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ANALYSIS
HIS JOURNAL has been, and remains, the consistent
friend of America ; although we stand for the complete
union, and the entire independence of Europe which, we believe,
can then be the greatest power on earth. We are friends of
America because she helped Europe in our hour of desperate need ;
the ingratitude which forgets this is morally contemptible. We are,
also, not anti-American, because to throw away the friendship
of America in a world of uncertainty and menace is a political
folly. Our European way of life, our internal policies, our deep
attitude to human existence will almost certainly continue to be
greatly different from the life and culture of America. That does
not matter. What does matter is a close identity of interest in
resistance to the external menace of communism, and the total
absence of necessity for any clash of interest between Europe and
America in any sane arrangement of the world.
It is from this base that we reconnoitre the American position
in Formosa, where, we believe, a rather startling lesson for the
future of our mutual safety may be observed. We will begin by
admitting that we have been wrong in this matter, without pleading
too strenuously Bernard Shaw’s old excuse in a moment of mis
calculation, that it was impossible to foresee the other people
would make such mistakes. It seemed very unlikely that anything
very serious could happen in the fight between the whale and the
elephant. Chinese land forces were ninety miles from Formosa,
and the intervening seas were guarded by the American Seventh
Fleet. It did not appear probable that the whale and the elephant
could do each other much harm ; it seemed at the worst, that the
whole affair would peter out with a few abusive words, and a
desultory exchange of shots, in some minor amphibian exercise.
This view rested, of course, on the major assumption that neither
side would use the H-bomb. There seemed no conceivable reason
why the American fleet and air arm should need such weapons to
stop a fleet of Chinese junks, taking a Red army across ninety
3
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miles of open sea under the protection of the Chinese Air Force,
even if that air force was reinforced, as it was in Korea, by some
Russian fighters and bombers. It also seemed very unlikely that
the Russians would risk a premature deployment of nuclear weapons
in a sphere where no final military decision could be reached, just
to embarrass the American fleet, if the result was to involve them
selves, as well as China, in a first-rate war with America. On all
rational calculations, these things would not take place, and
stalemate would, therefore, soon arise between Chinese land forces
and American sea power. But we are living in a world which does
not rest on any rational calculations.
It seems that despite the long and tough stand the Americans
have made against Chinese communism in this region, the build
up of their air power was not sufficient to cover their fleet effectively
in an action to prevent the Chinese landing on Formosa (it is idle
even to discuss the position of the off-shore islands where a large
proportion of Chang Kai Shek’s forces was still permitted to be
engaged). This situation seemed incredible, but it soon appeared
to be the fact.
The Americans eventually came to the conclusion that they could
not hold Formosa without using the atom bomb. Still later in
the day came the next question, what happened then ? Could
the Russians permit their Chinese ally to be blasted into ignominious
defeat, without giving them aid to answer atom bomb with atom
bomb, or even with H-bomb ? Would not the abandonment of
China by Russia in these circumstances crack the whole basis of
world communism ? Could the Soviets permit this, whatever the
risk of intervention ? The questions then came crowding thick
and fast. In that event, was not the plump, crowded island of
Formosa an even more exposed target to nuclear weapons than the
Chinese mainland positions ? If this was nuclear war, were not
the dispositions all wrong ? For it is surely clear to any amateur
that serious preparation for nuclear war, in these regions, would
entail not a large concentration of troops and material in a very
vulnerable island, but dispersion of a very powerful air force over
many islands suitably equipped with many deep shelters, etc.
We know nothing of the detailed arrangements of America in this
region, but the main outline has long been plain to all the world.
It seems that from start to finish the Americans got it all wrong.
They should either have had such a build-up of air and sea power,
before they took a tough line, that they could defend Formosa
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without the atom bomb, or they should have organised from the
outset on the basis of nuclear war. In all future planning, at any
rate, the .possibility of the matter so ending should never be
excluded.
Can it happen in Europe ?
So, in practice, an affair which began with a bluff looks like
ending with a flap. It is bluff if you challenge nuclear war without
preparing for i t ; it is flap if you begin to ask yourself at the
eleventh hour, what happens to the Seventh Fleet if the big bombs
go off ? Some practical benefit, at least, may be won from this
experience if that hasty question is now followed by the serious
question, what use are such fleets in the new conditions at all ?
The only encouragement in this picture of dangerous muddle
is that both sides began to shrink back when the shadow of the
nuclear weapons fell, and both then became ready for negotiation.
Sweet reasonableness suddenly succeeded stony intransigence.
The view was strongly supported, in actual practice, that neither
side will dare to use the H-bomb when both sides have it.
The Adlai Stevensons of the world will always at that moment
make the most persuasive speeches against decisive action. When
the old style soldier has got us into that position, the new style
politician will produce the soundest of reasons for precipitately
retreating from it.
But at that point we come to the crux of the matter. What
happens if the defence of Europe is muddled in similar fashion ?
For some time past we have been able to rely on the one-sided
possession of the H-bomb, and, according to the published views
of western governments, will be able to rely on it for another three
to four years. But it is now becoming plain to all that, when the
Russians also have sufficient H-bombs, we shall not dare to use them;
if it was not obvious before, this very elementary experience at
Formosa should make it crystal clear. Supposing that we have
not built up any effective European defence against Russian
armies, when we reach the point that neither side dare use the
H-bomb, supposing the muddle continues ? We have a very good
chance in these three or four years of grace to build up a modern(
force, supplied with aircraft carrying atom bombs for tactical use,
with atomic artillery and guided rockets carrying atomic warheads,
a force that can bring any mass of Russian armies to a halt. But
5
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supposing we continue to hesitate in divided opinion, wondering
whether the H-bomb is not enough after all, discussing what the
new weapons should be, arguing about whom we dare trust to use
them, what will be the end of it all ? This little experience is not
very encouraging, but it should be very stimulating. Will the day
come when Russian armies begin to march in Europe with a solemn
warning from the Soviet leaders that they have no intention of
using the H-bomb, but that, if we use it, they would have to use
it in reprisal against our cities ? Supposing that we then have no
effective means to stop the Russian army marching, except the
H-bomb ; will Europe be abandoned ? If some old style soldier
makes the muddle, will some new style politician make a most
persuasive speech against risking H-bomb war by defending Europe?
More unlikely muddles than that have occurred, and more unlikely
events have happened. We should be grateful for these warning
shadows, if our eyes are still capable of vision. Europe awake,
it is, at least, time that we lost our illusions. It is time, also, that
we regain the mind to affirm, and the will to implement, the simple
fact that nearly three hundred million Europeans, and their
outstanding science, are capable, in union, of resisting enslavement
by one hundred and fifty million Russians, who are, themselves,
largely slaves. Let us be grateful for all the help we can get, but
put our trust in no one but ourselves.
Thoughts on Mr. Butler, Mr. Gaitskell, and the coming crisis

