISOLATIONIST?

by JORIAN JENKS
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community is entirely devoid of the spirit of international co
operation. On the contrary, F.U. leaders were notably active, 
even before the war, in fostering such a spirit within the Common
wealth, with particular reference to the co-ordination of shipments 
to what a true protectionist would regard as “ their own ” market, 
i.e., Britain. Since the war, this leadership has been extended to 
other countries of the non-communist world, it has resulted in the 
formation of an International Federation of Agricultural Producers, 
a body of steadily increasing usefulness and importance which 
claims to represent some twenty-five million farmers through their 
national organisations, and is recognised by United Nations agencies 
as the authentic voice of world farmers.

Objections to European schemes, such as the Pflimlin plan, 
therefore, tend to be practical rather than ideological, opposition 
to the rather extreme form of co-ordination proposed rather than 
to the idea of working together for mutual advantage. Some of 
them have been very ably expounded, both at Strasbourg and in 
the House of Commons, by British representatives such as Mr. 
Christopher Hollis, M.P., who can scarcely be accused of hostility 
to the concept of European unity.

The first is that there is no true analogy between a heavy industry 
such as iron and steel and a primary, widely-dispersed activity 
such as agriculture. The former has long been concentrated in 
the hands of a relatively few firms which are already well accustomed 
to close international relations, so that the Schumann Plan, in effect, 
simply carried forward in a rather different form the cartel system 
of the past. Farm products, on the other hand, are the work of 
some millions of farmers and peasants scattered all over Europe. 
Some of these are men of means and education, others are barely 
literate, but almost all of them are strong individualists, accepting 
co-operation only through sheer necessity (this was true originally 
even in Denmark).

A second objection is that, insofar as a “ European plan ” involves 
the rationalisation of production, with each region specialising in 
“ those commodities it is best fitted to produce,” it would run 
directly counter both to the generally accepted principles of good 
husbandry and to the traditional desire of most countries for a 
balanced economy (Britain in this respect is an exception). 
Rationalisation, in short, may be good economics, but it would 
mean bad farming and unpopular politics.

' To suggest that local specialisation would be bad fanning may
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sound far-fetched. We can all think of examples of successful 
local specialities — wines, cheeses, malting barley and so on. But 
these are largely luxury products commanding special markets. 
The staple commodities — grain for milling and feeding, potatoes, 
beet sugar, meat, butter and the commoner vegetables and fruits — 
are to an overwhelming extent the products o f mixed farming, 
each holding, almost regardless of size, carrying several different 
kinds of livestock and growing a variety of crops, usually in rotation. 
Even in Danish fanning, often described as one o f the most highly 
specialised in the world, pigs, poultry and cattle are closely inter
locked on each farm, and are maintained by arable rotations designed 
to yield a considerable variety of fodder crops and grains.

Now, mixed farming, though it did of course originate in sub
sistence economies for purely domestic and local needs, is not merely 
an economic arrangement which could be adjusted to take advantage 
of wider markets and improved transport. It is the agricultural 
response to the basic conditions under which European food 
production takes place, namely a temperate and relatively equable 
climate on the one hand, and a relatively high density of population 
on the other. No Western European country has more than two 
acres of cultivable land per inhabitant, while some of them — notably 
Britain, Western Germany, Belgium and the Netherlands — have 
considerably less than one acre. They simply cannot afford to 
neglect or misuse their agricultural resources; and, generally 
speaking, it is mixed farming (subject to local variations) which 
makes the most intensive use of these resources, best maintains 
soil fertility and provides the first line of defence against pests, 
weeds and diseases. This is not to say that every farm in Western 
Europe consistently conforms to a carefully designed balance of 
production (would that this were so). But it must, I think, be 
accepted that the only kind of agricultural planning which is likely 
to succeed must start from the land-use end rather than the market 
end. In other words, biology takes precedence over economics.

This consideration applies, perhaps, with rather less force to 
national economies. As Europe becomes integrated, so the need 
for self-sufficiency on grounds of military and economic security 
diminishes. Nevertheless it remains broadly true that each country 
— each district, for that matter — should aim to feed itself as far 
as possible from its own resources, as in fact is largely the case. 
Not only are transport and other handling costs thereby kept to a 
minimum, but local food, in theory at least, is best suited to local
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dietary needs and can be consumed in relatively fresh condition. 
Finally, there is the social consideration that a reasonable balance 
of agriculture, industry, commerce and other activities within a 
community provides a variety of occupations and some degree of 
insurance against the effects of a depression in any one of them.

It follows, then, that though a number of well-established export 
wades already exist and others might possibly be developed, 
European fanning is primarily for diversified local supply rather 
than for the export of bulk commodities. Its economic need, 
therefore, is not so much for an expansion of regular export markets 
as for flexible arrangements for the disposal of fluctuating (and 
often quite small) surpluses. This disposal, moreover, must be 
carried out without detriment to producers, either in the exporting 
or the receiving country. As experience has repeatedly shown, 
such surpluses can cause market disorder out of all proportion to 
their actual size ; yet even if they can be exported (and often they 
are blocked by tariffs and quotas), they usually have to be sold at 
a loss, while the process merely transfers the market disorder from 
one place to another. This is but one aspect of the basic problem 
in all agricultural marketing, namely relatively unstable supplies 
on the one hand and relatively inflexible demand on the other; 
and it is a problem which an open market tends to accentuate 
rather than resolve, with protectionist reactions as the inevitable 
consequence.

On paper, the best answer to the surplus conundrum is to find 
corresponding deficits in other countries, and to bring the two 
together through some kind of international pool. If indeed the 
Green (or any other) Pool could have promised this outcome, 
much more progress would have been made. But this is just what 
cannot be promised — at any rate without drastic, unacceptable 
and probably impracticable rationalisation of production.

The truth is, unfortunately, that agricultural Europe — and 
especially a Western Europe shorn of the grain-producing lands 
that now lie beyond the Iron Curtain — is not a balanced unit. 
Despite a good recovery from the war (offset to some extent by 
an increase in population), there is an annual deficit of grain (both 
for bread and for livestock) amounting to some three or four 
million tons. There is likewise a substantial deficit in edible oils 
and fats, and smaller ones in sugar and in certain types of meat and 
dairy produce. These are at present met by imports, chiefly from 
the Americas and Australasia, and are a fruitful source of dollar
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gaps. On the other hand, there is a tendency for supply to exceed 
effective demand in the case of fruit and vegetables, wine, pigmeat 
and the other higher-priced dairy products. And this tendency 
is likely to increase, since such products yield a high monetary 
return per acre and are therefore well suited both to a rising standard 
of living in rural areas and to the earning of larger export credits. 
Thus, to a very large extent, European agricultural export surpluses 
tend to be competitive rather than complementary.

This situation is intensified by the seasonal factor. If  France, 
let us say, has a good growing season for vegetables, so also do 
neighbouring countries, who will therefore be inclined to increase 
rather than reduce restrictions on the import o f French produce. 
If, on the other hand, there is a difficult season, followed by short 
supplies and high prices, growers everywhere will tend to plant 
larger acreages next year and surpluses will again emerge. Better 
market co-ordination, which would, almost certainly have to 
include some regulation of acreages, might well iron out die sharpest 
of these fluctuations, but could hardly be expected to eliminate 
them altogether and would in any case present great administrative 
difficulties.

It is against this background that the rather special position of 
British agriculture has to be seen. For the best part of a century, 
Britain has been the largest food “ deficit ” area in Europe, or in 
the world for that matter, and in consequence the largest agri
cultural market and the most remunerative one. This situation 
has arisen, not merely from density of population relative to acreage, 
but also as a result of deliberate economic policy. As Robert 
Row pointed out in the November European, this policy has recently 
been called in question by no less an authority than Professor 
Austin Robinson, and its validity under future (and even present- 
day) world conditions must occasion grave misgivings to every 
thoughtful person. In fact, British governments during and since 
the last wax have found it necessary to call on British farmers to 
increase very substantially their production, with the result that 
the proportion of home-grown food in the national diet has risen 
from a bare third to very nearly one-half, with considerable benefit 
to the national economy.

But a further, and inevitable, result has been that fanners have 
considerably intensified their pattern of production and in so 
doing have incurred heavy financial commitments ; over five 
hundred million pounds, for instance, have been spent on farm
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machinery alone, notwithstanding which the farm wage bill is now 
four times the pre-war figure. Such expenditure can be carried 
only by a corresponding level' of farm earnings ; and if prices are 
to fall at all (there were some initial cuts in the last Price Review 
which may well be followed by others), a continuing rise in output 
becomes a matter of sheer economic necessity. Otherwise agri
culture is likely to beat a hasty and reproachful retreat to the 
“ safety-first ” attitude of the inter-war period, which it will not 
willingly abandon another time. The present Government has 
said that it does not want this to happen, that it will stand by the 
Agriculture Act of 1947, and that it hopes to see a further increase 
in production. It has, nevertheless, taken advantage of a marked, 
if temporary, easing in the world food situation to “ free ” markets 
for the benefit of traders (consumers appear to have benefited not 
at all), substituting for Ministry of Food purchases at fixed prices 
a highly complicated system of “ deficiency payments ”. This 
means in effect that it has undertaken a financial liability of unknown 
and largely uncontrollable dimensions by underwriting an open 
market. The “ deficiency payments ” are already being represented 
as “ subsidies,” and the greater the volume of production (and 
hence the greater the bill), the louder will be the clamour for a 
progressive reduction.

There is therefore, not unnaturally, a widespread feeling among 
farmers that, because they have responded so well to national 
needs, they have been placed in an acutely vulnerable position. 
To offer them at this juncture a common European market, even 
without any rationalisation strings attached, would be to invite a 
rude reply. They have virtually no exports which might gain by 
such a market, while their own home market is already threatened 
by expanding imports of just those products which Europe can best 
supply. This is especially true in the case of horticulture, which 
accounts for some ten per cent of total agricultural earnings, which 
is largely in the hands of small struggling growers, which gets no 
subsidies or “ deficiency payments ” and which has long considered 
itself in need of more rather than less protection from Continental 
competitors, with their earlier season and apparently greater ability 
to meet high transport and packing costs.

But even the general farmer has small reason to welcome imports 
from Europe. France, for instance, though often an importer of 
North American wheat, frequently has a surplus of her own, heavily- 
subsidised, wheat to dispose of — at a substantial loss to her own
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taxpayers. Last year (1954) this surplus was rather larger than 
usual and it was sent to Britain, as the most convenient open market. 
British millers bought it freely in preference to British wheats of 
precisely similar milling quality and at higher prices, offering to 
British growers the consolation that they would “ get their deficiency 
payments to make up ”. Even if in  fact farmers have adequately 
been compensated for this loss of their own market — which is 
doubtful in view of the fact that costs of withholding grain from 
sale are not negligible — the additional cost in “ deficiency pay
ments ” will fall on the Treasury. Thus, both French taxpayer and 
British taxpayer have had to subsidise to a quite unnecessary extent 
some quite unnecessary shipments of wheat, which seems a quite 
unnecessarily high price to pay for the restoration of market 
“ freedom ” and the “ liberalisation ” of trade.

In theory, such a situation could have been avoided by a com
bination of agricultural rationalisation and a common market. 
In practice, as I  have endeavoured to show, the former is full of 
pitfalls even if it could be made acceptable to producers, and there 
is no reason to suppose that the establishment of a common market 
could of itself solve the surplus-and-deficit problem : on the 
contrary, such a market, if it encouraged the production of 
commodities that already tend to be in surplus, might well accentuate 
that problem.

If a pooling system is to succeed at all, those in charge of it must 
have powers to impose definite limits on the volume of any given 
commodity it is called upon to handle at any given moment. It 
must be associated with an efficient system of market intelligence ; 
and it must be equipped for a certain amount of processing and 
storage, those do not provide so easy a solution to a surplus problem 
as might at first sight be supposed.

Even this limited range of activities would call for careful 
planning and management based on accurate information. For 
which reason the pre-existence of effective producers’ organisations 
in the participating countries — either marketing boards or multi
purpose co-operatives—seems almost essential. You cannot build 
a house unless a number of people are ready to supply you with 
the materials. This then, should be the first step, even if its 
immediate objective looks like federation rather than integration. 
But better federation, even for strictly limited aims, than the present 
unbridgeable gulf between the ideal o f European unity and the 
actualities of agricultural economy — a very real form of isolation.
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THE PISAN CANTOS
IV. CONSTRUCTIONS

by ALAN NEAME

HERE ARE FOUR principle interpretations of the con
struction of The Cantos ; that they have no design at all, 

that they are based on Dante’s Divine Comedy, that they are based 
on The Odyssey, and that they are constructed like a fugue or a 
mural painting. Since over the last thirty years these theories 
have each enjoyed considerable prestige, I  propose to re-examine 
them before advancing one more interpretation, which I  believe 
to be the true one.