Mr. Gaitskell is an able man who at the Exchequer enjoyed the
benefit of advice from Treasury officials, and now works with the
aid of the large and long-established research department of the
Labour Party. In the Budget debate he made a very lucid speech,
adducing facts and figures from which we shall draw precisely the
opposite conclusions to those he drew. Early in his speech he
euphemistically observed : “ We would all agree that the Govern
ment is not completely in control of all the circumstances, and that
external factors can make things more difficult or more easy
Later in his speech he laid down as Labour’s only positive remedy
that “ the expansion of exports under the Labour Government
was part of our deliberate policy ” and complained that “ in the
last three years virtually no part of our expanding production has
gone to exports, whereas, under the Labour Government, the
larger part of our much more expanding production did go to
6
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export
In other words Mr. Gaitskell deplored that in the last
few years the people of Britain had been permitted to consume a
larger proportion of what they produced, with the result that war
and post-war austerity has been in some measure relieved, and they
have had some sense of well-being and prosperity, however
temporary and artificial. He made this point clear by saying :
“ We had to pursue a policy of austerity and restriction in order
to build up our export trade”. He said this was necessary in
order “ to repair the ravages of war ”, but the facts and figures,
which he cited, showed quite clearly that continuing austerity at
home was, in his opinion, the only method of maintaining sufficient
volume of exports to live at all under the international trading
system to which he adhered as strongly as Mr. Butler ; was it not
Mr. Attlee who coined the phrase “ export or die ” ? His facts
and figures were certainly disturbing to all who believe that we can
only live by international trade, as the Conservative election mani
festo again stressed so strongly. Mr. Gaitskell stated that in the
last three years our export trade had “ an increase in volume of
3 per cent, an average rise of 1 per cent per annum ”. He then
quoted figures from the survey of Europe, published by the economic
commission in Europe, to show that “ between 1950 and 1954.
exports from Italy rose by 16 per cent, from France by 20 per cent,
from Belgium by 40 per cent, from Holland by 50 per cent, and
from West Germany by 109 per cent, as against a rise in British
exports of 4 per cent ”.
The continuance of this situation would clearly have a disastrous
effect on our balance of payments. Both he and Mr. Butler agreed
that “ what we needed was an average annual export surplus of
£300,000,000 to £350,000,000 such was the requisite of Britain
under the system to which they both adhere. What they were gett
ing was a surplus of £130.000,000 in 1952, £115,000,000 in 1953,
and £110,000,000 in 1954; while in the current year we averaged
a trade deficit of £77,000,000 in the first three months, rising to a
trade gap of £92,000,000 in March.* Mr. Gaitskell concluded that
if things “ continued at anything like this rate, we are heading in
1955 for a defiicit in our balance of payments of at least
* The fact that the figures of trade balance and reserves improved in April was
employed by the Conservatives for electoral purposes. When seriousness re
turns, it will be observed that the improvement was due to temporary factors
which are unlikely long to continue. What matters are the long term export
figures quoted above.
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£100.000,000 or £150,000,000”. This would indeed provide a
Striking contrast to the surplus of £300,000,000 to £350,000,000
which both he and Mr. Butler believe to be necessary for the
maintenance of the British economy in a healthy and secure position
under the present system.
Tweedledum’s Slimming Diet, and Tweedledee’s Strait-Jacket
In the light of these figures, to which no effective reply has been
given, it is not difficult to understand why the financial and con
servative press gave no details of Mr. Gaitskell’s speech, or why
Sir Anthony Eden hurried to the country a year to eighteen months
before he need. The period when the fairies worked for conserva
tism is coming to an end ; Mr. Gaitskell produced figures to describe
the luck which is now vanishing : “ in 1954 we were still able to
buy the same as in 1951 for £500,000,000. less, and we know, of
course, that the fall in the price of imports is the sole explanation
of the improvement in the balance of trade since 1951. (Let us
recall at this point Mr. Gaitskell’s leit motiv—“ a government is
not completely in control of all the circumstances. . . external
economic factors can make them difficult or easy ”—for, as we shall
see, he will be just as dependent on the luck of foreign supplies
and foreign markets as Mr. Butler). To these calculations Mr.
Gaitskell added the final stroke of fortune for our balance of
payments : “ official expenditure and other expenditure here by
America and Canada rose last year to the high level of £100,000,000.
The significance of this, of course, is that 'it is something on which
we cannot, and should not, continue to rely.”
In short, as we have so often argued, Great Britain has long been
living on exceptional luck which is very unlikely to continue.
Instead of our import prices falling and our export prices rising!
our export prices are now being held down by increasing competition
and our import prices are rising in the world boom. If the opposite
occurred, as we pointed out in our April issue, and the bottom fell
out of commodity prices in world depression, the hardest hit
country would be Great Britain, because our main market is the
primary producing Empire countries. If anything happens but a
continuing miracle, Britain will at last face the true facts of her
economic position, under an obsolete system, within the next few
years. The fate of Mr. Butler is easy to read in the figures supplied
by Mr. Gaitskell. What of Mr. Gaitskell’s own fate if he ever
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again had the misfortune to be responsible, as a Labour Chancellor
of the Exchequer ? Let him again speak for himself: referring
to the deterioration in the balance of payments position he said:
“ Why has this happened ? The Chancellor of the Exchequer,
quite rightly and fairly, pointed to the change in the terms of trade.
I am not going to blame the Government for that, because I have
always said that there are a lot of things which we cannot control.”
In these words are the knell of Labour and its international socialism.
What he cannot control is the price of our necessary imports of
foodstuffs and raw materials from foreign sources of supply, and
the level of prices in foreign markets within which our exports
will have to compete successfully if we are to get the means to buy
the supplies we lack. In the end the debate between Butler and
Gaitskell—whether it is best to control imports and stimulate ex
ports by monetary measures or physical controls—matters not a
jot. Tweedledum believes in a slimming diet and Tweedledee
believes in wearing a strait jacket; but it all adds up to the same
thing when they both find themselves in a deep sea, and neither
can swim. A situation at any time may arise in which we cannot
sell sufficient exports on foreign markets to buy the essential imports
we lack; whether we are deflated, or in a rigid system of controls,
will make no difference if our prices cannot touch foreign prices
on those markets. We are living on the knife edge of a transient
luck. When our great competitors return in more normal con
ditions, we shall be up against the dumped surplus of powers with
great home markets like America, who can afford to throw away a
small proportion of their total production at any price ; we shall
be up against German technique, and German workers inured to the
hardships we forced upon them when we deprived them of living
room and their self-contained system, which would have taken them
far away from our world markets; we shall be up against the low
paid workers of Japan, and the still lower paid workers of Nehru’s
India, who have been supplied by western finance with the simplified
machinery of modern rationalised production. In short, we shall
be up against a competition we cannot meet, while we enjoy our
present standard of life. And in this situation it does not matter a
rap whether industry is privately owned or nationalised, whether
imports are checked by physical controls or monetary measures,
whether industry is encouraged to export by Butler or lashed to
export by Gaitskell’s starvation of the home market; we shall
continue to be up against the basic fact that our export prices in
9

The EUROPEAN
world markets cannot touch the export prices of our competitors.
At present the ship is heeling over dangerously under the gentle
breeze of prosperity. What can either Butler or Gaitskell do to
meet the storm winds of world depression ?
The Fatality and the Answer
We are at the mercy of external forces under the international
trading system to which both international capitalism and inter
national socialism belong. We are more at the mercy of these
forces than any other country, because our original industrial
monopoly so distorted our economy that a higher proportion of our
total production than that of any country goes in export trade.
There is only one way out : Europe a Nation and European
Socialism. The supplies of all Europe, white Africa, and most
of South America will be at our disposal. The purchasing power
of nearly three hundred million Europeans will be our market,
which will be continually increased by the progressive social
organisation of European Socialism as science increases the power
to produce. The people of Europe, within that deliberately main
tained equilibrium, will consume what the people of Europe produce
in independence of world chaos. Others will follow the example
of our success, and the world will ultimately be divided into natural
economic areas, containing their own sources of supply and their
own markets, within which the diverse peoples can develop their
own ways of life without any necessity to disturb their neighbours.
A dream, we shall be told, although no one can produce any serious
argument against it except the perversity of man. Well, at present
we have a nightmare. It is better to turn a dream into a fact.
Strikes, their origin and core
A wave of strikes begins to rock the nation. Even in the present
artificial and temporary prosperity they are serious; in a return
to normality at the end of the armament boom they can be
disastrous. The basic cause is the sentiment of the workers that
the productive power of modern industry can give them a higher
standard of life. Every legitimate grievance is, of course, exploited
for other ends by the Communist Party, which is very strong in
some unions. Yet the present urge of the workers to a higher
standard of life rests on the new facts that science has introduced
to industry, and it can be realised without disaster in a sane
10
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order of society. But these conditions do not now exist for reasons
we have just discussed. It will be desperately difficult to maintain
wages, let alone raise them, when normal conditions of international
competition return to the world markets on which the present
system makes us dependent. ■
Grave social consequences of present disorder are now threaten
ing. In these conditions weak governments merely yield to the
strongest pressure. The greater force is, of course, the body of
unskilled workers; they find it easier to extort wage increases from
weak government than the smaller body of the skilled. As a
result, the differential payment between skilled and unskilled
tends more and more to disappear and, in the end, that is industrial
death. We need not only a change of system, we need some strength
in government. Order must be restored to State and industry.
The trade unions are falling into chaos ; bitter quarrels between
the skilled and unskilled, and between different categories of
workers, rage in their ranks. Just as they are nominated by Sir
Winston Churchill as a new “ estate of the realm,” they lose their
old realm of the united workers, and may soon lose their present
estate of full employment, as international competition develops.
In particular, the trade unions are conspicuously failing to preserve
the reward of the skilled, without which the workers will soon be
deprived of the incentive to produce as surely as taxation has already
deprived many employers of incentive. This cannot la s t; this
brings industrial chaos. Strong government must restore order
to industry. The reward of the skilled must be preserved, whether
workers or industrial leaders. The system must be changed to
give industrialist and worker alike the full benefit of modern
science, if they organise the greater production which is now possible.
The Communist Party which exploits genuine grievances for alien
ends must be rooted out. Impossible, we are told, the days of
strong government are over. We answer, strength will return
when strength is clearly needed. In the meantime, we must create,
and perfect in laborious study, the new ideas which will inspire
men with a new faith, requisite to meet the coming storm, and
great enough for the great age that will follow.
European Socialism and Strikes

The advantages of European Socialism in preventing strikes were
recently summarised as follows :
1. Worker-ownership of developed industries will prevent strikes,
11
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2.
3.
4.

because workers will not strike against their own profits, their
own wages and their own jobs.
An assured market of 300,000.000 Europeans will pay higher
wages, because undercutting competition will be excluded.
Proper rewards for skill will be secured, if necessary, by law.
Communism, which exploits genuine grievances of the workers
for alien ends, will be eliminated.

The Case of Hess and the Spandau Prisoners
It was reported that Hess had tried to commit suicide by swallow
ing week-killer in Spandau prison. After the application of stomach
pumps he was restored to a life worse than death in this monument
of vengeance, which will contribute to the division of Europe so long
as it exists. Now that the rulers of the West are hurrying towards
another series of banquets with the Soviet rulers—who are univer
sally known to have committed, in the almost daily routine of their
peace-time departments, worse crimes than it was even suggested
the Nazi leaders committed in the heat of war — cannot the long,
slow torture of the men in Spandau for the last ten years now be
brought to an end ? It is bad enough to arrange by retrospective
law the assassination of your political opponents, with the cynical
aid of your criminal allies, at the height of war passion. It is
worse to subject the survivors to protracted torture, as a gloating
spectacle of oriental invention for all that is lowest in Western
civilisation. The politicians responsible for these things will not
escape the condemnation of history, but, even at this late hour,
they might mitigate its contempt. Let the men of Spandau go
free at last, while our rulers journey again to Moscow, the new
Canossa. There will be fewer ghosts to haunt the comradely
toasts around the “ throne of skulls ”, After this passage of time,
and some success, however transient, the champions of liberty
should have acquired sufficient self-confidence to feel at ease, even
when their gaols contain no political opponents, at any rate in
Europe, for it would be tactless to count the number in their con
centration camps, elsewhere in the Empire, in case it began to rival,
in time of peace, the number of German subjects so interned at the
height at war.
EUROPEAN.
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CAPITALISM AND THE LAW
OF MARKETS
by JAMES GREGOR
“. . . it is the aim of good government to stimulate
production, of bad government to encourage consumption
. . . it is production which opens a demand for products.”
Jean-Baptiste Say
“ We come back to the question of markets as the central
problem of the industrial revolution. It is necessary for
government by deliberate policy to equate production and
consumption. . . .”
Oswald Mosley
CCASIONALLY, in the course of a society’s development, a
thesis appears, so attuned to the world in which it is projected
that it is accepted without reserve and with such conviction that to
question it, or its derivatives, is to court scorn, if not hurt and
violence. Many such theories have appeared in the history of our
own society, none of which was accepted with such finality as the
theorie des debouchees, the “ theory of vents,” the Law of Markets,
by Jean-Baptiste Say. Never before nor since, in the history of
economics, has one principle been accepted with such unanimity as
this “ law ” of markets. Within itself it drew all the vague impulses,
blind furies, and immature foibles of a youthful industrial capital
ism, and gave them nurture, stature and place.
Jean-Baptiste Say, in his time,i was the “ Prince of Economists ”—
he had simplified the obscure currents and countercurrents to be
found in the prodigious work of Adam Smith and rendered them
1 1767-1832.
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comprehensible, given them political meaning, and had framed
thoughts and suggestions in precise and fluent language. And of all
the grand and simple principles which he enunciated, his law of
markets was the grandest and the simplest. It was framed in rigid
academic logic that lent itself to the construction of an imposing
superstructure of corollaries and asides that gave it an irresistible
appeal for the professorial mind—its detachment, its remoteness
from the ordinary conclusions likely to be entertained by the lay
mind, gave it an intellectual prestige, and the fact that it justified all
the ungoverned striving of industrial adolescence gave it a func
tioning and practical role in the society of its day.
The discovery of this “ law,” which its author compared, with
characteristic modesty, to the discovery of the principles of thermo
dynamics, of the lever and of the inclined plane, can actually be
attributed to James Mill2 who laid down the broad principle that
there existed a “ metaphysical equilibrium of sellers and buyers.”
On the face of it, this appears to be a quaint notion, to say the
least. But Say elevated it to the status of an economic principle,
giving it the syllogistic continuity that was to achieve for it the
universal acceptance of an economic system. The mysticism of this
notion he steeled and obscured by an elaborate logical framework.
As a truly great artist is capable of capturing, with a few deft
strokes, pathos, form or passion, so Say cast into the ready mould of
words this grand and compelling principle with an undeniable grace
and absolute cogency. The principle was simply that supply, through
its process of production, distributes sufficient purchasing power to
assure itself a market, that there can never be a dearth of demand, of
markets, because production itself generates sufficient expenditure
to clear the market of all commodities.3 The source of demand is
the flow of income which is generated by the very process of produc
tion itself.. Expansion of production adds to the circular flow of
income as well as to output, and thereby establishes a state of
equilibrium. The new’ productive process, paying income to its
constituent factors, distributes demand as it adds to supply,4
Say declared that “ a product is no sooner created, than it, from

2 vide Malthus, Principles o f Political Economy (2nd Ed.), pp. 316-7n ; Marx,
Theories o f Surplus Value (International), p. 369.
3 cf, Robinson, An Essay on Marxian Economics, p.43; Klein, The Keynesian
Revolution, pp. 44 ff.
4 Keynes, The General Theory o f Employment, Interest and M oney, p. 26 ;
Hansen, A Guide to Keynes, p. 3.
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that instant, affords a market for other products to the full extent of
its own value,”5 and that consequently “ production opens a demand
for products.”6
In this form the “ law ” was accepted by Ricardo, and became a
tenet of classical political economy.
Such notions are so remote from the conclusions of uninitiates
that they did, as we suggested, add prestige to those who professed
to understand them ; but they do little to make themselves compre
hensible to the modern reader.
The principle that supply creates its own demand can be rendered
more expensively : men enter into production to satisfy their various
wants. Thus for every article produced so much demand is generated,
since each article is intended to be exchanged for its equivalent.
As Ricardo put i t : “productions are... bought by productions___”7
The producer will thus exchange his commodities against goods
that will serve him as immediate consumer goods, or productive
goods that will be employed in the further process of manufacture.
He will spend his income, derived from the sale of his produce, on his
mediate or immediate needs. If he “ saves ” a portion he merely
employs an agent to conduct his purchases, since bank credit, based
on the extent of his deposits, is invested in the purchases of articles
of production. In the final analysis, therefore, the more a man
produces the more he will seek to purchase. Difficulties will arise
within an economy only if he does not find an equivalent for which
he can exchange his ware. The defect is therefore “ underproduc
tion,” since someone has not produced a value equivalent for some
corresponding article produced within the system.8
While such a “ partial glut ” of one or more given commodities is
theoretically possible within equilibrium economics, general over
production is absolutely impossible,9 since if the whole system were
overproducing there would be an accelerated exchange of equivalents
which would establish equilibrium on the level of greater prosperity.

5 Say, A Treatise on Political Economy (5th Am. Ed.), p. 78..
6 Ibid., p, 77.
7 Ricardo, Principles o f Political Economy and Taxation (Gonner Ed.), p. 275.
8 “ It seldom occurs to most of us that this lack of buyers instead of being
caused by overproduction, is often the result of underproduction . . . We must
remember that . . . goods are bought with goods, hence a lack of purchasing
power indicates a lack of goods.” Thompson, Our Deluded Overproduc'^-isls,
p. 7 ; Malthus, op. c it.,p . 315.
9 Senior, An Outline o f the Science o f Political Economy, p. 29.
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Furthermore, overproduction in specifics cannot persist, since the
entrepreneur, finding a dearth of demand for his product, will simply
invest his capital, in the subsequent productive period, in the produc
tion of those very commodities which had been underproduced since
there is a greater demand for them, and a correspondingly greater
profit in their manufacture. Thus the fluctuations within the system
always gravitate toward absolute equilibrium.10
The necessary consequence of this acceptance of the theoretical
impossibility of overproduction is the faith that there is no limit to
the capital that can be profitably invested in the productive pro
cesses,11 since every increase in productivity precipitates an increase
in purchasing power, an increase in demand. Since there is no limit
to the effective application of capital there can be no limit to the
utilization of labour, other than the limits of the available labour
supply ; thus the system not only gravitates toward an equilibrium of
supply and demand but also to full employment.
The impulse to accumulate, to pile capital upon capital, to expand
production, to increase profits, to open new markets, found its
justification in this law of markets. All the greedy machinations,
unsavoury misdealings and brutal exploitation of labour were
sanctified by this “ law ” which maintained explicitly and implicitly
that every accretion of profit, of capital, was in the interest of
the commonweal. It is small wonder that it became invested with
the stature of a religious dogma.
It is impossible to exaggerate the importance of this “ law ” in all
the subsequent gyrations of apologist economics12—it provided
the fuel that propelled orthodox economy out of the confines of the
real world.
While the world was labouring under the regular, cyclical shocks
of industrial crisis and depression, professorial economy prated
about the universal harmony in the best of all possible economies.
While capitalism drove itself with a fury into all the remote reaches
of the globe, orthodox economists expanded upon the necessary
sufficiency of markets. Out of the irregular, isolated, unpredicted
disturbances of commercial capitalism arose the more regular,
periodic fluctuations that characterize industrial and monopoly
capitalism.
10 Ricardo, op. ell., p. 275.
11 Ibid., p. 273.
>2 cf. Sweeny, “ Keynes, the Economist,” The New Economics, p. 105.
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These cycles, which were regular, deep, and protracted in Britain,
with its industrial precocity, soon spread to the other nations of the
West as they achieved productive maturity.15 The cycles lost their
national features and projected an international cast upon the face of
depression and crisis.14 Since the beginning of the twentieth century
cycles have run their course, phase by phase, almost simultaneously
in the matured capitalist nations,15 bringing with them want and
idleness. In capitalist countries ten to twelve per cent of the labour
force found itself in involuntary idleness after each crisis following
1860, until the breakdown in the twenties when the unemployed
numbered eighteen per cent, to rise to twenty-three per cent upon the
total collapse of the early thirties.
In the face of these obvious contradictions to their dictum the
orthodox said that the trouble lay in the fact that workers were not
sufficiently astute to accept cuts in wages in order to restore profit
and equilibrium to the system,16 or that industrial oscillations were
caused by the inevitable activity of the celestial bodies,17 or that
entrepreneurs did not act at all rationally, as they should.1*
But for all their conjuring and sleight-of-hand, the professorial
economists have sacrificed breadth of vision for the crabbed perspec
tive of the law of Jean-Baptiste Say,19 and are thus incapable of
making a realistic prognosis of the ailments of our time.20 The
uncritical acceptance of Say’s “ law ” asserted the theoretical
impossibility of the type of economic catastrophe through which
the capitalist world passes with alarming periodicity.21
A time has finally arrived when this, the most cherished of the
dogmas of capitalist orthodoxy, stands in such glaring contradiction