The Cantos have been reproached for lack of formal construction. 
Holders of the Aristotelian view that a literary work of art should 
have beginning, middle and end, complain that the poem begins, 
but has no particular beginning ; that the middle, where it can be 
identified as the middle and not as a series of fresh starts, neither 
depends, except accidentally, on what must pass for the beginning, 
nor proceeds logically or consistently from what has gone before ; 
and that at the end of the eighty-fourth canto there is still no 
envisageable end. It is only proper that so elegant an Aristotelian 
as Sir Maurice Bowra should confine his comment on this massive 
work to the two words : “ Hostile. Hostile.” Yet we cannot 
dismiss as a folly the work, forty years in the writing, of a poet 
who had as early as 1917 earned for himself the title “ il miglior 
fabbro ” from a fellow poet no mean craftsman himself. If the 
construction of the poem does not conform to Aristotelian rules 
of composition, that need imply no more than that this poem was 
intended to be something different. When we reflect that Pound’s 
work stands in much the same relationship to English poetry as 
Bacon’s Novum Organum or Instauratio Magna stand to pre- 
Baconian science, as a renewing and a requickening of the moribund 
and outworn, we may expect the poetic instoration to be effected 
in similarly unfamiliar and even revolutionary manner. We note
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that a contemporary instorer, less influential but no less devoted, 
also rejected the Aristotelian plan for his discursive poem, The 
Testament o f Beauty. Since the subject matter of poetry is not 
liable to excessive variation, poetic revolutions are usually revolu
tions in form. Revolutionary form to eyes conditioned to patterns 
of an ancien regime is frequently no discernible form, while even 
fellow revolutionaries and sympathisers are prone to misconstrue 
the pioneer’s intention.

Pound never conceived the Cantos as a narrative epic. “ I am 
working on a long poem,” he wrote in May 1915, to his mother in 
a letter that perhaps gives us the first written record of the work. 
“ A big, long, endless poem,” he told his father in December of 
the same year. To John Quinn early in 1917 he described the 
projected work as “ leviathantic To William Bird in May, 1924, 
he made the significant disclaimer : “ It ain’t an epic. It’s part 
of a long poem ”. The first volume, published in 1925, bore the 
title A Draft o f XVI Cantos for a poem o f some length. Had Pound 
set out to write a formal epic, there would have been every justifica
tion for the objection offered by Desmond Chute, his contemporary 
in Rapallo, the friend and correspondent of Eric Gill. “  It is the 
strangest epic I ever saw,” he complained. “ It has no story and 
no main verb.” But this was to reproach leviathan with failure 
to evolve a reversible digit. A big, long, endless poem was con
ceived ; to say planned would perhaps at this stage beg the question; 
but not an epic. In a looser sense of the word of course, epic the 
work i s ; what the newspapers call an epic of human endeavour, 
Epic it also is according to Pound’s own early definition : An 
epic in the real sense is the speech of a nation through the mouth 
of one man. This is too narrow ; the Cantos are not the speech 
of a nation, but the speech of a civilisation. But in structure, as 
people have gratuitously pointed out, the Cantos owe nothing 
either to popular or learned epic : save in so far as those exemplars 
provided outworked and mortified forms against which to revolt. 
A truce then to strictures on absence of beginning, middle and 
end.

Given that the poem is not a narrative epic, what is the structural 
relationship between the Cantos and the Divine Comedy, which 
at every turn they evoke ? Pound, in imitation of Dante, has 
adopted the apparatus of Hell, Purgatory and Paradise, but, unlike 
Dante, he makes no formal distinctions. To have taken over the 
theological distinctions would have tied him to a scheme inorganic
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to his poetic preoccupations and alien to his philosophy. Like 
the Saducees of old, he is not concerned about a future state, but 
takes the three Conditions to exist in simultaneity in the here-aow. 
As in the Homeric and Virgilian underworlds, the bad, the becoming 
and the good mingle together, pass before and obscure each other, 
later to re-emerge or to fade away for ever. Some are still alive ; 
of others he says

Ghosts move about me patched with histories ;

but they move in a space-time world, not in infernal cavities or 
empyreans of beatitude. True, there is some slight apparatus of 
celestial beings :—

Gods float in the azure air
Bright Gods and Tuscan, back before dew was shed ;

but they are gods visible from the earth, no more than a  ceiling 
to the incessant activity of the terrene basilica erected by the poet 
to Inornate Beauty and its hypostases of Artistic and Political 
Order.

In this leviathantic poem the three Conditions are to  some limited 
extent localised. In most general terms, Hell extends to Canto 
XXX, Purgatory to Canto LXXI, and Paradise throughout the 
Pisan Cantos. Yet in the so-called Hell Cantos, against “  the 
huge appalling smoky and Tartarean horror of Cantos XTV and 
XV. . .  a  living evocation of the modern hell ”  (Dame Edith’s 
fine phrase, 1934), we have in Canto XIII, as an astonishing and 
reassuring contrast, the measured rectanimous diction of the sage 
Confucius ; and in the so-called Paradise Cantos with the vision 
of the Mountain of Tranquility and the manifestations of Eternal 
Beauty we find the Poet at advanced age suffering interrogation 
under arc-lamps and afflicted with dysentery. Hell, Purgatory and 
Paradise exist in fragments (spezzato), like the tesserae of a huge 
mosaic, fragments juxtaposed, complementary and inseparable.

Le Paradis n’est pas artificiel 
but spezzato apparently
it exists only in fragments unexpected excellent sausage, 
the smell of mint, for example,
Ladro the night c a t....
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And the Poet, how does he stand in relationship to this simul
taneous, a-chronological universe, this mingling of the States of 
deprivation, purging, struggle and fulfilment ?

Here again we see a major difference between the organisation 
of the Divine Comedy and the Cantos. For Dante quits the world 
of the living to pass through Hell, Purgatory and Heaven towards 
the point “ at which all times are present,” that point upon which 
“ the heavens and all created things depend This transcendant 
point, this irreducible moment, the commentators Tommaseo and 
the rest tell us is god, dwelling in everlasting time present Dante 
sees all creatures as they move in their contingency upon that 
point:—

Cos! vedi le cose contingenti 
anzi che sieno in sd, mirando il punto 
a cui tutti li tempi son presenti.

And Dante, himself a contingent being, shows himself as subject 
also to the levitational attraction of Divine Love, that draws him 
successively through the cone of Hell, the grades of Purgatory and 
the spheres of Heaven towards the fixed point, the eternal present. 
Dante thus obeys the postulated laws of his own theocentric poem.

But Pound’s poem is not theocentric. It is anthropocentric, 
humanistic. From a point at which past and present are both 
present, the Poet sees the world of past and present spread round 
him like a circular map. From this point, chronology is meaning
less ; affinities are all. He sees, not the modems as engaged in 
fiirthering or frustrating the labours of the ancients, but ancients 
and moderns alike as engaged upon the great task of civilising the 
human will; while over all, providing inspiration, goal and reward, 
is Beauty manifesting itself in occasional revelations of artistic and 
civil harmony, E poi se muove : we do not say that the poem 
is autocentric, or suggest that the Poet like some pinchbeck eternal 
sits back and watches the millennial struggle rage around him. 
Far from it, he is at time himself violently involved, and all the 
time committed.

From this involvement of the Poet, we are led to consider the 
construction of the Cantos as related to the story of a voyage, 
an Odyssey. We have the famous definition of the periplum 
(coasting):—

. . . .  not as land looks on a map 
but as sea bord seen by men sailing. . .
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But this is not a geographical tour, not a coasting from port to 
port in the literal sense of the word, but a coasting through history. 
The Poet coasts on a praeter-spatial plane where layers o f history 
and the present overlap and overlie, like the layers o f a neapolitan 
ice

. . .  Or procession oh procession by Salisbury,
Ancient in various days, long years between them ;
Ply over ply of life still wraps the earth here.

Or again, a more recent treatm ent: o f another landscape ancient 
in various days, where the symbols of modern military occupation 
stand stark against a ghostly medieval pageant, which ghost o f a 
procession with its drums and flags passes before the antique ghosts 
of Catullus and Lesbia

Butterflies, mint and Lesbia’s sparrows, 
the voiceless with bumm drum and banners, 

and the ideogram of the guard roosts.

Ply over ply of human activity wraps the landscape ; the butterflies, 
the mint and the heirs of the sparrow that Roman Lesbia loved 
more than her own eyes : these remain to bear the message from 
procession to procession through the long years between them. 
And even after the lookout posts, now as sharp and black against 
the sky as the strokes of a Chinese character, have been dis
mantled .........

Thus we may say that Hell, Purgatory and Heaven are present 
in simultaneity and that history is present in transparent strata. 
But whether we choose to visualise the relationship between present 
and past as so many different coloured layers of a water-ice, or as . 
some geometrical figure akin to the three-dimensional chessboard, 
we cannot say that we have explained the construction of the poem. 
We have investigated modes of vision, not the organic plan that 
governs them.

W. B. Yeats in A Packet for Ezra Pound offered the following 
explanation which, based as it was claimed on a conversation with 
Pound himself, has in turn served as basis for most explanations 
since.

“ He (EP) explains that it will, when the hundredth Canto is.
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finished, display a structure like that of a Bach fugue. There 
will be no plot, no chronicle of events, no logic of discourse, 
but two themes, the descent into Hades from Homer, a  Meta
morphosis from Ovid, and mixed with these medieval or modern 
historical characters. He has tried to produce that picture 
Porteous commended to Nicholas Poussin in Le chef d ’oeuvre 
inconnu, where everything rounds or thrusts itself without edges, 
without contours — conventions of the intellect — from a splash 
of tints and shades, to achieve a work as characteristic of the art 
of our time as the painting of Cezanne, avowedly suggested by 
Porteous, as ‘ Ulysses ’ and its dream association of words and 
images, a poem in which there is nothing that can be taken out 
and reasoned over, nothing that is not part of the poem itself.

“ He has scribbled on the back of an envelope certain sets of 
letters that represent emotions or archetypal events — I cannot 
find any other adequate definition — A B C D and then J K L M, 
and then each set of letters repeated, and then A B C D inverted 
and this repeated, and then a new element of X Y Z, and then 
certain letters that never recur, and -then all sorts of combinations 
of X Y Z and J K L M and A B C D and D C B A and all 
set whirling together.”

No doubt by this time Yeats’ head was whirling too. The para
graphing is mine. He continues without period :—

“ He has shown me upon the wall a photograph of a  Cosimo 
Tura decoration of three compartments, in the upper the Triumph 
of Love and the Triumph of Chastity, in the middle Zodiacal 
signs, and in the lower certain events in Cosimo’s own day. 
The descent and the metamorphosis — A B C D and J K L M  — 
his fixed elements, took the place of the Zodiac, the archetypal 
persons—X Y Z — that of the triumphs, and certain modern 
events — his letters that do not recur — that of those events 
in Cosimo Tura’s day.”

This explanation gives rise to the famous riddle : when is a fugue 
not a mural ? But reduced to simple visual terms, we may state 
it thus : a given number o f frescoes, divided horizontally into three 
unequal parts, executed in bright colour on a transparent ground, 
moving in relationship to each other in complex rhythm, upon a bi- 
thematic axis, in three dimensions. Yeats’ explanation and its 
reduction may read like Irish, but he noted four important points. 
(0 The poem is built on two mythological themes, out o f time and 
space, interwoven with historical episodes, in time and space. We 
are to understand history as embracing the present. The themes 
are stated at length in the first two cantos: Odysseus descends to
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the Underworld, Dionysus appears in human form. In subsequent 
cantos these themes are restated, developed and modified by myth
ological and historical parallels. Odysseus gives way to Aeneas in 
Avernus, who in turn yields to the Poet in his prison camp. Diony
sus and the mysteries of Eleusis lead to manifestations of Beauty 
and Order that include the apparition of Aphrodite to Aeneas, 
the philosophic utterances of Confucius, the paintings of Botticelli 
and the vision of the Chinese Goddess of Mercy upon the hills of 
Lucca. The other category, that of historical episodes, ranges 
vastly over such material as the acts of the Malatesta, the Chinese 
Emperors, Thos. Jefferson, and the poet’s own contemporaries, 
Lloyd George, Mme. Pujol, Israel Moses Sieff, Henry Ainley.

(ii) It is a poem “ without contours,” without conventional 
limitations of construction. There “ is nothing that is not part 
of the poem itself ” ; the matter and the manner in which it is 
presented cannot be divorced. At best it can be said that there 
are certain governing ideas that regulate the choice of material 
and that these ideas are themselves the links that bind the material 
together.