13 H obson, The Evolution o f Modern Capitalism, pp. 281 f.
14 Estey, Business Cycles, p. 96.
15 cf. Lavington, The Trade C yc le : An Account o f the Causes Producing
Rhythmical Changes in the Activity o f Business, pp. 13 ff.
16 “In the long run every branch o f industry would prosper better, i f . . .labour
. . . were more quick to consent to some relaxation o f a high standard o f money
wages . . . ” Marshall, Principles o f Economics, p. 710.
17 “ Jevons . . . (suggested) that sun-spots cause bad harvests and in turn
economic depressions.” Hutchison, A Review o f Economic Doctrines, 1870-1929,
p. 39.
18 “ When markets are rapidly expanding and prices rising. . . rationally based
confidence gives way to optimisms—judgments are infected by . . . error . . . and
bring the period o f prosperity to an end.” Lavington, op. cit., p. 37.
19cf. Kuznets, “ Equilibrium Economics and the Business Cycle Theory,”
The Quarterly Journal o f Economics, vol. XLIV, May 1930, p. 382.
20 Metzler, “ Keynes and the Theory o f Business Cycles,” New Economics,
p. 445.
21 Sweezy, “ Keynes the Economist,” Ibid., p. 106.
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to the real world that it must be abandoned—or a fairy wonderland
must be envisaged, apart from the world of men and things, in which
“ pure ” theory operates aloof from baser considerations. And even
that final subterfuge has been mustered to do service beneath the
flag of reaction and sterility.22
Economic constructs, however, which assign a central role to the
concept of equilibrium cannot, without doing violence to their most
essential component prejudices, treat of the actual, recurrent, free
industrial cycle arising from the nature of industrial activity itself.
Unless theorists can ascribe oscillations to some “ forced ” factor
outside the economic system, they must deny one, some, or all the
basic postulates of equilibrium economics. And so for over a century
cycles were conceived as “ forced random fluctuations,” which could
be ascribed to wars, crop failures, “ subjective factors ” and specu
lation manias. But there was, and is, little to recommend the random
logic of the epigonies of Ricardian economics. The truth of the matter
is that “ instead of a ‘ normal ’ State of business interrupted by
occasional crises, men look for . . . a crisis . . . followed by a depres
sion, the depression by a revival, the revival by prosperity and a new
crisis.”23 Half of man’s time is spent in fretful, harried urgency,
piling goods upon goods, capital upon capital while the remainder is
spent languishing amid his machines, in want of food and clothing
because his warehouses are full.24
Actually the unorthodox and intellectually independent have long
attacked this law of markets which supported the merry-go-round
of abstract theory. Sismondi, Malthus, Rodbertus, Marx, Aftalion,
Clark and Douglas, to mention some of the most notable among the
economists, levelled their guns upon it.
In our own time Keynes, the most illustrious son of neo-classicism,
and his entire school have abandoned Say and his law. The General
Theory o f Employment, Interest and Money was written, expressly,
as an attack on this one law.25 Once free of the mesmeric influence
of this “ law ”, the vision of that which did not exist faded, the econo
mists realized that they had been dealing with imaginary quantities,
and there was weeping as for a very dear, but equally very departed,
helpmate.
22 “ The judgments o f pure theory relate to the essence . . . o f social economy
. . . not to . . . reality . . Carrel, Sozialokonomische Theorie m d Kunjunkturproblem, p. 113.
23 Mitchell, Business Cycles and Unemployment, pp. 5 f.
24 vide Ibid., p. 408.
25 Haberler, “ The General Theory,” The New'Economics, p . 173.
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Today, our time awaits a theory of disequilibrium, an economy of
disjuncture, based upon flux and dynamism. Its outlines are already
apparent. It has made its appearance in all the revolutionary creeds
of our time, and yet it goes beyond them—in it speak the denial and
privation of nations, wars of conquest and redivision; it is an econo
my of dearth, want, underconsumption; an economy of market
deficiency.
The classicists had succeeded in denying, to their own discredit
and everyone else’s amusement, the very spirit and form of capitalism.
Capitalism’s animating ardour is its search for profit.26 This is more
the recognition of a fact than an indictment. The form of capitalism
is one in which the means of production are the private property of
a given propertied class, while labour power is the possession of a
free class of working men who sell their labour to their employers
in exchange for compensation with which to satisfy their immediate
needs.27*
Production, under these relationships, is conducted in the antici
pation of profit.26 Here is the first and major objection to the law of
markets. The entrepreneur does not engage in production to satisfy
his wants but to accrue profit. The Ricardians summoned up a
vision in which the capitalist conducted his business in order to
facilitate the free exchange of goods, deriving from the process only
his immediate needs. But this is the sanguinary vision of a pre
capitalist economy, a simple exchange or barter economy in which
goods are produced essentially for use and only secondarily for
exchange—and the exchange is for equivalent use values.2930 What
is exchanged, under these conditions, is the artisan’s surplus and it is
not of strategic importance whether an exchange is effected or not.
In capitalist production the transformation of commodities into
money sufficient to cover the total costs of production is the sine qua
non of the entire process.2® If the entrepreneur fears that his profits
may not be forthcoming he may simply hoard his money and not
reinvest. For money has interceded in the circle of exchange. Under
24 “ . . . private profit is the sole motive which determines the owner o f any
capital to employ i t . . . ” Smith, The Wealth o f Nations, (Modem Library Ed.),
p. 355 ;
. the entrepreneur strives to attain. . . maximum absolute. . . profit.
Wicksell, Lectures on Political Economy, vol. 1, p. 244.
27 cf. Labriola, Manuale di Economla Politico, p. 93.
26 Ibid., p. 94 ; Marx, Capital (First Indian Ed.), vol. iii, p. 203.
29 v. Hansen, op. cit., p. 17 “. . . the law was cast in terms o f a society that has
largely passed away . . . ”
30 Marx, Theories o f Surplus Value, p. 383 ; Malthus, op. clt,, p. 324n.
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a system of barter every sale must, indeed, be a purchase and every
purchase a sale since commodities are exchanged and each person
acts the role of both seller and buyer. But under capitalist production
every sale need not be a subsequent purchase.31 There is nothing that
can lure money into production if the investment climate is not
propitious. And it is upon this objection that Keynes’ criticism
turns.32
While it may be true that production provides purchasing power,
purchasing power will equal output only if a given rate of investment
is maintained to achieve sufficient aggregate demand (consumers’
demand plus producers’ demand for industrial equipment).33 This
is so because, as we have seen, even in Say’s model system, invest
ment in producers’ goods is a critical part of total consumption.
When insufficient funds are invested there is -a type of
under-consumption of producers’ goods cumulatively influencing
the entire economy and establishing equilibrium at stagnation levels,
until sufficient inducements to invest can lure money hoards and
entice bank deposits into investment outlays.34
There are a number of elements within the normal- order of the
capitalist process that can undermine confidence and precipitate a
declining propensity to invest. The dispensation to invest may be
undermined as a consequence of the working out of the credit
system which evolved as a necessary adjunct of industrial capitalism.
The Ricardians were generally indifferent to the credit mechanism,
until its influence became so manifest that it drew passing reference
from Marshall.33
Under capitalist production, innovation, technological change,
capital intensification (the amount of capital per worker), generally
bring attendant cost reduction and widen the margin between costs
and profits. The innovating industry has a relative advantage and
expects an increase of net gain for as long as it retains the advantage.
This precipitates other competitors to embark upon similar ventures,

31 Marx, Capital, vol. i, p. 127.
32 “ The theory can be summed up by saying t h a t. . . the level o f output and
employment as a whole depends on the amount o f investment,” Keynes, “ The
General Theory,” The New Economics, p. 191 ; Dillard, The Economics o f John
Maynard Keynes, pp, 48 ff.
33 Keynes, General Theory o f Unemployment, Interest and M oney, p. 29.
34 “ The essential assumption o f the underconsumption theory is, therefore,
that funds not spent on consumers’ goods will not be invested.” Neisser,
“ General Overproduction,” Readings in Business Cycle Theory, p. 395.
33 Marshall, op. cit., p. 709.
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and a cluster of innovations arise around a fixed point of time.36
This capital intensification must, generally, be supported by the
extension of credit. Credit is injected into the system during the
period of gestation, before the new productivity has reached the
markets, causing prices to increase, since demand is immediately
greater than supply, in turn precipitating higher immediate profit
margins and a correspondingly greater anticipation of gain and fur
ther credit demands. This continues until the sum of new produc
tivity begins to reach the markets, but by this time a price dislocation
has distorted the exchange relationships, and goods which have been
produced in expectation of a given rate of profit (since production
has incurred interest debts and paid wages at inflated rates because
of “ boom ” conditions), find insufficient demand at price levels
necessary for the realisation of the anticipated rate of profits and
must, therefore, seek lower levels, or suffer inventory stagnation.
Even if a net profit is wrested from the market after debts are paid at
inflated rates an understandable hesitancy develops—the tendency is
to retrench rather than continue an expansion which has proven
reckless. The repayment of bank credit depletes the volume of
currency,37bringing on “ autodeflation,” a declining price standard,38
a tightening of credit, distress selling to meet obligations which have
become more onerous because of the decline in circulating funds and
the consequent rise in the value of the dollar indebtedness, a diminu
tion of employment, a further contraction of effective demand and
recession falling into a depression. At the peak, when the first
symptoms of impending slackening of pace appear, there is a
tendency to hoard, to liquidate, to stand and wait as it were.
The socialists, in their turn, have favoured a more pertinent, a less
monetary interpretation of underconsumption. The most familiar
rendering has among its adepts such thinkers as Rodbertus, Marx and
Luxemburg. The root cause of underconsumption is sought in
antagonistic class relationships.
In the course of technological change, capital intensification, the
entrepreneur must necessarily devote more capital for investment
purposes while continuing to return the same, or less, income to his

36 Schumpeter, “ Analysis o f Economic Change,” Readings in Business Cycle
Theory, p. 10 ; Marx, “ Wage Labour and Capital," M arx, Engels, Selected
Works, vol. i, p. 92.
37 Fisher, Booms and Depressions, pp. 15 ff.
3> “ __ a sudden disturbance o f this debt volume is passed on to the currency
volume and consequently passed on to the general price le v e l. . . ” Ibid., p. 17.
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labourers. Then the per capita capitalisation is intensified in a given
industry, increased productivity per worker must necessarily result
(this is the purpose of technological improvement). Less workers are
capable of producing more commodities. The workers receive less of
a share of that which they produce. Increased output appears on the
market while the workers still possess the purchasing power of the
period preceding (or less with technological unemployment). While
there may be a nominal increase in real wages, under the best condi
tions, it is never proportional to the increased totals of productivity—
if it were there would be little motive in the capitalist embarking
upon increased capitalisation.
Each capitalist tries to keep costs, of which labour costs are one of
the most important, as low as possible while at the same time keeping
his profits as high as possible. The result is a contradiction. Capitalist
production reacts as though the limits of consumption were elastic,
while it creates for itself iron fetters by doling out purchasing power
to the workers in quantities as small as the organisation of labour
permits.3940 Relative costs per unit of produce may have fallen be
cause of the increased number of commodities capable of being
produced by rationalised industry, but it also necessitates an in
creased volume of sales.49 If consuming power has not been dis
tributed in sufficient quantities, profits may not be realised by the
number of sales which would have been adequate before capital
intensification. Underconsumption results, although the society may
enjoy higher living standards than it has ever, previously, enjoyed.
There is a dearth of markets, investment ceases, and the descendant
phase of the cycle commences.
The final, and perhaps the most pertinent, critique of monopoly
capitalism is that which premises the most propitious industrial
climate, free from extraneous, forced factors, independent of mone
tary considerations and postulating the most favourable class co
operation.
Given an expanding capitalist economy, in which workers enjoy

39"T he conditions o f direct exploitation and those o f the realisation o f
surplus value are not identical. They are separated logically as well as by time
and space. The first are only limited by the productive power o f society, the last
by the proportional relations o f the various lines o f production and by the con
suming power o f society . . . based on antagonistic conditions o f distribution,
which reduces the consumption o f the great mass o f the population to a variable
minimum withiD more or less narrow limits.” Marx, Capital, vol. iii, p. 191.
40 Marx, “ Wage Labour and Capital,” op. clt., p. 92.
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proportional increment with increasing productivity, we can isolate,
nonetheless, an inherent tendency to overproduce.
The entrepreneurial class, receiving increased profits in an expand
ing economy, will not increase its consumption in equal measure.
It is a recognised fact that an increase of income, in the higher
income brackets particularly, fosters a decline in the ratio of con
sumption to savings. The propensity to consume falls with income
increment.41 The consequence is increasing disposition to invest,
and investment always increasing at a rate greater than the increase
in consumption, since although labour is being remunerated at
increased rates the enterpreneurial class is consuming less and
investing more so that the ratio of consumption to productivity must
fall. Every investment means a greater and greater dependency upon
machine utilisation (particularly in an economy in which wages rates
increased proportionately with productivity increment due to strong
trade union organisation)—there is a trend toward absolute
rationalisation, the fully automatic plant.
The relationship of output to capital intensification is remarkably
stable, that is, a given percentage increase in the means of production
will be accompanied by the same percentage increase in output.42
The significance, again, of this fact is that the rate of growth of the
means of production must surpass the ability of society to consume
its produce, because of the absolute diminution of consumption by
the entrepreneurial class and its increasing capital investments.
Further investment signifies corresponding increases in consumer
commodities43 which must be disposed of in a relatively contracting
market. Under capitalist conditions, the capitalist class can, but is
not disposed to, and the labouring class would, but cannot, consume
to the necessary extent to maintain a sufficient market for total
output.44
The result can only be the appearance of idle “ excess ” capacity
which is withdrawn from the productive process,45 a decline in
investment, and stagnation at a lower equilibrium level of output
41 Keynes, The General Theory, p. 349 ; Eaton, M arx against K eynes, p. 35 n. ;
Malthus, op. cit., p. 374 f.
42 Sweeny, The Theory o f Capitalist Development, p. 182.
43 “ Investment has no purpose except to provide consumers’ goods,” H anson,
op. tit., p. 29n.
44 “ . . . master producers and capitalists, though they may have the power,
have not the will, to consum e. . . and w orkm en. . . have not the power.” Malthus,
op. tit., p. 404 ; vide H obson, o p ,p it., pp. 289 ff.
43 Ibid., p. 285.
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and employment—or supplementary demand may be created by the
extension of private credit as mortgage or instalment loans or,
finally, government expenditure through deficit spending can provide
the necessary market supplement.
In periods of primary industrialisation these underconsumptionist
tendencies can be masked for extended periods, for the defects do not
become disabling until the increased productivity of the primary
industries, which have been constructed, are incorporated into the
consumer goods industries and the increased productivity reaches the
consumer markets. Such capacity can be dormant, or gestating, for
a decade or two until its cumulative productivity bursts upon the
market.
When the capitalist productive process has become an integral
part of all the advanced nations there is a wild thrashing about for
capital investment and commodity markets in the non-capitalist
portions of the globe and primitive barter and semi-feudal economies
are drawn into the capitalist network and capitalised. Accumulated
investment capital, confined by the limited base of internal oppor
tunities, seeks undeveloped investment outlets.
In the culminating phase of such a cycle the capitalist nations must
embark upon wars of redivision in their effort to gain access to
supplementary markets and investment areas. “ Total wars ” make
their appearance, in which the entire productive potentials of com
peting nations are destroyed during war or dismantled as a condition
of peace. And while the victorious nations dismantle the defeated
foe’s industries, with one hand, they dole out their surplus consumer
commodities to him, in tremendous quantities, and with correspond
ing profit, with the other.
But with the redivision and with the schemes of “ pastoralisation ”
of entire industrial nations the contradiction of limitless productivity
and a limited market for commodities -and investment still dogs the
steps of capitalism. War and its limitless markets and investment
opportunities had absorbed the available energies of capitalism, but
war cannot be perpetual. In their effort to invest surplus capital,
with peace, the dominant capitalist states subject the minor capitalist
states and dependent areas to intensified industrialisation—there is
also the demand to rebuild the industries of the defeated nations in
the desperate effort to occupy the idle investment funds of the
dominant states, and a cycle, brisker in pace, more rapid in achieving
maturity, is entered upon. For those states which had been utilised
as forced markets for the dominant nation’s surplus now enter the
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arena as competitors. Surplus commodity production must then be
absorbed by deficit spending, the capitalist nations embark upon
elaborate government spending plans, consumer credits are extended
with prodigality, tremendous profits through government contracts
are garnered and the stock exchanges record prodigious gains, all
of which must seek investment outlets in those very backward areas
that still remain as available markets, until investments mature into
consumer goods and the hitherto dependent areas throw surplus
commodity produce upon the markets in more active competition
with the older industrial states and taxes, to support government
deficits, drain the purchasing power of the respective internal markets
of the several nations, and in the subsequent confusion the entire
elaborate machinery, weakened by the strain of excessive public and
private debt, jars to a halt. Inventories clog the distributive channels,
workers are dismissed and the task of supporting instalment pay
ment, incurred during the boom in anticipation of continued high
wages, weakens remaining purchasing power and prices fall. Over
night the entire demand represented by consumer instalment debt
vanishes. During the boom there had been a “ rotation of consumer
debt,” as one debt matured another was incurred. With the first hint
of disaster consumer instalment purchases cease in debtors’ frenzied
attempts to retain possession of the goods for which they are already
committed.46 The cumulative decline in effective demand causes
panic and the frantic recall of loans, the tightening of credit,
repossession and mortgage foreclosure.
The entire edifice crumbles as successive supports collapse under
recurrent shocks. The inherent structural weaknesses of the
machinery tear it apart, and precipitate the entire system into the
despair and disillusionment which undermines the very state
structure of capitalist Society itself.

4« vide Cox, The Economics o f Instalment Buying, p. 418.
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BELA KUN
THE 133 D A YS