(iii) As the poem progresses the themes alternate more rapidly. 
They are summoned more tersely. This is most marked in the 
later cantos, where a single phrase :—

A man of no future and with a name to come,

or even a single word : no-man, stand for the whole theme of the 
Homeric Descent into the Underworld. Similarly the unqualified 
w ord: Cytherea, recapitulates the Ovidian Metamorphosis of 
Canto II.

(iv) The underlying design of the poem is related to a mural 
painting attributed to Cosimo Tura (or Del Cossa), in the Palazzo 
di Schifanoia in Ferrara. The mural is divided into panels 
allegorically depicting the months of the year. Each panel is 
divided horizontally into three compartments, the upper somewhat 
deeper than the middle, the middle compartment half the height 
of the lower. A description of the two panels mentioned by Yeats 
may make his explanation easier to understand.

The panel The Triumph o f Minerva and Sign o f Aries (month of 
March) shows in the upper compartment the Patroness of Intellect 
drawn on a car by two male unicorns. On the left, scholars deliver 
addresses of welcome ; on the right, serious-minded young women 
operate a hand-printing press. The middle compartment shows a
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starry Ram overleaping the Sun. Above it hovers the allegorical 
figure of a richly dressed woman ; on the right stands an ephebe 
holding in his right hand an arrow, in his left a large ring. To the 
left of the Zodiacal sign a ragged man twirls in his left hand one 
end of the cord that serves him for girdle.

In the lower compartment Borso d’Este, Prince of Ferrara (the 
painting was executed in 1469), dressed in a finely pleated jerkin, 
hose and flowerpot hat, is shown leaving for the chase. This 
part of the fresco is arranged like a strip cartoon. On the right, 
Borso is seen leaving his lit-de-justice ; in the left foreground, he 
is mounted and setting out with his companions ; inset in the 
left background, a diminutive cavalcade rides away up the hillside 
past lively wmedressers, Borso on his white horse clearly recognisable 
in the lead.

In The Triumph o f Venus and Sign o f Taurus (April) the upper 
compartment shows the Patroness of Physical Beauty with an 
armed knight kneeling chained before her, riding on a triumphal 
barge drawn down a narrow waterway by two harnessed swans. 
On either shore, groups of youthful figures welcome the Goddess : 
on the left, lovers; on the right, an orchestra of maidens and 
amorous youths with rabbits at their fee t; while up right, on a 
rocky eminence pose three naked Graces. The middle compart
ment shows a starry Bull leaping over the Sun, and more allegorical 
figures. A half naked man in a turban, who holds a key in his 
right hand, couches along the back of the Bull. On the right, a 
wild man, holding in his right hand a basilisk and in his left an arrow, 
stands against a white stallion. At his feet sits a small dog. To 
the left of the Bull stands a clothed matron and a small boy 
conversing.

The lower compartment shows Borso and his retinue on their 
return from the chase, observing the portent of a heron savaged 
in mid-air by a dove. Inset against an architectural background 
and much reduced is the semi-frieze of a donkey race through the 
streets of a town, Borso D’Este presiding.

Now, in the account by Yeats there are obvious gaps. He 
writes vaguely of archetypal events and emotions, for which he 
later substitutes archetypal persons, linking them rightly or wrongly 
with the Triumphs ; his alternating sets of letters are a pitfall to 
the literal mind ; but in broad terms this account of the “ fugue ” : 
the descent, the apparition and the historical episode : the trans
positions and parallels : tallies with Pound’s own early definition
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of his aim. In a letter to his father (2.5.27) he writes :—

“ Have I ever given you outline of main scheme : : : or 
whatever it is ?

Rather like, or unlike subject and response and counter subject 
in fugue :—

A. A. Live man goes down into world of Dead.
C. B. The ‘ repeat in history
B. C. The ‘ magic moment ’ or moment of metamorphosis,

bust through from quotidian into * divine or perm
anent world ’. Gods, etc----- ”

This is not quite the same as what Yeats says, and omits all 
reference to the Schifanoia frescoes. The persistent influence of 
the frescoes is however attested in a very recent work, Canto 
LXXVII (1949) :—

men move to scale as in Del Cossa’s insets 
at Schifanoia under the Ram and Bull.

It may come as a surprise therefore to find Pound in an un
published letter of May, 1935, writing :—

“ Yeats misquotes what I told him. Naturally, as he could 
not tell a fugue from a bootblack, he didn’t understand what I 
told him. I doubt if he has ever understood a«ything. At any 
rate his normal process is to reject everything that does not tone 
in with his own particular muzzy muddle. Ignorant o f the 
plastic arts, and of musical form.

“ So that anyone trying to tie up the Cantos to that wafty 
page of Yeats’ is usually confused by it.”

And again, to J. D. Ibbotson, in April, 1936 :—

“ Confound uncle Bill Yeats’ paragraph on fugues. Blighter 
never knew what a fugue was anyhow. More ink wasted due 
to his ‘ explanation ’ than you could mop up with a moose hide.”

We have only Pound’s side of this correspondence, which makes 
it difficult to know what emphasis we should read into these tirades, 
but from another letter, to John Lackay Brown, April, 1937, it 
would seem to be against too literal an application of Yeats’ words 
that Pound is exclaiming :—
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" Take a fugue : theme, response, contrasujet. Not that I 
mean to make an exact analogy of structure.. . .  There is at 
start, descent to the shades, metamorphosis, parallel (Vidal/ 
Actaeon).”

The deaths of Actaeon and Vidal are treated in Canto IV. And, 
as if the pitfalls of literalism were still trapping the unwary, in 
an unpublished letter of October, 1950, he gives further warnings 
against “ a gent, of nobil fame burbling of fugues sans the faintest 
idea what one is ”.

When the two poets talked of fugues, they seem to have been 
at cross-purposes. The poem begins after the manner of a fugue, 
so much is clear from the text and the letter to Brown — but any 
attempt to reduce Yeats’ whirling sequences to entries in a card 
index is doomed from the beginning ; there is no strict fugal 
form. Many of Pound's early readers seem to have fallen into 
that particular muddle : they forgot in the first place that mystic 
sequences and Zodiacs were meat and drink to Yeats who himself 
lived in a private world of Hermetic cycles, gyres and abracadabra ; 
they failed to detect in the very composition of Yeats’ sentences 
the relish with which he had worked up to oracular pronouncements 
a few hints that had been roughly and hastily jotted down on the 
back of an envelope ; and finally they tried literalistically to impose 
these oracles of Yeats as a rigid system of interpretation.

Yet, recoiling before these moose-hides of ink spilt in contra
dictions , we should not weakly acquiesce to the view of Allen Tate 
(1936) that the form is nothing more complex than “ endless con
versation,” even though this might, wrongheadedly, be maintained 
on the strength of another early letter (to his father, November, 
1924), if we take “ key ” to refer to structure and not to subject. 
In particular, the last sentence is worth note for the light it throws 
on structural affinities with the Divine Comedy.

“ As to Cantos 18-19 ; there ain’t no key. Simplest parallel 
I can give is to the radio where you tell who is talking by the noise 
they make. If your copies are properly punctuated they should 
show where each voice begins and ends. It is not a  radio.

“ You hear various people letting cats out of bags at maximum 
speed. Armaments, finance, etc. A ‘ great editor,’ at least 
editor of the woild’s best known news sheet, a president of a new 
nation, or one then in the making, a salesman of battleships, etc., 
with bits of biography of a distinguished financier, etc.

“ Mostly things you ‘ oughtn’t to know,’ not if you are to be 
a good quiet citizen. That’s all. Who made the bhloody war ?
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The cantos belong rather to the Hell section of the poem ; though
I am not sorting it out in the Dantescan m anner.. .

The “ endless conversation ” theory is a kinder expression of the 
“ conservative ” taunt that there is no form at all. Nor should we 
accept Basil Bunting’s view that, whatever the scheme may be, 
there can be no justification for investigating it, for that is Yeats’ 
theory of the “ indivisible poem ” carried into taboo ; although 
Pound’s own description of the poem as “ the tale of the tribe,” 
embracing the complete, the continuing and the casua l: that is, 
a universe of experience ideal and r e a l : might discourage us from 
further researches into what theoretically might prove to be as 
incongruous and inconsequent as experience itself.'

Recourse to the text shows that there are elements of truth in 
all these systems of interpretation. It must be conceded, in the 
Aristotelian sense, that there is no form. It is true that there is a 
threefold apparatus of Hell, Purgatory and Heaven ; though not 
a Dantescan one. There is a threefold scheme of myth, history 
and present; though not a chronological one. There is a journey, 
but a journey with more ports than plain sailing. There is a fugal 
arrangement of theme, response and counter subject, but not a 
formal one. There is a mural arrangement o f the complete (the 
Triumph), the continuing (the procession of the Zodiac) and the 
casual (individual encounters in times past and present) ; but no 
formal line divides them. All these, often conflicting, elements 
are to be detected ; can they be reconciled ? Is there an over
riding unity of scheme into which they fit harmoniously ; a  unity 
in which journeys, fugues, frescoes, circles and layers can co-exist ? 
“ where everything rounds or thrusts itself without edges, without 
contours, from a splash of tints and shades to achieve a work in 
which there is nothing that can be taken out and reasoned over, 
nothing that is not part of the poem itself.”

(To be continued)
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CANTO LXXIV
LINES 453-465

is it blacker ? was it blacker ? Nux animae 453
is there a blacker or was it merely San Juan with a belly ache 

writing ad posteros 455
in short shall we look for a deeper or is this the bottom ? 
Ugolino, the tower there on the tree line 

Berlin dysentery phosphorus
la vieille de Candide

(Hullo Corporal Casey) double X or bureaucracy ? 460
Le Paradis n’est pas artificiel

but spezzato apparently
it exists only in fragments unexpected excellent sausage,

the smell of mint, for example, 
Ladro the night cat ; 465

Hellish and  heavenly experiences in prison-cam p life, contrasted.
Line 453. The outlook ; Ncx animae : the Dark Night of the Soul, a sense 

of utter dereliction, with temptations to despair, experienced by 
advanced mystics.

Line 454. Saint John of the Cross (d.1534) : Spanish mystic and poet; his
poem En urn Noche oscura (Dark Night) brought the term into 
general use.

Line 455. For fu ture  generations. A scatological play on words : posteros, 
posterity, posterior/rump : did S. John know a worse misery than 
mine ; or was he (a) putting his self-pity on record for posterity, 
(b) suffering from an intestinal complaint (dysentery)and the torments 
attendant on the second peristaltic movement ?

line 457. Count Ugolino della Gherardesca, through the treachery of his 
former ally, the Archbishop Ruggiero degli Ubaldini, was imprisoned 
with his sons, Gaddo and Uguccione, and his grandsons, Ugolino 
and Anselmuccio, in the Tower of the Gualandi in Pisa (still standing, 
and visible from the camp). There they were starved to death. 
Their sufferings are described by Dante (/n/XXX).

Line 458. Berlin : perhaps a reference to the Franco-Prussian War (1870) in 
the course of which Friedrich Nietzsche (vide infra 1.470) contracted 
dysentery as a result o f  malnutrition. Weakened in health, he 
resigned his Professorship at Basel and retired to Rapallo. During 
detention, EP also contracted dysenteiy. Pain, disgust and misery 
verging on despair, imaged here, are inseparable characteristics of 
the disease. Phosphorus : used for burning out field latrines to 
prevent dysenteric infection by carriers (flies, etc.).

line 459. The daughter of Pope Urban X and the Princess Palestrina ; captive 
of the Aga of the Janissaries in the second siege of Azov (1739), 
she lost a buttock in that engagement,—Voltaire, Candide cap.xti.

Line 460. Are you in detention because you were betrayed in some criminal 
activity, or because you misapplied army regulations ?

Line 461. Heaven is not a watertight compartment, but spezzato , fragmented. 
c.p. L es Paradis artificiels of Chas. Baudelaire : opium dreams.
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GLADSTONE 
AND LLOYD GEORGE*

THE PARLIAMENTARY LIVES of these two politicians span 
more than a century of English history, from the year of the 

Reform Bill until the end of the second World War. Sir Philip 
Magnus’s book is a pattern of what a perfect biography should be; 
with Sir Harold Nicolson’s George V  it must rank as one o f the two 
best biographies since the war.

W. E. Gladstone was born in 1809, and from Oxford, where he got 
a double first, he went straight into politics. For the next sixty-five 
years he sat in the House of Commons, where for several decades 
he was one of the dominating figures, four times Prime Minister.