F

OR ONE HUNDRED AND THIRTY-THREE DAYS, from
21st March to 1st August 1919 Bela Kun and his associates
held the Hungarian people in a state of abject terror that has rarely
been surpassed for cruelty and horror. Hungary has often suffered
at the hands of foreign invaders, but by a strange paradox her worst
suffering was at the hands of a countryman.
Aaron Cohen, alias Bela Kun, was the son of the notary o f a
village near the town of Nagyvarad. In his early youth he became
a reporter on a small newspaper in that town, but was imprisoned
for making a seditious speech. After his release he became
secretary to a working-men’s institute in Kolozsvar, in which
position he was subsequently accused of embezzling a considerable
amount of money. Dismissed from his appointment, it was only
the intercession of friends that saved him from trial and a further
period of imprisonment. Shortly afterwards the G reat War broke
out, and he joined the colours as a non-commissioned officer. He
is said to have fought well in the trenches, but was soon taken
prisoner by the Russians. Always a socialist, Bela Kun found
himself in his spiritual home in the Russia of 1917, and when he
was released by the Revolution he quickly made friends with
Kerensky and later with Lenin. The latter appointed him head
of a School of Propaganda in Moscow, and from there he directed
the process of bolshevizing the Hungarian soldiers still in Russia.
In 1918 he was sent back to Hungary to prepare for the coming
world revolution.
So
well did Bela Kun acquit himself that he soon became leader
of an early Popular Front, which rapidly attracted the morally
confused and disillusioned of the nation. One of his first crimes
was the murder of the aged Count Tisza, for the sole reason that
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he was the only statesman of sufficient stature to be capable of
guiding Hungary through the chaos that threatened her. The
successor to Count Tisza, Count Karolyi, proved totally unfit to
cope with an ever-deteriorating situation of strikes and riots, which
were being deliberately caused by returning prisoners-of-war
spreading the then unknown evangel of communism throughout
the country. Something of a mystic, and obsessed with the idea
that he was destined to be a second Moses who would lead the
masses to a New Jerusalem, he soon came under the influence of
the increasingly powerful Bela Kun. After six months of hopeless
muddle, and in the face of drastic demands made by the Allied
Powers for the surrender of Hungarian territory*, Count Karolyi
resigned on 21st March 1919 and made over the government to
Bela Kun, whose only Fatherland was the proletariat. The aftermath was catastrophe.
His first act as Head of the Government was a proclamation to
the Hungarian people to “ initiate the work of expropriating the
robber-knight system of capitalism ” . The work of initiation
quickly followed. The jails were immediately opened, and all
prisoners who had been guilty of such capitalist crimes as robbery
or theft were liberated. Courts of law were suspended and
revolutionary tribunals were set up in their place with power of
life and death, which was frequently exercised after a trial in which
the accused was allowed exactly one minute for his defence by the
judge’s watch. Private houses were declared to be the property
of the State ; no adult was allowed more than one room, and no
family more than three. Bourgeois householders had reliable
proletarians quartered on their premises. Banks were placed
under direct government control, and an embargo was laid on
safe deposits. More than a million pounds in foreign currency
was sent abroad -for the purpose of propaganda. Weapons were
seized in private houses by persons who described themselves as
authorised by the Hungarian Soviet to search for them. Some of
the searchers were children, others were criminals ; women and
children were maltreated, and not only weapons but anything else
of value was taken.
Soon a levy of hostages began, amongst whom were six former
* By the Treaty o f Trianon, Hungary was deprived of two-thirds of her
land. Rumania received more Hungarian Iancf (103,000 square kilometres)
than was left to Hungary herself (93,000 square kilometres.)
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ministers, several bishops, and many leading business men. “ There
is nothing to be obtained without blood,” exclaimed Bela Vago,
one of the judges of the Revolutionary Tribunal. “ Without blood
there is no terror, and without terror there is no dictatorship.”
Bela Kun was of the same mind ; “ We must inspire the revolution
with the blood of the bourgeois exploiters,” he cried. In May
1919 the army was “ democratised” (i.e., the officers were shot
and agents of Moscow put in their place), while the teaching of
patriotism was abolished from schools. Religion was derided and
blasphemed. Priests were murdered in the streets, and the
Host was spat upon by young communists when it was being
earned through the streets of Old Buda on the day of Corpus
Christi in 1918. The press became a purveyor of filth, the following
being a specimen of “ proletarian poetry ” :—
Europe fa t slimy
Whore with whisky eyes
The sweat of perfume factories
Christ pants between your breasts
Sailors stroke your belly
Freedom Equality Motherhood
A host o f priests spring from your thighs
And crosses blossom in the shade o f cows *
In the last few months of the regime, the technique of terror
grew worse. While Bela Kun remained in Budapest terrorizing
the unfortunate inhabitants of the capital, his principal lieutenants
were sent further afield to spread the gospel of the “ Proletarian
Revolution ”. They blazed a trail of horror wherever their journeys
took them. It was the special task of Szamuelly — self styled
Hungarian Soviet Kommissar of Agriculture — to frighten the
recalcitrant peasants into submission. He travelled in a train
painted a brilliant red, from whose windows victims were thrown
after their executioners had grown tired of torturing them.
Peasants condemned to death were compelled to dig their own
graves and then jump off a table with a noose round their necks,
often in the presence of their family. If they hesitated, Szamuelly’s
men prodded them with bayonets. A woman who refused to
reveal details of an alleged counter-revolutionary plot had her
teeth dug out with a chisel; another had a nail hammered into
* Bolshevism in Hungary, by Baron Albert Kaas and Fedor de Lazarovics.
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her skull and yet another had her tongue sewn to the end of her
nose for refusing to submit to violation. In Szolnok, Szamuelly
hung twenty-four people (including the President of the Court of
Chancery) without even the semblance of a trial, and shot dead a
schoolboy whom he overheard saying that “ these people are wild
beasts, not men
It was little wonder that Baron Kaas described
Szamuelly as “ haggard and of corpse-like pallor
Nor were
the others any better. Joseph Pogany, Kommissar of Education,
who led a notoriously profigate life, made no attempt to
carry out his responsibilities, and apart from a decree forbidding
on pain of death the use of “ reactionary bourgeois ” text books
in schools (which meant in effect that children were not allowed
the use of any educational aids whatsoever), but concentrated his
talents on other things. He is believed himself to have killed a
total of a hundred and fifty people, mostly schoolteachers, during
his “ educational ” tours of inspection.
Sigismond Kunfi was a man of different mettle ; clever, bold,
ambitious, and an inveterate turn-coat, he was first a Jew, then a
Protestant, and finally a militant atheist. Originally he called
himself a Social Democrat, but he never had any doubt about his
hatred of society. “ Your efforts on behalf of your workmen,”
he said, in an unusual outburst of sincerity to an employer o f
Budapest, “ are just what we don’t want, for they frustrate the
class war. W hat we want is a discontented mass of labourers.”
And Kunfi concentrated his attention on deliberately making the
masses discontented. Possessed of the gift of oratory, his frenzied
inflaming of the lowest passions was responsible for the sickening
massacres that took place in many of the large towns. His speeches
were as embittered as the writings of Marx.
The Chief of the Political Investigation Department was a hunch
back by the name of Otto Korvin-Klein. He was of a vindictive
nature, and his favourite pastime was to push a ruler down the
throat of his victim during an interrogation. He had himself been
a bourgeois, and in former days had owned a sawmill and timber
depot in the north of Hungary, where he exploited and half-starved
his employees. It is said that thousands lost their lives through
his merciless investigations on behalf of the Dictatorship of the
Proletariat.
But it soon became clear that a crash was coming. A Provisional
Government of true Hungarians was constituted at Szeged, and
slowly but surely the Allied Powers came to realise that it was
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Szeged, and not Budapest, that represented the will of the majority
of the Hungarian people. But how could they remove Bela Kun ?
They did not want to attack him themselves, for Bolshevism was
an infectious disease and greatly feared in all the capitals of Europe.
The issue was resolved by the Rumanian Army. Experiencing the
beginning of the same symptoms that had ravaged Hungary, Rumania
suddenly decided to march on Budapest and put an end to the
propaganda of Bela Kun once and for all.
On 31st July, Bela Kun issued a manifesto demanding the support
ot the workers of the world for Hungary; but next day there were
tears in his eyes and his words came with difficulty, when he spoke
for the last time before his flight.
“ I should have liked the
Proletariat to fight it out on the barricades and to declare that it
would sooner die than give up power. I have asked m yself:
‘ Shall we mount the barricades ourselves, with no masses at our
back ? ’ We would gladly sacrifice ourselves, but would such a
sacrifice benefit the cause of the International Proletarian
Revolution ? ” Without undue delay he decided against the
barricades, and after transferring fifty thousand pounds to Basle,
he fled with his principle lieutenants to Vienna on '1st August.*
So ended the hundred and thirty-three days of terror.
Hungary to-day — with the rest of Eastern Europe — lies at the
mercy of the Russian conqueror. What news has filtered through
leads us. to believe that the disciples of Bela Kun are still carrying
on his infamies, but this time under the protection of the Red Army.
It is quite within the bounds of probability that the last ten years
have seen the virtual extinction of a thousand years of Hungarian
culture. But one day a new political idea, a new approach to
world problems, will set the ancient lands of Europe free again,
among them the land of Stephen the Holy. Once more the region
of Sopron, where Francis Liszt was bom, will be Hungarian ;
Czenk, where the builder of modem Hungarian culture, Count
Stephen Szechenyi, lies buried, will be revered ; the ancient town
of Pressburg will echo with the traditional cry of Hungarian
fidelity Moriamur pro rege nostro 1
J. I. D. P.
* Bela Kuq*s subsequent history Is obscure. After a period of com fortable
internment in Austria, he was freed by his Social Democrat friends and
returned to his masters in Moscow. In 1936 he was sent to Barcelona,
but was a failure there, and is believed to have died in a Russian lunatic
asylum soon afterwards.
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THE DIPLOMATS AGAIN
by KENNETH FISHER
The M issin g M a c lea n s, Geoffrey Hoare, Cassell, 12s. 6d.