He was first elected as member for a rotten borough in the gift 
of the Duke of Newcastle, who said to h im : “  I  confess I  have a great 
notion of the horrors of enthusiasm.” Gladstone explained to his 
patron that enthusiasm might be necessary, because “  All seems to 
be in preparation for the grand struggle between the principles of 
good and evil.” It was the nineteenth century speaking to the 
eighteenth, and thus, a t the very outset of his public life, he formu
lated the idea which guided him until he died, of a positive good 
combating evil, and of himself as called upon to fight for good. 
When, at the end of his life, Labouchbre said that “  while he had no 
objection to Gladstone’s habit of concealing the ace of trumps up 
his sleeve, he did strongly object to his reiterated claim that it had 
been put there by Almighty God ” the author says that Gladstone 
did not in the least resent the joke. To him, perhaps, it hardly was 
a joke. He spent hours in prayer, and he believed God guided his 
footsteps. What has been called “ the private telephone to Heaven ” 
never had a more convinced subscriber than Mr. Gladstone.

By advocating Home Rule for Ireland, and by condemning the 
acts of aggression whereby England from time to time added patches 
of red to the globe, Gladstone alienated and irritated the Tories,

*Gtadslo/ie: A  B iography, Philip Magnus, John Murray, 28s.
Tempestuous Journey: L lo y d  G eorge, H is  L i fe  a n d  T im es,

Frank Owen, Hutchinson, 25s.
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headed by Queen Victoria. But the bitterness of the hatred he 
aroused is hard to understand. Chamber pots with a picture of his 
face on the bottom were manufactured, so that his enemies could 
indulge in the pleasure of insulting him daily. Worshipped by his 
family, loved by his supporters, cheered to the echo by the crowds 
who attended his meetings, he was loathed and abominated by 
society as a whole, and very badly treated by the Queen. She was 
always ready to swallow any flattery, however ridiculous or inappro
priate, and Disraeli did not fail to satisfy the growing appetite of 
the “ Faery ” for fulsome praise, while Gladstone was inhibited by 
his regard for truth from pleasing her in this way.

Her spite followed him to the grave; when the Prince of Wales 
and the Duke of York acted as pall-bearers at his funeral in the 
Abbey she telegraphed to her son “ to ask what advice he had taken 
and what precedent he had followed when he engaged himself to 
act as pall-bearer. The Prince, who was then aged fifty-seven, 
replied simply that he had sought no. advice and that he knew of no 
precedent.” As Sir Philip Magnus shows, although the Queen’s 
dislike caused him anxiety and even unhappiness at times, it was 
Mr. Gladstone’s handling of the royal question which decided the 
pattern of our modern constitutional monarchy. “ There remained, 
throughout the century, a wide and dubious borderland in which it 
was open to the Queen to assert her authority whenever she chose. 
She was encouraged to assert it by Disraeli’s flattery, which fortified 
her self-confidence, and precipitated her reversion to Hanoverian 
type.” Although the Queen rejected Gladstone’s idea of constitu
tional monarchy, “ the nation adopted it, and all subsequent British 
Sovereigns and Prime Ministers have followed the pattern which 
Gladstone cut.”

Highly principled, religious and serious, Gladstone cordially 
hated his brilliant, volatile, unscrupulous and rather frivolous rival, 
Disraeli, who always found the most wounding thing to say. When, 
just as the whole world stood aghast at the Turkish atrocities in the 
Balkans, Disraeli in a speech described Gladstone as being worse 
than any Bulgarian horror, he was “ goaded almost beyond endurance 
by such language ”, In private, Disraeli wrote ; “ Posterity will do 
justice to that unprincipled maniac Gladstone, extraordinary 
mixture of envy, vindictiveness, hypocrisy and superstition,” while 
Gladstone in turn described him as “ a dangerous and even a devilish 
character ” . Lord Granville understated the case when he told the 
Queen in 1880 : “ Lord Beaconsfield and Mr. Gladstone are men of
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extraordinary ability ; they dislike each other more than is common 
among public men.” Gladstone feared that, like the hero in his 
Tonered, Disraeli sought to “ magnetise the British Queen . . .  All he 
need do was to use his beautiful voice to whisper fine things into her 
ear.” He considered Disraeli’s Eastern policy so scandalous that 
“ he felt bound to assume that it was conditioned, like that of the 
proprietor of the Daily Telegraph (Levy-Lawson) by prejudices and 
antipathies associated with the Judaism which they had both 
discarded.”

Yet these two remarkable men, rather grudgingly, admired one 
another. In 1875, at a time when Gladstone rarely went to the 
House of Commons, Disraeli described to the Queen how he had 
“ not only appeared, but rushed into the debate. . .  The new members 
trembled and fluttered like small birds when a hawk is in the air.” 
When Disraeli died, Gladstone prayed even longer than usual, and 
had acute diarrhoea, before paying tribute to him in Parliament, 
and was generous enough to praise “ his strength of will . . . con
sistency of purpose . . .  and last but not least his great parliamentary 
courage.”

Gladstone was probably one of the most scrupulously honest 
politicians who ever lived. As Chancellor of the Exchequer he 
made every effort to be ruthlessly economical with the taxpayers’ 
money. He considered income tax (about 8d. in the £ then) was a 
cause of immorality, since everyone tried to evade it to the greatest 
extent possible. He has been proved right; thousands of able men 
at the present time are devoting all their talents to advising their 
fellow-citizens how, legally, they can save at least a fraction of their 
possessions from the depredations of the state.

Gladstone was the first politician to hold huge public meetings 
jp and down the country in order to win the masses to his policies. 
He was a spell-binder. Queen Victoria strongly objected to this 
activity. “ The Queen is utterly disgusted with his stump oratory— 
so unworthy of his position—almost under her very nose ” (he was 
'.peaking in Midlothian and she was at Balmoral.) In this he paved 
he way for the politicians of the next century, and notably for Mr. 
Lloyd George.

One of Gladstone’s very favourite amusements was listening to 
ermons; he enjoyed them so much that sometimes, on holidays, 
te could not resist hearing three or four in a single day. As a young 
nan, Lloyd George was also a sermon addict; but it was not because, 
ike Gladstone, he was deeply concerned with religious questions but
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because the sermons of Welsh dissenters provided him with hints 
for his own oratory.

In much the same way, both these Liberal Prime Ministers read 
for relaxation; Gladstone, in his library at Hawarden (which was 
called the Temple of Peace and contained twenty thousand volumes), 
pursued his studies of Homer, of theology and philosophy; Lloyd 
George read endless quantities of Wild West shilling shockers.

Mr. Frank Owen calls his book Tempestuous Journey, and the 
title sets the tone for what is to follow. He has worked through 
tons of documents, read dozens of books, and written almost 800 
pages full of interesting, though mostly familiar, facts and anecdotes. 
Lloyd George’s life is colourful enough to be written soberly, 
without so much being done to “ brighten ” it in the way of ex
clamation marks, unnecessary capital letters and paragraphs 
beginning “ Re-enter that interesting pre-war character the Kaiser ” 
or “ Enter a newspaper reporter. Beaverbrook.” or references 
to Lloyd George in his youth as “the young David” . Nevertheless, 
despite its journalistic style, and sometimes capricious grammar, 
Mr. Owen’s book is of great interest.

It is impossible not to be struck by the steep decline in public 
morality and standards which took place in the fifty years after 
Gladstone’s death. Though Lloyd George himself towers above the 
men who govern us today, he is small in stature compared with the 
People’s William. During the war years, how squalid was the 
intrigue which got rid of Asquith and made Lloyd George Prime 
Minister. How wrong he was not to resign, rather than allow the 
senseless slaughter of Passchendaele to drag on, week after week, 
if, as Mr. Owen claims, he saw from the outset what the fearful 
results of Haig’s rigid obstinacy were likely to be. The politicians 
of Tempestuous Journey clung to office, persuading themselves that 
they were indispensable, and that to resign would be unpatriotic. 
Intrigues, disloyalties, breaches of faith, loom larger and occupy 
more time and energy than anything constructive.

The Tory Ministers, who joined Lloyd George’s coalition govern
ment in 1916 the moment he invited them, although they had given 
their word to Asquith a few hours before that they never would do 
so, made one condition. It was that Churchill and Northcliffe 
should not be brought in. Lloyd George’s promise, readily given, 
was also soon broken. He was much attacked for bringing 
Churchill back. The Conservative Party detested him, more than 
a hundred Tory M.P.s supported a resolution protesting against
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his appointment, and the Morning Post called him “ Meddlesome 
Matty ” and “ a floating kidney in the body politic.” Another 
unpopular appointment was Edwin Montagu’s to be Secretary of 
State for India. A few years later Lloyd George himself was to 
write of him “ Montagu is a swine and a sneak ”.

Lloyd George’s achievements were the National Insurance Act, 
modelled on Bismarck’s of forty years earlier, which^was a great 
piece of constructive legislation; his energetic, imaginative work at 
the Ministry of Munitions; and his war-winning two years as Prime 
Minister. For the Treaty of Versailles he cannot, perhaps, be 
altogether blamed. The qualities and abilities which were so valuable 
in organising war were not those necessary for months of patient 
negotiation with the representatives of the various countries, who 
were all pulling in different directions, and all with far more expert 
knowledge than he possessed.

During the last twenty-two years of his life, in spite of his gifts, 
and in spite of the Lloyd George Fund with which he financed his 
party and his schemes, he was kept out of office. He refused to 
serve in Churchill’s wartime government. “ I do not believe in the 
way we entered the war, nor in the methods by which it has been 
conducted. We have made blunder after blunder and we are still 
blundering . . .  I do not believe in the way or in the persons with 
which the War Cabinet is constituted. . .  I had experience in conduct
ing a great war and I helped to win the victory. I am unhappy at the 
way things are done today, and I wish I was in a position to alter the 
course of events ” he wrote in a private letter in 1941. He vehemently 
condemned the Roosevelt-Churchill policy of Unconditional Sur
render. He did not live to see how that policy came near to wrecking 
Europe, and how Churchill and Roosevelt were responsible for 
handing over half our continent to Bolshevist Russia.

Both Gladstone and Lloyd George have been blamed for break
ing up the Liberal Party. In Gladstone’s day it was made up of 
Whigs and Radicals, who disliked and mistrusted each other almost 
more than they did their opponents, and so it continued down the 
years, until it dwindled to half a dozen men feverishly collecting 
money to contest elections, and vainly trying to lay hands on the 
Lloyd George Fund; it has manoeuvred itself out of existence.

Scotch Gladstone and Welsh Lloyd George—was it not Disraeli 
who once said Race is everything? Certainly within the British Isles 
there are elements as unlike each other as a Prussian and a Sicilian 
could be. D.M.
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THEATRE IN PARIS
by JACQUES BROUSSE

LA MACHINE INFERN ALE  by JEAN COCTEAU

EXACTLY TWENTY YEARS after it was first given by Louis 
Jouvet, M. Jean Cocteau’s La Machine Infemale once more 

makes its dramatic appearance in a Paris theatre. In 1934 it had 
a fair success, but now it draws the crowd (not entirely for good 
reasons, as we shall see) and will probably have a long run.

Less sincere than Les Parents Terribles, which is perhaps, on the 
stage, M. Cocteau’s masterpiece, La Machine Infernale is undoubtedly 
his most unusual play, or at least the one in which, thanks to its 
second act, his poetical ambition is best realised, without any 
external aid, but simply through the magic of inspiration and of 
style.

It is not a play which can be judged on classical lines, with 
Sophocles’ Oedipus Rex (which inspired M. Cocteau) in mind. 
A comparison of the two would be crushing for the modern play, 
(just as would a comparison of our caricature of a civilisation with 
that of the period in which were born masterpieces of tragedy 
of which no one, not even Shakespeare, has equalled the noble 
simplicity).

M. Cocteau has taken liberties with the original. His chief 
originality is in giving Jocasta much more importance than she 
has in Sophocles’ play. One sees his point. Charming, amusing 
with her foreign accent, attractive and romantic, his Jocasta is one 
of those beings who, by reason of their weak heedlessness, play 

.into the hands of destiny. Unfortunately, in robbing her of all 
dignity (she calls Teresias “ Zizi,” appreciates with hand and eye 
the muscles of a young guard, etc) and opening his tragedy with 
scenes of comedy, not to say parody of the type of Offenbach’s 
La Belle Helene, one cannot be sure that M. Cocteau has avoided 
the trap of vulgarity — if such a word could ever be used of a writer 
as refined as he is. Certain it is, in any case, that, over-confident
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in his virtuosity (as so often in his films), he has not been able to 
avoid certain incongruities, nor to prevent his first act, which is to 
some extent influenced by the opening scenes of Hamlet, from 
seeming, so different is it from the others, as though it belonged to 
another play, from which he had taken it to insert in this one, which, 
it must be admitted, is a grave^defect.