M

R. GEOFFREY HOARE points out that, from a journalistic
point of view, the affair of the missing diplomats has every
thing. Two officials of the British foreign service disappear,
without trace except a mysterious telegram and a couple of letters.
Then, more than two years later, the wife of one o f them also dis
appears with her children ; and all the evidence points to their
having gone to a communist, country. Here are mystery, human
interest and high politics — three sure-fire ingredients for a
successful story.
And the affair can be taken as being just that — good light
entertainment for the popular Sunday papers to dig up again
whenever they run low on call-girl scandals and dope rings. But
the disappearances are also a symptom of a very grave threat from
inside to the continued, existence of this country. For all the
evidence indicates that Maclean and Burgess were by no means
the only active crypto-communists in the Civil Service. There
must be others in even more important positions. Who, Mr.
Hoare cogently asks, was covering-up for Maclean for so many
years, securing him honour and promotion despite behaviour that
in any sane foreign service would have earned him the sack ?
The man with influence to do this is very dangerous.
Again, Mr. Hoare’s account brings out very clearly that our
secret service was completely outwitted over both defections.
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If the Soviet intelligence and counter-intelligence is so very much
better than our own, unless there is a radical change somewhere
it will be too late.
On both these questions — the infiltration of the Civil Service
and the existence in Britain of a Russian spy network that can run
rings round our M.I.5 — there should be a Royal Commission.
And if this is McCarthyism, then your reviewer is a McCarthyist.
The British public should be reminded at intervals of the case
of the missing diplomats, for the story is an almost unique oppor
tunity, in this country, of alerting to the internal communist danger
people who are not normally interested in current affairs. In this
way, properly handled, it can yet perform the same function as the
Petrov revelations in Australia and Whittaker Chambers’ pumpkin
in the United States. So we should be grateful to Mr. Hoare for
his trouble. With the help of some new and valuable information
gained from Mrs. Maclean’s mother, he tells a plausible story.
He is a personal friend of the Maclean family, and a “ progressive ”
(Liberal, presumably, since he is Paris correspondent of the News
Chronicle). But this background, somewhat unpromising for the
author of a book on the Macleans, does not interfere with his
objective presentation of the facts. Nor does it prevent him from
drawing substantially the correct political conclusions or from
asking substantially the right questions.
But it does lead to a rather odd impression of the character of
Donald Maclean. Sometimes the facts get the upper hand, and
sometimes Mr. Hoare’s liking for that unprepossessing man. Not
that Mr. Hoare sympathises with Maclean’s communism, or with
his betrayal of this country ; but he does agree .with part of the
train of thought that led him to communism.
Donald Maclean’s “ qualities of mind and character and his
outlook on life,” according to Mr. Hoare, “ fitted him to be a
militant liberal, but by the time he became politically conscious the
world had little use for liberals — and Donald, as was almost
inevitable, went much further to the left ” . This is a familiar
picture : the starry-eyed idealist who became a communist because
“ he was passionately interested in ordinary men and women and
their problems ” but grew up at a time when liberals were voices
crying in the wilderness and socialism had become too un
adventurous. And then, of course, his communistic sympathies
were strengthened by the sight of fascism riding “ rough-shod over
much of Europe ”. A picture which apologists for the Hiss32
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Maclean generation love to print. It is praiseworthy of Mr. Hoare
that he is honest enough to furnish us with the essential clues to
Maclean’s character, and they show up this picture to be just so
much nonsense.
Take his tender social conscience, for instance. We are told that
communism “ represented to Donald a means of combating life’s
inequalities . . . and to a man whose desire to help the under-dog
was real, if sporadic, that meant a lot ”. In his copy of a Soviet
Brief History o f Russia, Maclean heavily underlined a passage
saying that the intelligentsia, as well as the bourgeoisie, would in a
communist revolution have to “ give up its advantages, renounce
its privileges and join the ranks of manual labour ”. But he had
no objection to life’s inequalities in so far as they benefited himself.
He “ had a complete two-sided approach to life. It was thus
perfectly possible for him to dislike the circles in which he ordinarily
moved and at the same time continue to enjoy the material ad
vantages — which he liked, immensely — that only they could
fittingly provide. His ideas might be rough, but he appreciated
smooth living.” Mr. Hoare says that deep down in his heart,
Donald was a reformer — “ he wished to remake the world ”.
But not, it is clear, in such a way that Donald Maclean would
accompany the intelligentsia and the bourgeoisie in joining the
ranks of manual labour.
Maclean was always leaving his wife without enough money,
so that she had to go to her mother for assistance. This, Mr.
Hoare tells us, sprang from a feeling that the world owed him
something. Now in a conservatively minded person, this feeling
may be selfish and conceited but is quite reasonable. That is to
say, it may be wrong but it is not absurd to think that “ a class
of persons, of whom I am one, should be treated better than the
rest of society ”. But in an egalitarian the feeling is dangerously
unbalanced, for it takes the form that “ other men should all be
equally treated but I am different ” . In other words, “ the world
owes me something because I am myself”. This could develop
into paranoia ; but it could also, we suggest, lead to Donald
Maclean’s behaviour. Surely it was not primarily love of his
fellows that led him to work for the communists and subsequently
go to a communist country. Red agents presumably offered him
a highly paid job, and a life of extreme luxury in the service of
equality. And that satisfied all his requirements.
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He once told his sister-in-law : “ There’s nothing I like so much
as the comfortable houses of my rich friends” . And Stalin’s
successors are richer than any of those friends.
Elsewhere Mr. Hoare describes him as “ in many ways a man
of unquestioned patriotism”. And yet he confirms that the
evidence “ points in one direction, and one only : that Donald was
approached by Russian agents and did work for them, probably
long before he fled ”. Some patriot.
Then, of course, there was Maclean’s streak of drunken violence.
He broke a man’s leg in the course of one bender in Cairo. On
another occasion — the cause of his being sent home for medical
treatment (!) he and a friend broke into the flat of a woman
acquaintance of theirs. “ They helped themselves to what liquor
they could find and then proceeded to break up the furniture.
They pushed a lot of the girl’s clothes down the lavatory, smashed
a table, and knocked into a bath a heavy slab of marble fixed as
a shelf over the radiator : this broke the bath.”
A fitting companion for the drunken, vain, arrogant Burgess.
Maclean was a man of some intellect, but as far as character
went he was trash. The tragic figure in the piece is Mrs. Maclean :
a woman whose love and loyalty survived all her husband’s neglect
and harshness. She had little intellect, or anyway little intellectual
interest, but a character which bordered on greatness. Her dis
appearance into the unknown, with her three children, has a certain
grandeur about it, and Mr. Hoare brings this out with dignity and
restraint.
Mr. Hoare says one of the things which made Maclean
susceptible to the influence of communist agents in Washington
was “ the beginnings of the wide attack on human liberties which
reached their culmination in the triumph of McCarthyism ” . This
is indeed a curious remark. He mentions Maclean’s “ pitiful (sic!)
vulnerability ” to communist insinuations, and yet parrots the
fashionable attack on a man who has tried to get rid of left-wing
officials who are “ vulnerable ” in the same way. It would be an
absurd simplification to say that all McCarthy’s victims are black
guards in the style of Donald Maclean. Some may not be dangerous
at all, others may be genuine idealists. But they must not be left
in jobs where they can do damage. The case of the missing
diplomats is an illustration of how necessary Senator McCarthy
and other investigators are in the United States, and how urgent
it is that something of the sort should be instituted in this country.
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As we have seen, Mr. Hoare is disquieted at the internal com
munist menace. “ How was it ”, he asks, “ that (Maclean) returned
from Cairo, side-tracked a full medical examination and any treat
ment that was necessary from the official Foreign Office physician,
and went gaily to his own private psychiatrist, whose certificate
alone was sufficient to enable Mr. Herbert Morrison to inform the
House that he had recovered ? How did he then obtain the
appointment as head of the American Department ? . . . Who,
through all the later stages of his career, was sheltering, backing
and indeed pushing Donald Maclean ? Were the reasons merely
friendship, Foreign Office solidarity . . . or was i t . . . something
more sinister 7”
Until Britain is provided with an answer to these questions,
nobody in this country has the right to sneer at the efforts of Senator
McCarthy. And least of all Mr. Hoare.
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OTHER DAYS BEFORE
YESTERDAY
by R. REYNELL BELLAMY

E

ARLY ONE MORNING in June 1794 a vessel with dispatches
from Lord Howe entered Plymouth Sound. Her captain
proceeded ashore at once. Presently the guns o f the batteries
began to boom, the church-bells to peal and drums to beat. There
was no work that morning ; people thronged the streets jubilating,
because “ Black Dick ” had met the French fleet and on the First of
June had virtually destroyed it.
In Brest and Nantes and Rochefort there was rejoicing too ;
possibly with even greater cause, for the American convoy of one
hundred and eighty sail, carrying com and foodstuffs to the value
of five million pounds, was safe. Admiral Villaret Joyeuse had
been protecting it. The famine which had threatened revolutionary
France was averted. None rejoiced more heartily than the French
Admiral himself ; he had lost most of his fleet, but he had saved
the convoy, also his own life. Robespierre had bluntly conveyed
to him that if he failed to protect the food ships from America he
would forfeit his head.
In Plymouth, a few days later, there was gloom in one tail-fronted
house in George Street when it became known that H.M.S. Rangerr
cutter, had had the misfortune to fall in with the remnants of the
fleeing French fleet. She had been battered into submission and
her crew taken. Among her complement was young George
Bellamy, Surgeon’s Mate, the son of a naval officer, who was destined
to participate in almost every major action of those wars, to be
Surgeon to Lord Nelson, Surgeon in the Royal Yacht, Surgeon
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Extraordinary to William IV, and later three times Mayor of
Plymouth.
He was grandfather and guardian of my grandfather, the narrator
of these tales.
The men of the Ranger were brought ashore in Quimper, and in
company with many other British seamen were imprisoned in that
old town of narrow streets and lofty houses. Several buildings,
considerable distances apart, housed the prisoners, who were soon
ragged and hungry. When winter came they were cold. Inevitably
typhus broke out and soon was raging. George Bellamy, in contrast
to his fellows, found himself a busy man ; he was given parole to
move about the town in order to visit the sick in their various
barracks and hospital.
When first taken, he had a little money, so could visit the Lion
d’Or hotel, where for the cost of a cup of coffee or a cognac he
could read the Moniteur, and take back to prison such war news
as the Directory in Paris saw fit to publish.
Meanwhile, conditions in Quimper deteriorated. The prisoners
were virtually starving ; rats were highly esteemed as table fare.
In his walks through the town, Doctor Bellamy, as he was now
called, had been in the habit of calling at a stall in the market place
to supplement his less-than-meagre rations with a couple of sousworth of sausage.
Then came the day when he had not only to forego coffee and a
newspaper at the Lion d’Or, but also to by-pass the sausage stall.
On the third sausage-less morning the stallholder, a motherly
Breton woman, pursued him : guessing the reason for his absence
she bade him continue his custom, and settle the account after the
war. For three-and-a-half years he subsisted largely on that
peasant woman’s goodness.
At last he was notified that he was to be exchanged for a French
surgeon held by the British. In due course he was landed in
Cornwall from a French fisherman under a flag of truce. He still
wore his tailcoat and cocked hat, but his uniform breeches and
shoes were replaced by a pair of Breton breeches and sabots :
under his arm was his brass-bound mahogany ditty-box. The
cocked hat I still have, but the ditty-box was knocked down to a
stranger at a sale of family effects a few years ago.
Thus attired, he presented himself late at night, unheralded, at
his Plymouth home, to send an old servant screaming upstairs
that “ Master George’s ghost ” was in the hall.
37