The only poetical idea it contains is that ghosts cannot speak 
with the living, so exhausting for them is the effort they must make 
in order to appear at a l l ; and thus Jocasta is not warned by the 
shade of Laius of the arrival of Oedipus.

In the second act we have Oedipus and the Sphinx, to whom 
M. Cocteau has given the face of a lovely young girl, and who is 
none other than Nemesis, the goddess of vengeance, partnered 
in her murders by Anubis, the Egyptian god with a jackal’s head. 
(“ Egypt, Greece, death, the past, the future have no meaning for 
us,” the author makes her say, to explain this rather surprising 
mixture.) Tired of killing so many young men and women — all 
those who failed to solve the riddle — she wishes to keep for ever 
her human appearance, and to be loved by a human. It is at this 
moment that Oedipus appears. He is moved by her beauty, but 
like a true hero, is thinking only of the struggle with the Sphinx 
and the glory his victory will bring. Irritated by her failure to 
attract the proud young man, the goddess assumes her monstrous 
form, and, in a sulphurous light, recites the formula of an enchant
ment, a long sentence full of repetitions and poetic images, which 
has the effect of throwing Oedipus paralysed at her feet. While, 
like Michael Angelo’s enchained slave, he twists and strains to 
break the invisible chains which bind him, she reveals the answer 
to the riddle ; but once he has recovered his powers and can answer 
the questions she puts to him, the young man, naively jubilant, 
believes his victory is due to his own wit. Intoxicated with joy, 
he rushes away towards Thebes without another glance at the 
Sphinx, who has once more assumed her human features, and the 
goddess curses him. Anubis, in the turn of a hand, spreads out 
beneath her fascinated eyes the whole series of terrible woes which 
await Oedipus, and Nemesis, sure of her revenge, allows Oedipus, 
who has returned to fetch a proof of his triumph, to carry off her 
corpse, which he throws over his shoulder.

After the comic act and the poetical act comes the dramatic 
act. Oedipus, victorious over the Sphinx, acclaimed by the people, 
has won Jocasta. He marries her, and the curtain rises on the
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nuptial chamber the night of their wedding. Tiresias, the high 
priest, devoured by dark presentiments, tries to warn Oedipus, who 
repulses him angrily, convinced that the late king’s uncle only fears 
that his own influence will wane. Then begins a very long scene 
between Jocasta and Oedipus, which has won its author high praise 
(Collette, in 1934, wrote that it was a credit to the French theatre) 
in which all the equivocal, inevitable falsity of their relations is 
very well brought out, with infinite intelligence. At times, without 
knowing it, they touch the truth for a moment, and finally they 
fall asleep chastely, lying side by side, until each is awakened by 
solitary nightmares. Better casting would have given this scene 
its full effect, but in spite of its merits it is not so original as the 
one before.

The last act, twelve years later, when Oedipus discovers the truth 
and puts out his eyes after Jocasta has hanged herself, would be 
the weakest, except that it ends admirably. When Oedipus, leaning 
on the faithful Antigone, leaves the palace for .ever, the shade of 
Jocasta appears, and it is she, invisible to all, who guides the steps 
of her son. A touching idea; the first in this play, which interests, 
amuses, dazzles, but never moves us : perhaps because the author, 
for all his intelligence, shows no sense of greatness.

La Machine Infernale suffers from bad casting. At the author’s 
own wish, Jocasta is acted by Mme. Elvire Popesco, a Roumanian 
whose beauty conquered Paris thirty years ago, and who ever since 
has been applauded for her bouncing Slav vitality and her irresistible 
Roumanian accent. But, owing to her talent for the comic, Mme. 
Popesco distorts the whole play, and particularly the third a c t ; 
this is partly the fault of the audience who, from long habit, laugh 
every time she opens her mouth even when her lines are not in the 
least funny.

Oedipus, of course, is M. Jean Marais. Crowned with 
ravishing blond curls, he leaps on to the stage gracefully when 
he is the fiery young hero. In the nuptial chamber he is 
draped in fifteen yards of red satin lined with lami ; no doubt 
this is his idea of royal splendour. Speaking slowly, striking 
noble attitudes, he never succeeds in being real, convincing, or 
natural. However, his admirable good looks make him a great 
success, especially with young film fans.

(Translated)
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The Fall o f  a  T itan, Igor Gouzenko, Cassell 16s.

Nine years ago, when the Russians were good chaps and Stalin 
was still Uncle Joe, Igor Gouzenko asked the Canadian govern
ment for political asylum, and first spilt the beans about the Soviet 
spy network in the North American continent. Since then he has 
been living under police protection, constantly changing his address, 
always in fear. He has now spilt some more beans : this time by 
producing a powerful novel, based on his own experiences, which 
gives the reader a sense of the whole coarse horror of life in modern 
Russia.

The book is a sprawling panorama of scenes and people, through 
which move the two chief characters : one on the way up the 
Soviet staircase, the other on the way down. Feodor Novikov 
is Professor of History at Rostov University, later Rector, and has 
reached his position through suffering and bloodshed ; he has 
had deliberately to destroy his own conscience, and has become 
that enviable being the New Soviet Man. Mikhael Gorin is Maxim 
Gorky in disguise, national literary hero and “ Stormy Petrel of 
the Revolution,” who has returned to Russia from Capri at Stalin’s 
personal invitation. After three years of life in the Workers’ 
Paradise, in spite of every privilege and honour conferred upon 
him, Gorin is a disillusioned man at the mercy of his own con
science, and is no longer performing as he should in the realm of 
propaganda. One day Novikov is taken aside by an N.K.V.D. 
official who charges him with the task of bringing Gorin back into 
the fold of the faithful. The Novikov-Gorin relationship is the 
foundation round which the rest of the book is built. But behind 
both these men, behind every stage of their story and everyone they 
meet, lurks the merciless and slightly disgusting figure of Comrade 
Veria (modelled on the late unlamented Lavrenti Pavlovitch Beria), 
the local Party boss and intimate of Stalin himself.

The Russian scene as portrayed by Gouzenko resembles the 
game of croquet in Alice in Wonderland with a multi-headed and 
insatiable Red Queen howling “ Off with his head !” until the 
latest liquidation becomes just another subject of cocktail party 
conversation. A rich variety of people appear in this book : 
Cossacks, young girls, Malenkov, factory foremen, Stalin, the 
local N.K.V.D. chief, and humble workers. They all have some
thing in common : unhappiness inspired by fear (and this applies 
even to Tsar Djugashvili himself, judging by the number of guards 
he requires outside his office). In such a society fear even stifles 
ambition, for of course the higher you aspire to rise the more 
susceptible to purges you become ; ambition spurs only those who 
are prepared to die young.
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The action takes place mostly in or near Rostov-on-Don. Some 
of the scenes, be it because of their vigour, their horror, or their 
humour, make such a strong impression on the mind that one 
keeps recalling them at odd moments long after having finished 
the book : the young Novikov disguised as a White officer in 
Odessa during the Civil War knocking down a lecherous Colonel 
and carrying off a pretty cabaret star ; the debauched son of the 
N.K.V.D. chief sticking his knife into a rival’s eye at the 
University, and then being apologised to by the Rector while his 
victim is thrown into gaol ; the good communist bridegroom 
wandering among his wedding guests, reminding them admonish- 
ingly : “ Everything must be done in a cultural way, without 
piggishness

The life here portrayed is, let us not forget, very much for export. 
It is no accident that at the very beginning and at the very end of 
the book there take place conversations which explain (at the 
beginning), just why the Russians feel impelled to export 
Bolshevism and (at the end), just how they propose to do it. During 
the wild days of the Revolution, Novikov’s parents have an 
argument with a Red Guard. Here is an extract from i t :—

“ That’s not the Russian people,” the mother interjected 
heatedly, “ but simply you. You don’t believe in God, that’s 
why you are running amok. You have taken our house from 
us, you have taken Rostov from the people, and you’ll go on 
doing this to the whole of Russia.”

“ Alas ! Dear mother ! You say Russia. Why 1 Russia 
is only the beginning ! For the Russian half the world is too 
little !”

“ What the devil does he need the whole world for ?” Novikov 
cried in exasperation. “ Surely he is not overcrowded in Russia. 
Russia is a huge country.”

“ It is not the country that matters, but that the Russian 
nation must save the world, humanity. That was written by 
Fate at its birth.”

Many years later, when the Revolution has been consolidated, 
and the glossy propaganda brochures, the Left Book Club, and 
anti-fascism are doing their stuff in the West, Novikov is sent to 
America. Before he goes he is briefed by Veria, and here an even 
more sinister conversation takes place — for the “ Salvation of 
mankind by Russia ” is no longer a wild revolutionary’s dream 
but a practical possibility.

He who would know Mother Russia’s plans for his future should 
read this book. Its lesson is this : that the noble dream of “ From 
each according to his ability to each according to his needs ” has 
been perverted into a nightmare controlling a society in which, 
in order to survive, the individual must take as his rule of life the 
well-known private soldier’s motto o f : “ — you, Jack ! I’m all
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right ” , That, I think, is what the author wants us to understand. 
But, politics apart, The Fall o f a Titan should be read because it 
is an entertaining journey through Russian society, and an important 
piece in the literary jigsaw portraying contemporary life forever 
being assembled by novelists ail over the world. R.B.

Cortes and M ontezum a, Maurice Collis, Faber & Faber, 15s.

THE conquest of Mexico is the most extraordinary adventure 
story imaginable .Thatfour hundred men should have conquered, 
by force of arms, a large, rich, highly civilised country, inhabited by 

a race of fearless fighters, seems too fantastic to be believed; yet it 
happened. That it did so can be attributed in almost equal measure 
to two things: the incredible hardihood, courage and intelligence of 
the Spaniards, and the fact that Montezuma and the Mexicans, 
knew, through their magic, that they were coming, and that they 
would be victorious.

It had long been magically known to the priests that in 1519 a 
god would come to their shores from the East, and that he was 
destined to rule Mexico. It was even known that he would have a 
white face, a black beard and a high hat. When he heard that Cortes 
had landed, therefore, Montezuma at first offered him no resistance, 
but sent him presents of gold and hoped he might go away again. It 
was by no means certain that the other gods would welcome his 
arrival, and war between the gods was a contingency dreaded by 
Montezuma. Cortes sent the golden treasures back to Spain to the 
Emperor Charles V; they were seen, and admired, by Albrecht 
Diirer.

Mexico was a theocracy, and Montezuma, the ruler, was also 
high priest. The gods required unending human sacrifices; and 
when the Mexicans fought neighbouring tribes they were careful 
not to kill their enemies; prisoners were valuable, they were fattened 
up, lain on the stone of sacrifice, and the priest (sometimes Monte
zuma himself) cut the heart from the living body and offered it to the 
god. Afterwards the arms and legs of the victims were ritually eaten. 
Many of the Spaniards were to die in this way.

The description of Mexican agents visiting subject towns to exact 
tribute, in the form of young men to take back to the capital for 
sacrifice, is like the legend of the Minotaur with Cortes in the role of 
Theseus, except that here was no monster to be killed, but a mon
strous belief.

The curious thing is that the magic worked; all religions 
indulge in a certain amount of prophesy, but seldom with such 
accuracy as that of the faithful worshippers of Smoking Mirror, 
Humming Bird, and the other cruel divinities of the Mexicans.

After burning his boats to make retreat impossible, Cortes led his 
men across the arid, snowy mountain range towards Mexico City. 
They carried not only their armour, ammunition and arquebusses, 
but also a supply of crosses and images of the Virgin, and were
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accompanied by priests. Their aim was first and foremost to enrich 
themselves with the legendary gold of El Dorado, and secondly to 
convert the population to Christianity. When they reached the 
summit, after bloody battles and unspeakable hardships, they beheld, 
spread out before them, the rich plains and the distant lake upon 
which was built fabulous Mexico City, fated to be conquered and 
destroyed by them.

The character of Cortes typifies the striving, thrusting European of 
the age of the Conquistadores : brave, religious yet practical, 
greedy for gold, chivalrous and courteous, ruthless and cruel, subtle 
and intelligent; Montezuma on the other hand, was rigid, defeatist, 
rich and doomed.

A short review can give no idea of the fascination of Mr. Maurice 
Coliis’s book. D.M.

The One Rem ains. A  R eport f r o m  Jerusa lem , Stewart Perowne, 
Hodder and Stoughton, 20s.

It is a pity that so shortly after the publication of Mr. Perowne’s 
sincere account of what Jerusalem means to an Anglican scholar, 
and what an Anglican group is doing there for Arab refugees, the 
British Government should declare its intention of sending its 
representative with his credentials to the Israeli Government at 
Jerusalem and not Tel Aviv. Official England, with the United 
States, has thus taken the dangerous step of ignoring the United 
Nations resolution of 9th December 1949, ruling that Jerusalem 
should remain an international city ; the nearest the United 
Nations could get to recognising Jerusalem’s supra-national status.

Unofficial Mr. Perowne calls his book The One Remains. Official 
London and Washington, however, seem averse to letting this 
loose-end remain. The anomaly of Zion without Jerusalem as its 
capital is apparently more than the denizens of the White House and 
Downing Street can bear. Possibly the busy officials are unable 
to apprehend the shock to fundamental Christian and Muslim 
feelings caused by their latest gesture of acquiescence towards 
Zionism.

In Mr. Perowne’s urbane account of the Jerusalem he knows so 
intimately and of the fine Anglo-Arab fellowship informing the 
work of Bishop Stewart and his very small band of helpers, we see 
what used to be called the best in Britain. There is no time to 
smile over the Church of England Missionary Society any more 
when spiritually dead, imaginatively addled and possibly man
oeuvred Foreign Secretariats can give such occasion for the 
gnashing of teeth. If anything justified those strange, see-less 
Bishops in partibus infidelibus, it would be the effort of the Jerusalem 
Bishopric to settle a few of the eight hundred thousand Palestine 
Arab refugees with great tact and a most reverent understanding 
of their problems and personalities, thus guiding them towards 
a partial restoration of lives withered by Zionism. W.W.
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LIFE IS FRAGILE
by DESMOND STEWART

BY LATE AFTERNOON rioting had spread to every quarter 
on Luke’s side of the river. No buses ran. The foyers of 

the cinemas were empty, the huge American women smiled in vain. 
No one even sold peanuts. The steel shutters of the shops were 
down. All over the roads there were bricks scattered, and there 
was a cracking of gunshot, the noise made by a certain kind of 
wood fire. Outside the post office where Luke usually posted his 
letters a 1948 Hudson was still burning, and a girl with a revolver 
was orating from the bonnet of a surrendered police jeep. The 
mobs were all over the city ; they were like a tide that has over
run a beach, leaving only a few sand castles still unsubmerged, and 
these would soon crumble: the police barracks, the mosque of 
the Royal Family, a street block of sandbags. It was said that 
the police had less than eight bullets each, and being underpaid, 
they had little enthusiasm.

Although the palace was on the other side of his own road, Luke 
had never spoken to Jezmy Pasha. He had seen him often. He 
would be driven into town in his dove-blue Cadillac, lumped in the 
back seat, a bored expression on his rich grey face, the national 
hat in best quality felt across his pate like a crown. Once or twice 
he had bowed to the Englishman with elaborate politeness, when, 
the Cadillac slowing down for some Bedouin woman to cross the 
road, there was time for him to notice who was on the sidewalk. 
And once, when there was a party on his lawns, and when the usually 
dry fountains were throwing jets high towards the cypress tops, 
Anastasia, the ancient White Russian landlady, took Luke on to
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their small flat roof, and pointing with skinny index fingers to the 
fairy lights and popping flash bulbs, said :—

“ That fat one, that’s Jezmy Pasha, in the white suit. His lands 
are so big you can travel across them in an express train for twenty 
minutes.”

This evening, about six, Luke went on to the flat roof to see 
what was to be seen. All day he had stayed indoors. At breakfast, 
when he had been ready to go to the University, the consul had 
telephoned : “ Don’t  go into the streets. They are not aimed 
against us, this time. But who knows ? A stray brick, and there 
would be an international incident.” The phone had popped silent, 
and Luke had been alone in the vast city, with no one to talk to 
and only his books, that he had read already, to turn to, and a 
radio that gave nothing but a prolonged whine and occasional 
announcements in Arabic. The consul’s message had come before 
the police had given up resisting rioters. The Embassy, on the 
other bank, was well protected.

As he looked out over the roofscape, the dusty palm trees, the 
cinemas, the tall chimney, rusting in terracotta flakes, of the 
electric light company, the general flatness broken only by the 
mammalian bulge of a mosque or the gaunt imitation of a sky
scraper, he saw the Pasha standing on his roof, opposite. His 
height was not much more than that of the parapet, and all to be 
seen was the grip of his hands on the brickwork and his face peering 
over the city. He saw Luke and smiled, the smile of the novelist’s 
cliche, with no humour in it, only doubt.

“ Good evening, why do you never visit me ?”
Because of the distance, the small canyon of the street, with an 

evening cat picking at refuse, he had to  shout. But Luke, who had 
imagined him only speaking Arabic or Turkish, was surprised at 
the perfection of his English.

Luke smiled too, the embarrassed smile of someone who cannot 
answer : he had never before been invited.

“  Why not come across now, for a sundowner ?” The Kenya 
language was inappropriate, but beautifully pronounced.

“ Isn’t  it better to stay indoors ?”
The little man leaned over the parapet. He was in pyjamas. 

He looked both ways along the quiet boulevard. There was 
absolute emptiness, and there were padlocks on all the gates.

“ Your landlady is out of town, isn’t she ? It’s better to have 
company.”
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" Shall I come across now ?”
“ Please do.”
It was for curiosity, and the desire to speak to someone, not for 

safety, that Luke visited Jezmy. As far as safety went, it was like 
tying oneself to a gasometer in an air raid. The rioters had been 
shouting “ To the gallows with the pashas,” and Jezmy was the 
richest and most hated pasha on this side of the river. Pupils 
who visited Luke in his house always pointed to this high palace 
with loathing, speaking of Jezmy in the language Tacitus reserved 
for Nero. “ When he lies in bed, he flashes moving pictures of 
naked women on his ceiling.” There was a tinge of envy in their 
scorn, Jezmy had lasted a long time. His picture had been in the 
illustrated weeklies ever since Luke had been in the country. His 
wealth was enormous. It was strange how bored he always looked, 
and how he had never bothered to control his figure. With so 
much money, and such mistresses, and such a prediliction for the 
gymnastics of love, he never kept himself in trim. He looked 
constipated. If his end was now near, Luke wanted to see him 
before it came. He had the feeling, not particularly creditable, 
that in the future, when all this would be over, and a new, duller 
regime in power, he would like to say, “ Yes, I knew Jezmy Pasha 
quite well; was with him, in fact, the night of the riots. He was 
scared stiff. I saw his collection of photographs; the rioters 
burnt them a few hours later.”

As he crossed the boulevard, locking the flimsy garden gate, the 
only abnormal thing was the quietness. The city was in riot, and 
the street was silent. The cows which were driven each evening 
down the street, mooing and disgruntled, their hungry calves 
following, were absent. The little shops set up in empty garages, 
the places for ironing clothes, were all shut. A leaf fluttering from 
a eucalyptus branch fell like a mackerel spinner to the earth.

A negro servant was waiting to unlock Jezmy’s gate, and as Luke 
went in he quickly double-locked it behind. This gate was 
constructed of wrought iron, with a dolphin pattern; the lock 
moved with the oiled silence of strength.

Jezmy sat in the hall on a little sofa, telephoning. The hall was 
pillared, like a Roman villa in a film about Pompeii. He broke 
off his conversation curtly, and smiled nervously at Luke.

“ Coffee ? You will drink coffee ?” Servants were squatting 
on their hams round the walls, between the pillars. One of them, 
a very old man, smoked a hubblebubble, the others clutched their
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cigarettes between thumb and finger. There was an atmosphere 
of tension. Only the youngest, a swart youth, had eyes flickering 
with excitement.

“ Excuse me for receiving you like this. I went to bed after 
lunch. I undressed. I was assured that order would be restored, 
shortly. Tear gas, they said, lots of tear gas will dispel the crowds. 
And I  needed sleep. Last night I did not sleep for one wink. You 
see, from the beginning, I was not deceived, I knew it would be 
serious.” Under his pyjamas he wore silk underwear, and on his 
undervest Luke saw a large J.P. blazoned over his heart, in scarlet 
Latin lettering. The demonstrators had carried banners in Arabic, 
many of them scrawled in red ink to simulate blood. A few of 
them had surged down this boulevard that morning.

The telephone buzzed again, and his hand picked up the receiver 
as though it had been waiting for it. “ This is Jezmy speaking, 
yes, himself. You fo o l! If the bridge is taken, how can I come 
across ?” Audible, there was from the telephone metallic laughter, 
noise, there were drunk people at the other end. “ No, leave Fuad, 
I’ve disowned him, he’s no son of mine. But the army ? Does 
that mean that the army will obey ?” He carefully lowered his 
wrist, and still touching the telephone said to Luke : "  They now 
talk about martial law. This morning it was tear gas ! Anything 
to console them, while over there, near your Embassy, they have 
poker and girls. We have the night.” The way he said night 
made it sound like a beast, lurking to pounce.

He fidgeted. He and the Englishman had nothing to say to 
each other. Jezmy knew Luke was not the kind of Englishman 
for whom the Embassy would bother to send troops ; nor would 
he know anything of value, probably.

“ Have you listened in to London ?”
“ Anastasia’s radio only gets the local station.”
“ I did. There was nothing, only yesterday’s “ A deputation 

of students was fired on outside the Royal Palace. Our corres
pondent reports the situation as grave, but still under control. In 
Peru a minor earthquake has caused some loss of life.’ ”  Then 
Jezmy asked, “  Do you play poker ?”

“ Badly, but I  have no money with me.”
Jezmy looked sad. “ There’s no point playing it without.”
“ I think I had better get back. My landlady relies on m e. . . ’’ 
“ To guard her house ? What good would you be ? If  they 

want to break it open, they’ll break it open. I f  they don’t, they
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won’t. She has nothing of value, I  imagine ? But I’ll send one 
of my servants, and you can stay here.” He called one of the 
smokers from his place by the wall, and gave him Luke’s key.

Yusif, ruh ila bayt Madame Anastasia wa naam hinak li subuh." 
Again there was nothing to do, but sit in the large house and wait.
" Perhaps, before it is dark, we had better make a tour of 
inspection. Would you like to come 7”

Jezmy led Luke into the garden, through the servants’ quarters 
smelling of ghee, and followed by three of the men they passed the 
ornamental lawns, the unfunctioning fountains and the garden 
hammocks in orange and black. They walked the length of the 
high outer wall and once Jezmy made the youngest servant scale 
it to see if the glass, and barbed wire on the top were intact. When 
they came to the garage, he satisfied himself that the Packard and 
Daimler were all right, but the Cadillac convertible outside disturbed 
him. By the sombre brickwork, in the dusk, it looked like a 
flaunting parrot. • “ Ahmed, put up the hood,” he said in Arabic. 
They then made a reverse procession back to the house, through 
the downstairs apartments, the French room, the American bar, 
and up on to the bedroom floor which stank with bath salts, and 
higher than this on to the flat roof.. There were the faded markings 
of a badminton court. “ The shuttlecocks used to blow off when 
the wind blew, so Fuad, who was my son — now he is with them — 
moved the game into the cellar. He never plays any more. 
He’s getting fat and intellectual. It was all fuss for nothing.” 
Night had now come, and anyone standing on Anastasia’s little 
roof opposite would have been invisible. There were still desultory 
shots and among the orange and violet to the far east a searchlight 
moved, backwards and forwards like a metronome. The searchlight 
excited Jezmy. He clutched Luke’s arm. “ Do you see it, the 
searchlight ? Who has searchlights, except the army ? Perhaps 
they are still active, perhaps they are going to march. Perhaps.” 
There was a louder bang than the shots from a fringe of palm 
trees, and they descended quickly into the house.

Returned to the atrium, the servants back in their places by the 
wall, Luke could see that Jezmy was bored with him. They were 
on their third whisky. Every moment or so, forcing himself, he 
would smile at the Englishman, then let his features return to gloom. 
He fidgeted nervously with his hands, caressing the telephone wire. 
“ I must play poker,” he said at last, “ if I am not to go mad.” 
“ Perhaps if I arrange a party at the Club we can still get there 7
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We have three cars, and I have some guns. It is only three streets 
away. The people I shall invite are all on this side. I don’t like 
them, except to play with. Why should I have them here and be 
put to all the trouble and expense ?”

The telephone was still working. But from the first person he 
invited Jezmy learned that the Club had been occupied by the 
rioters since four. He listened in anguish, sweating as he replaced 
the receiver. “ H. says they have taken the goalposts from the 
Officers’ Club next door to ours and made a gallows on our lawn. 
They have smashed all the furniture and drunk all the drinks.” 

The night outside was now dark, and inside the electric light was 
working at low power. Jezmy sat idle for a few minutes, then the 
energy which at some time in his life he must have used in the 
accumulation of capital urged his fingers on the telephone. He 
spoke persuasively, charmingly. In an hour his poker school had 
arrived, and Luke was on a sofa, out of the circle, watching. He 
had seen most of their faces in the same illustrated magazines, or 
thought he' had. They seemed to have a family resemblance, as 
though they were all brothers who hated each other : a kind of 
corporate personality. They all wore signet rings, they all spoke 
English, their flesh was covered with expensive cloth and their 
faces were a cigarette-ash grey. The manicured hands of each of 
them clutched greedily at the crumpled notes and the sprawling 
coins. The only one at all different was the effeminate Turk. He 
wore an overcoat with a thick fur collar, and Luke had seen him 
several times at the National Hotel with a favourite poodle, its 
varnished toenails on the bar, its tongue as pink as the lips of the 
Sudani barman. He was slight-boned, and it was not difficult to 
believe, even in this city where many people lied, that he was an 
aristocrat, and that if he returned to Turkey he would be put to 
death. When he won a  hand, he touched the money as though with 
disdain, and the growing pile in front of him seemed to have an 
odour which made his lip curl, his nose wrinkle.

They played in the French room, a ground floor museum of 
furniture made in the country, rococo with the relief painted on so 
skilfully that the eye could not detect the deception, though the 
portrait of Jezmy’s Lebanese wife as Josephine was flagrantly false. 
Better was the portrait of his mistress as Marie-Louise, with breasts 
sumptuous in thinnest linge. Jezmy did not light the candles, but 
the old servant trailed a modern lamp on a long flex from the 
adjoining American bar. The table was lit up in earnest, and the
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servants that remained squatted on their hams in the shades, waiting 
for one of the players to signal for whisky or cigarettes. On his 
sofa Luke was comfortable, his face in shadow, his eyes able to 
observe all that happened among the friends.

“ What stakes 7”
“ A pound entry 7” said one of the similar ones.
“ But no limit, surely 7” said the Turk. “ To-morrow, who 

knows ?”
The telephone rang.
Jezmy came back white. “ The army in the north has telegraphed, 

it will not support the government. Now what can save us 7”
“ No limits, in that case, to the stakes 7” The Turk spoke 

very quietly and intensely, like someone using his tongue for a 
deduction.

“ Better some limits,” said the Pasha, whose father had been a 
Khanchi, the owner of a row of minuscule shops ; the family 
wealth had not mushroomed in a n igh t; it had grown through 
decades of sitting at the entrance to the khan, of pennies counted 
and carefully storied ; its base was careful avarice, not quick, 
brilliant speculation. So much Luke had learned from Anastasia. 
Even in the Palestine arms scandal, he had made millions of pennies 
on cartridges, rather than thousands of pounds on mortars or 
armoured cars.

“ Is it lucky to set limits 7”
“ Of course, it is as my guests wish.” Jezmy drew for his first 

hand three kings and an ace. He felt encouraged. “ Without 
life, what is money 7”

“ And life is fragile.”
As he pulled in his small winnings (only the Turk and another 

had come in), “ But is it so fragile ? Or do we panic too rapidly ? 
We’ve had troubles like this before. I remember in the riots against 
the British the whole skyline was in flames. To-night it looks 
almost quiet.” Beyond the niched curtains the oriental city indeed 
looked quiet. But not quiet enough for the Pasha’s tremor of 
optimism to last long. Added to the firing (now much more 
sporadic) was a steady bang, bang, bang, bang, a wooden sound.

“ That noise 7”
The newly dealt cards fluttered on to the green.
“ Barricades.”
Each picked up his hand.
“ Is that the noise of bricks 7” asked the Turk. “ No, no,.
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wood, my dear. Stake. It is a gallows. I’ll take two cards 
myself.”

The Pasha began to lose badly, and to cover his confusion, 
clapped for a servant. Soon an immense tray covered with opened 
tins of American food, bottles of whisky, and plates of lettuce 
and broad beans was brought in. “ If my wife was here, she would 
scold me for this bad refreshment. She knows how to make all 
the Beiruti dishes.” But the grey men and the Turk ate the food, 
politely handing everything first to Luke. In them, this kind of 
conventional generosity was a reflex action.

While they were eating, they lost clear account of how the play 
had been continuing. They were surprised when Jezmy said : 
“ I’ve lost all the money I  had in the house, one hundred and 
twenty pounds. To-day I could not reach the bank. If you will 
accept a cheque ?”

“ What use a cheque if . . .  the w o r s t . . ” The Turk finished 
the sentence with his fingertips.

“ But we must go on playing.” He had to win back. He did 
win back enough to have one hundred pounds on the table to play 
with. His confidence returned, he laughed and joked, while his 
sharp eyes stuck to the cards and to the players.

“ That banging has stopped,” said a lawyer.
“ They are fetching ropes, that makes no noise.”
Jezmy winced at what the Turk said, and stood out that hand. 

He telephoned to his friend at the Palace, the distant voice seemed 
to be reassuring him. Then the line went dead in his hand, and 
he held the receiver with the hopelessness of a monkey with a long 
dead baby. The Turk laughed. “ You said you had been through 
worse than this. But then it was the British, you only had to stay 
indoors. And during the Palestine War, it was the Jews. But 
now it is you. It is like one of those shooting galleries in Luna 
Park ; you can shoot at Hitler or Stalin or a rabbit or Mae West. 
But the people must shoot at something ; they are poor, and they 
feel restless. But now the target is you.” Luke was paralysed by 
the Turk’s cruel words, the icy friendliness behind his smile. He 
said what Luke felt, but what he could never have said, and Luke 
wondered whether this was charity on his part, or fear.

“ Why me ? It is as much you. We are all in danger, not only 
me.”

The Turk shrugged, looked at his cards, smiled. “  They are 
realistic, the people with the silent ropes. Blue blood, even very
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blue, is not what they are after. I’m a poor man. You’ve 
seen my car ? It is English, and four years old. I have only one
servant, and she has only to be looked a t ___  But you, prime
minister twice, minister of social affairs how many times ? They 
know you. To them, you are one of the ‘ pack of cards ’. Your 
brother, they say, was acquitted of murder when he was in the 
police, and lived with the man’s wife afterwards, then discarded 
her. They say you sent rotten arms to the soldiers in Palestine.” 

“ That is a filthy lie.” He really looked indignant. Perspiration 
round his little eyes, his mouth doubtfully firm.

“ No doubt, dear Jezmy, I ’m not your critic. With them, though, 
what matters is what they believe, not what is true.”

Jezmy sat back, his cards limp. Furrows ran south both east 
and west of his mouth, deep anguished lines too deep for any 
massage to erase. His nearly bald head was shining, and his 
small hands made damp his cards.

“ My money came to me from my father.”
“ The palm tree comes from the date, but it needs soil, chemicals, 

enough sunshine. You found your nutriment in the people, that’s 
what they say ; your sunshine in the royal favour.” The banging 
had started up again, and the Turk gestured to the window. “  I 
am neutral. I t is immaterial to me whether you tread on them 
or not. I don’t  care for them, particularly. Their looks are not 
the kind I  like, they’re far too solid. I  have enough money for 
my needs, and a Greek passport. I can get out.”

“ And I ?”
“ If you can survive the next w eek___ ”
“ Survive ?”
“ I mean, survive. These things do bum  out, eventually.”
Like a dog with meat under his paws, and aggressors approaching, 

Jezmy looked round the shadows of the salon, a t his possessions 
then down at the folds of his suit. In the East, even in winter, 
decomposition is quick. Luke imagined him thinking of this, 
and wondered if he was right, if  those were indeed the Pasha’s 
thoughts : the large riddled body stuffed into the earth, the lips 
dry for ever, the hands still.

“ Stake, Jezmy Pasha.”
Jezmy pushed one hundred pounds into the pool. “ My rest.” 
“ As you will, your rest,”  and the Turk balanced it.
Jezmy’s two aces were beaten by a pair o f deuces and a  pair of 

knaves. “ Now I  must stop. Open the radio.” He sat back,
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his eyes half closed, as one of his friends twiddled the knobs. The 
local station gave out a monotonous sibilant buzz. Athens was 
playing dance music, and from Istanbul someone was lecturing 
on the Hittites. A phrase in English mentioned a princess and a 
school for the blind. Europe seemed very remote, the terrace 
at Villefranche, the white rocks and the bourgainvillas, the blond 
faces and the polite policemen.

"A ll right, that useless radiogram, I’ll bet that.” It looked 
like a rather swollen cabinet for Madame Dubarry’s underwear.

“ Against one hundred pounds ?”
“ Isn’t it worth it ?”
“ In hard cash, perhaps.”
The sofas and the chairs, as well as the chandeliers had all been 

lost to the Turk, and the other players had withdrawn sadly with 
whiskies into the shadows, when Luke fell asleep, no longer able 
to prop open his eyelids on the flutter of cards.' When he awoke 
a pale light was in the room, and standing beside where he lay 
was a  young Arab. It would have been difficult to conjecture 
that he was the son of Jezmy, just as Jezmy himself, twenty-five 
years earlier, would have given no hint of what he would turn into. 
Fuad was about twenty-five, fairly tall, but plump ; the sleeve of 
his jacket was tom and his hair was matted. He saw Luke’s 
surprise. “ No, I’ve not killed him. I’ve not killed anyone. 
They’re all asleep, except the rich one.” Luke stood up.

“ Your father, you mean, he is still worrying ?”
“ No, the Turk, who owns everything now. He is on the roof, 

you’ld hear him walking back and forwards, only he always walks 
so quietly, like a cat.” Luke understood none of this ; he had 
slept soundly ; he only saw the tired exhausted grimace on the 
young man’s face, yawned, and invited him to sit on the sofa.

“ You are English ?”
“ And you are Jezmy’s son, the communist ?”
He laughed. “ The ex-communist, the ex-everything.”
“ You have met your father ?”
Fuad stared in front of him, towards the portrait of. his mother 

in oils. He was large and stalwart, the product of good food, and 
his exhaustion and distress were superficial., His hands hung heavy 
between his thick thighs. “ I was in the city all yesterday, and all 
to-day. I mean, the day before yesterday and yesterday, as it’s 
now dawn. I thought, this is it. All I had ever hated here, from 
that,” (and he pointed to his father’s mistress), “ to that,” and
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he pointed to the large disguised radiogram, "  seemed about, to 
crumble. 1 joined with all my heart in the shouts. I ran with the 
students towards the police blocks. All the nights I had spent with 
prostitutes, all the cheap phrases I had learnt from the rich, all the 
money I  had never earned, seemed to melt away under the fear of 
their sharp little guns. I was not happy, but I  was content. You 
know the difference 7 Then the first rush stopped. We were on. 
top, the police stopped firing, it was our city. I heard them cry 
out for my father’s blood, amongst many others. I sensed some 
justice in this, as a kind of theorem. With half of me, though, I. 
suddenly loved him, remembering things about him you would 
never guess. He sent me to Europe, for that I  would not save him. 
But when I was a child he used to read to me in bed, when I was 
frightened, not my mother. She was always with one of my uncles,, 
as they call them here. Then the turning point.” As the rococo 
room flooded with the pale illumination of dawn Fuad recreated, 
the past, his eyes open but unseeing. He had no need of Luke, 
except as a listener ; someone who had been to the same university,, 
or a similar, one.. “ I  was with a group near the old Souq ; you 
know that tangle of. narrow lanes, full of drug shops, Turkish baths' 
and little shops. The police had by this time retired to their, 
barracks, refusing to fire. About twenty students were rioting 
quite innocently in the middle of the Toad, shouting and waving. 
Then a man. began firing at them from the roof of a small shop., 
He was perhaps mad. He hit five of them. The rioting became, 
vicious suddenly, they all, wanted to get hold of him, here at. last 
was someone for whom not to feel pity. And I think they had all. 
been wanting that.. They easily got hold.of him, and pulled him 
down into the street, gripping him, frog-marching him, quite tame 
between them. He had huge beautiful eyes and a stupid sensual: 
mouth and he kept mumbling, slogans about being loyal to the, 
King. No one slapped him, they just held him upright while they, 
thought, and.while I recognised him. He was at school with me,, 
before I  went, to Europe. He was neither rich nor poor. I cannot 
remember if he was good at games. The. next thing, a little man, 
opened the boot o f a large car, still parked there. Its owner must 
have been buying something in the Souq when the riots started,, 
flour perhaps, or cinnamon. It was just an ordinary car, and the 
little man opened up the back in an ordinary way, rather, slowly,, 
as it was not his; He and his helpers, still very slowly, it all seemed, 
terribly slow,, took; out a large jerrycan they found, the kind that
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people take when they cross the desert, that holds four gallons. 
Very slowly they poured all of this over the policeman, just like a 
shower. I  noticed how yellow it was. He recoiled from the cool
ness of it, as schoolboys do, as he had done, probably, after 
basketball. Then somebody lit a match."

Suddenly Fuad was weeping, hopelessly, his head on his hands, 
weeping as though he were a child and no one would ever comfort 
him. Luke tentatively put an arm over his broad back, and then 
withdrew it, as it gave no pause to the terrible tears. He stood by 
the window looking at the mother of pearl sky, the city suddenly 
created in the glow of dawn, flat and splendid to the east. When 
Fuad stopped weeping, he said, “ And so I  came back, to find my 
father before he was killed too. Perhaps he won’t  be killed. I 
hope not. This may fizzle out as other riots have fizzled out. But 
he has lost everything to the Turk, I am no longer the son of a rich 
man.”

“ Everything in the house ? You mean he gambled everything 
away ?”

“ To the last penny, not only in the house. To his last hairbrush, 
to his Cadillac. He never had such luck before. He couldn’t 
even cheat.” And the young man laughed between his tears.

Luke, who had slept, was astonished. “ He must be broken, 
utterly.” He expected dram a; this would surely be where the 
Pasha would fire a shot, or swallow a capsule. Jezmy without 
money would be like a tortoise dragged out of its shell.

“ I’ve not seen him properly, he must be outside. He had a 
bath when it was all over. He asked the Turk’s permission.”

They passed the servants, sleeping all over the floor, and the 
guests, sprawled on sofas in the American bar, and walked on to 
the sun porch. The flowers in the garden were all over, except for 
the chrysanthemums. But it was the first faint hour o f the day, 
and the yellow brick wall that guarded the house, and the palms 
beyond it, and the vast sky were transformed with a beauty that 
the chill in the air accentuated. Jezmy was sitting on the veranda 
of the Turk’s house. Scented, in a  new set of pyjamas, he was 
quite awake, watching the small events of early day : a  pair of 
birds among the sharp leaves of the eucalyptus, an ant bearing a 
ponderous burden across cement. And then a hammering began 
again, from quite near. A tremendous hammering that told of 
clamoured wood and rough arms beating it, then several thuds. 
Jezmy said nothing to his son, and neither of them spoke to Luke, :
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but all three were there, waiting on the veranda in the growing 
sun. Then suddenly the Turk was behind them, silent as a cat.

His nose over his astrakhan collar was candle-skinned.
“ Even me, I am frightened. This is serious. I have seen from 

the roof what they are doing. This calm will not last. They know 
their plans, and that if they fail to-day, some officer somewhere 
will get the army to obey him. We should make plans.”

But Jezmy said, “ I  am enjoying the sun. It is wonderful just 
at this time. Does not one of our traditions say that this first hour 
of day is stolen from Paradise ?” He was still unwieldy, his face 
was hardly less grey than in the dusk, but the lines had miraculously 
lightened, and the ends of his mouth no longer drooped.

“ But any moment they’ll be here, they’re coming. Is there 
no back way ?”

“ I should have built a tunnel. It was the only convenience I 
forgot, Fuad,” and the Pasha laughed at the thin Turk, muffled in 
his fur. It was a laugh without vain glory, and also without 
doubt. “  As for them, I await their coming with composure. 
For have I not lost everything ? Fuad, sit down and enjoy the 
sun, and you too, Six. In an hour it will be far too hot."

Fuad obediently squatted by his father’s chair, and among the 
eucalyptus leaves the two birds continued to  chase each other, 
fluttering and brown, and from over the wall the hammering 
went on.
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LETTERS
THE ULSTER POLICE STATE

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

I am most disappointed that Mr. Douglas did not utilise his 
space in your December issue to answer my comments on his 
previous letter. May I now challenge him to forsake the refuge 
of pseudo-patriotic verbiage and answer — clearly and concisely — 
a few simple questions 1

Firstly, it is not for me to decide whether a flag is being flown 
as “ an act of courtesy ” or for “ provocation I ask Mr. Douglas 
to tell us how a policeman or magistrate can possibly answer such 
a question. Will he not agree that the Flags and Emblems (Display) 
Act was deliberately designed to penalise any display of the 
Tricolour and to allow any display of the Union Flag, even in 
strong Nationalist areas ?

Secondly, I flatly contradicted Mr. Douglas’s claim that “ the 
Government of Northern Ireland make no distinction between 
persons of different religion Is Mr. Douglas’s claim correct — 
or is mine ?

Thirdly, I thank Mr. Douglas for his admission that the Eire 
Government passed the 1925 act because they “ would lose more 
than they had hoped to gain ” . (I used almost identical words in 
my comments). But will Mr. Douglas please comment on my 
contention (supported by my quotation from Lord Clentoran) 
that no Irishman originally desired partition ?

Fourthly, his condemnation of the use of force again re-echoes 
my own words. Will he now comment on my suggestion that 
“ the answer is not emergency regulations, but a removal of the 
grievance of partition ” ?

Fifthly, will Mr. Douglas kindly explain to us his extraordinary 
statement: “ Northern Ireland people are Ulstermen, and they are 
resolved to remain British ” ? Are not the most northerly in
habitants of Ireland in Eire and not in the Six Counties ? Does not 
the historic province of Ulster consist of nine counties, o f which 
only six have been separated from Eire, for reasons so admirably 
expressed by Lord Carson in words which Mr. Douglas decided 
to ignore ? Will Mr. Douglas now reply to the question with which 
I concluded my comments : “ Why not take a plebiscite on 
partition of the people of all Ireland — or at least of all Ulster ?” ?

I have addressed five questions to Mr. Douglas. I again challenge 
him to give us five clear and concise answers.

Yours, etc.,
London S.W.l. G eoffrey Vernon .
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RERUM NOV ARUM  
AND THE SYNDICALIST STATE

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

With reference to the encyclical Rerum Novarum Pope Leo XIII’s 
statement concerning the “ enormous fortunes of some ” and the 
“ utter poverty of the masses ” is applicable “ to the present age

If the range of the discussion can be made to include the largest 
capitalist nation in the world, a nation with almost four times 
Britain’s population, I should like to inject a few statistics.

In 1952 the American Board of Labor Statistics established as a 
minimum budget for urban workers, $4,160. U.S. News and World 
Report in August 1952 reported that the average income per worker’s 
family unit was $3,500. This insures the worker and his immediate 
dependents of a standard of living $666 a year below the minimum 
established by government survey.

In 1952 thirty-one per cent of the nation had absolutely no liquid 
assets (Federal Reserve Board statistics). Only three per cent of 
all families in the United States had more than $10,000 in liquid 
savings while ten per cent of the population held a total of forty 
per cent of all savings. Dun's Review (Feb. 1953) reported, in 
1952, that, “ bankers are sometimes concerned that the bulk of 
the liquid assets appeared to be distributed largely among the 
upper-income groups, while the bulk of the credit was used by the 
lower income groups . . .

The consequences of such a pattern of distribution are obvious. 
At the present time the average worker is endebted for ten per 
cent of his income after taxes before he even opens his pay 
envelope ! Two-and-a-half billion dollars a month are advanced 
as consumer’s credit in order that the worker can maintain a 
minimum standard of living, while two billion dollars a month 
are advanced as mortgages. To-day, as a consequence, the upper 
ten per cent of the population possesses sixty per cent or more of 
the liquid capital of the nation.

The conditions prevailing in American agriculture are more de-> 
plorable. Since 1947 the farmer’s real purchasing power has declined 
some thirty per cent. In 1950 over one million farm families had 
consumer incomes of less than $500 a year. In 1954, in spite of 
the terrific expansion undergone during the boom of 1951-53, 
over one million farm families still earn less than $800 a year !

I cannot speak with any certain knowledge as to the functioning 
of the British system of income taxes and surtaxes but I can with 
some small measure of authority point out some of the. features of 
the American practices (through which, Mr. Burns, economic 
adviser to Mr. Eisenhower, said that America had effected a “ social 
revolution ” in the re-distribution of incomes).
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The workers pay as they earn. And the total tax burden on the 
worker’s dollar is thirty per cent. There is no measure or means 
by which he can avoid these payments. But when we consider the 
upper income groups the pictures completely alter. The National 
Bureau of Economic Research, in its Studies in Income and Wealth, 
reported, as we might expect, that only five per cent of civilian wages 
and salaries are not reported for tax assessment (the worker must 
“ pay-as-he-goes ”). But in reviewing “ entrepreneurial income ” 
they find that thirty per cent is unreported, while in considering 
interest (hardly a source of worker’s income) sixty-three per cent 
goes unreported.

An elaborate system of dodges has been worked out (“ avoid
ance ” it is termed — this is “ legal ” — “ evasion ” is illegal — a 
very fine distinction worked out by batteries of corporation lawyers). 
Business executives need not report as income “ medical expenses, 
insurance premiums, vacation costs, club membership, auto expenses, 
meals, hotel accommodations, expenses for the home or the country 
estate ”. These can all be charged to business profits and deducted 
from the company’s income as “ business expenses ” when reporting 
for tax purposes. This type of windfall is both “ proper ” and 
highly recommended to all the “ poverty stricken rich ” .

Mr. Charles E. Wilson, now Secretary of Defense in the 
Republican cabinet of Mr. Eisenhower, received in 1951, as president 
of General Motors, a paltry $201,200 in salary, meagerly supple
mented by an emaciated $365,000 in a bonus payable in five 
instalments, to which a shabby $17,056 as a company payment 
into his pension fund must be added, rendering a pittance of 
$583,256, of which he dutifully reported only the straight salary 
(thirty-five per cent of the total). This was both “ legal ” and 
“ proper ” under the lax stipulations of the “ new ” and 
“ revolutionary ” income tax arrangements.

Concerning simple, not relative poverty, I have neither the space 
nor inclination to recite the failures of American capitalism in 
providing for the basic needs of its people even during the period 
of its greatest achievements. But indicative is the fact that twenty- 
eight per cent of all non-farm dwelling units are substandard, that 
is they are dilapidated or without running water, or both. Of 
these, six-and-a-half million were urban dwellings. Of New York 
City, showpiece of American prosperity, Nathan Straus reported 
(1952): “ In New York C ity. . .  there are more than fifty thousand 
occupied old law tenements. They are buildings of a type which 
it has been illegal to erect since 1900 .... These slums are called 
home by about 1,470,000 people, or about one-sixth of the city’s 
population. Of course, they are foci for crime, juvenile delinquency, 
and disease.”

As for the other remaining capitalist nations much the same can 
be said. Relative and simple poverty abound in Germany and 
Italy. In the latter the juxtaposition of the poverty of the mass and 
the wealth of the few stimulates the rancour and bitterness upon



LETTERS

which communism feeds..
If Britain does not fit into these patterns she is both fortunate and 

quite alone.
Yours, etc.,

New Y ork, Anthony James.
U.S.A..

GAMBLING AND THE STATE
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

I have long understood your journal to be a champion of the 
small business man against both large combines and state nationalisa
tion. Now in your November issue I find in Sir Oswald Mosley’s 
article “ Markets, Exchanges & Taxation " a proposal to nationalise 
gambling, saying that “ the state rather than private concerns has 
the right to profit by it ” and that it is about the only thing that 
should be nationalised.

The small bookmaker is giving a useful service to the public, 
admittedly in a luxury trade, but there are many forms of what 
Sir Oswald calls “ unnecessary spending ”, smoking, films, theatres, 
etc. In fact almost everything outside the actual consumption of 
food, clothing and housing may be referred to as such. Still I hear 
no proposals to take over other small businesses.

By all means let the state run a national lottery on the lines of the 
Irish Sweep three or four times a year. I consider it an ideal means 
of raising revenue. But leave the everyday business of betting in the 
hands of the private bookmakers, who both on and off the course 
can give that personal service that a soulless machine such as the 
Tote or any similar state organisation can never provide.

The nation is heartily sick of all this nationalisation, which always 
proves so costly to the taxpayer, and I can well imagine what a large 
number of new bureaucrats would be thrust upon us in a “ Ministry 
of Gaming ” . A concensus of opinion of those who indulge regu
larly or otherwise in a “ flutter ” either on horses, dogs or football 
would undoubtedly find the great majority against such a scheme.

A national lottery, yes, by all means, but apart from bringing the 
law regarding gaming and lotteries up to date, let us leave the actual 
operations in private hands.

Yours, etc.,
K. Baker.

6 Tucker Street,
Wells,
Somerset.
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