The EUROPEAN
The sausage-woman of Quimper was not forgotten. Her former
customer was unable to take advantage of the transient Peace of
Amiens in 1802, but had to wait until the Treaty of Paris to
discharge his debt.
It was over twenty years since young George Bellmay, Surgeon’s
Mate, an almost penniless captive had been landed in Quimper ;
on his return there, by poste-chaise in 1815, he was a middle-aged
naval surgeon of substantial private means, an established position,
and sartorially most correct, who had broken his journey in Paris
to be presented and pay his respect to the not very worthy
Lousi XVIII.
He put up again at the Lion d’Or, found his benefactress, now
an old woman, to whom he had to break the sad news that her
own son had died of typhus in Dartmoor Prison.
Since his return from bondage the years had been eventful ones
for Dr. Bellamy, and for the whole of Europe and beyond. He had
inherited his father’s considerable property in Plymouth, and from
his Uncle Burrows an estate of several farms in Cornwall.
However, he remained in the naval service, and was present at
Copenhagen and the Nile. At the last-named battle he was in
H.M.S. Bellerophon, when that seventy-four gun vessel ranged
alongside Admiral Bruey’s flagship, the one-hundred and twenty
gun I'Orient. A murderous broadside duel ensued, after two hours
of which Bellerophon was completely dismasted, with four feet of
water in her hold and a fourteen-year-old midshipman, John
Hindmarsh, the only olficer left standing on deck.
L ’Orient was burning fiercely, with the flames leaping across to
the British ship. Hindmarsh cut the cable, and setting a sprit-sail,
drifted rather than sailed out of the battle. The midshipman’s
action was timely, as shortly afterwards I'Orient blew up with a
devastating roar, taking with her Captain Casabianca and his
son Giacomo, the boy who “ stood on the burning deck ”.
Also she took with her all the treasures of the Knights of Malta,
the solid silver gates of Valetta Cathedral, the life-sized silver statues
of the Twelve Apostles, seven gold lamps and a golden chain from
the Chapel of the Virgin, and three tons of gold and silver chalices
and salvers, all of which had been taken by the French after their
easy capture of Malta earlier that same year.
One winter’s afternoon sometime in the 1840’s, Plymouth’s
respected but somewhat autocratic mayor was crossing London
Bridge with two small grandchildren when he was accosted by a
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shabby old woman in mildewed black, selling stay-laces.
“ Bless my soul, if it isn’t Doctor Bellamy ! ”
“ My good woman, I do not know you.”
“ Don’t you remember the cock-pit of Billy Ruffian at the Nile
and the pair of us showered with splinters ? ”
He recognized her then as one of the Bellerophon's women, who
had helped him as he plied saw-knife and tourniquet through that
bloody night, down in the candle-lantern lit cockpit.
He did what he could for her. For obvious reasons he could not
get her admitted into Greenwich Hospital, but he had influence
enough to obtain for her a pension from the Admiralty.
He died in Plymouth in 1863, aged ninety, the last surviving
officer of Nelson’s Navy in that town.
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NEW BOOKS
The Unsuitable Englishman* Desmond Stewart, Collins, 10s. 6d.
THE UNSUITABLE ENGLISHMAN is Mr. Stewart’s second novel
about the Middle East. In countries contiguous to Media, the
American edition has already caused emotion.
Jason, a young man from an English working home, goes East on
his motorcycle to see the world and earn his keep at any manual
job within his capacities as a mechanic. It is not long after his
arrival in the capital city of Media that this new Candide, in his
innocence of Anglo-Median protocol, becomes the touchstone for
every kind of post-colonial antagonism. His offence is not that he
has chosen to go native—that, though outrageous, would imply a
moral weakness that could be patronised. Far worse than such a
defection from the norm of club and coffee-party, Jason settles down
to work in Cyropolis without even becoming aware that there is a
choice to be made. He is too naive to recognise the inherent
superiority of British mercantile society to any society that the most
advanced “ friendlies ” can ever provide or hope to evolve. And
then, Media is a sovereign state, and, in its newly acquired liberty
from British tutelage, the “ friendlies ” are not as friendly as all
that. Jason is caught up in the nationalist machine. From being a
vexatious social problem, he becomes a furious political issue.
Political intrigue yields to political action. Riots break out. The
British Embassy and the Medians spend a hotter summer than usual
on Jason’s account.
Jason’s presence is not only a problem for politicians and prestigepreservers ; for a number of people he is an emotional problem
too. To Dari, the nationalist, Jason is first a pawn in the anti
imperialist struggle, later friend, confidant and brother. To
Flodden, the diplomat, Jason is politically a menace and physically
an object of love-hate. To Sylvia Flodden, imprisoned in a false
marriage and rootless society, he is an image of virility and freedom ;
to Kareema, the Median artiste, the lover that she can really love.
There is a symmetry about these secondary characters : Dari acts
upon the systematisation of political slogans imported into the East
from the W est; Flodden upon the rationalisation of an unresolved
subconscious ; Kareema wishes to escape from bohemianism into
respectability ; Sylvia, from respectability into bohemianism. Hassan
and Jason want to be left alone to get on with living. Whatever
Hassan and Jason may wish, CyropoUs is much too small a city for
* To be published 6th June.
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them to be allowed to satisfy such simple demands on life. Hassan
may prize Jason as an occidental phoenix, but other less wellintentioned fowlers are soon out to snare this unconventional bird.
I will not disclose the catastrophe. I will not even quote from
the scene between Plodden and the whipping-boy. which, though
shocking in as much as that Flodden is the diplomatic representa
tive of our country, is by no means far-fetched in as much as that
Flodden is the product (and the product entrusted with power) of
our vicious educational system. N ot far-fetched, indeed well
within the bounds of possibility, and in the Middle East more than
elsewhere. From this episode Empire-lovers may argue that Mr.
Stewart, whose partiality for the Arab cause is known, has used
foul means to discredit the representative of Imperial power.
Norwegians used to feel that the subject-matter of Ghosts was
somehow un-Norwegian.
This book is not a political tract. It is a study of characters against
a political background. The nationalities are matched in pairs,
two sympathetic : Jason and Hassan ; two puzzled : Sylvia and
Kareema ; two desiring power : Flodden and Dari. The English
are not all bad ; the Arabs are not wholly good. This symmetry of
arrangement should exonerate Mr. Stewart from another charge,
that he peoples his novels with his own friends and enemies. So,,
the villainous Flodden is brave, single-minded and selflessly devoted
to the Imperial Ideal ; while Dari, with whose Islamic aspirations
the logic of the situation demands we sympathise, has so far com
promised with the West as to be head of a gambling concern. Ironi
cally, both Flodden and Dari have had the same Imperial education.
That Dari defeats Flodden is fortuitous. His ruse would have
foundered on Jason’s western sense of justice had Flodden not by
chance pronounced the fatal word “ bastard ”. We may sympa
thise with the aims of Dari ; we cannot admire his methods. We
may deplore the policies of Flodden, but we must approve his
candour and courage. We may wonder, as we watch the public
disgrace of Flodden, to what degree of selflessness Dari himself
could have risen in the service of his country, had he elected to serve
it.
But, if Dari's talk is what Egyptians call “ tent-talk ” , idealistic
but impractical, it is stimulating talk, and his words on the plight of
the exploited Arab lands are no less true for being stated with
emotion. His discussion with Flodden of the rival points of view is
more revealing than the accumulations of twenty tickertape machines:
what makes the Islamic world recognisable as something more than
a collection of squabbling post-mandatory states ? in what resides
the dignity of Islamic man ? or, more concretely, how are the bathers
in the Orontes different from the bathers at (i) Brighton ? and
(ii) Hove ?
“ So you’re thinking of flying to Canada, dear reader ? ” —
change your plan, clamber on to Jason’s pillion and take the desert
road for Media ; pay mysterious visits after dark, listen to Kareema’s
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recitations ; avoid the beery foreign clubs and the uncharitable
coffee parties ; if you must keep company with Europeans, let
your acquaintance be among the “ unsuitable ”, among those who
“ with philosophy of the most practical sort, knowing that nothing
is undilutedly good, awaited moments and seasons ; evenings and
dawns of a splendour which the very dust illuminated, when swirls of
red like giant ostrich feathers stood in the sky ; or when the crust of
the earth erupted into thousands of huge roses which soon scorched
but which, while they lasted gave a profusion that thrust into the
hands of paupers, students, soldiers, huge blooms that elsewhere, in
a city with flower shops, would be sold for cash ; or the nights of
summer, under feathery palms and giant stars, by the chilly Orontes.”
A l a n N ba m e .

The Mint, X. E. Lawrence, Jonathan Cape, 10s. 6d.
THE EXPERIENCES of T. E. Lawrence as an airman have a
threefold interest. They provide an earlier and stylistically superior
edition of “ what the erk saw ” or what I’homme moyen intellectuel,
having donned the collective unconscious of erkery, had to undergo.
Such an interest is lessened by what seems an unnecessary delay in
publication. In the second place these memoirs provide a good
psychological study of a sensitive individual deliberately seeking
some form of mental and physical mortification. Thirdly they are
written by and about Lawrence of Arabia.
Though this last is no doubt the reason for the extensive publicity
which the book has received, it is the aspect which rates lowest in
any just estimation of its importance. Most of the information
which the notes throw on Lawrence the man has long since been in
the hands of his biographers, and it is not therefore necessary for
this review to enter into the controversy now raging on the subject
of his “ dom ” .
As a study of the R.A.F. the Depot notes would have been more
useful had they been published in the 1920’s, or at any rate in the
years preceding 1939. The Air Ministry might have objected, but
one feels that the delay was rather occasioned by Lawrence’s own
delight in secret-making. Then there was the Baldwin administra
tion. It enjoyed telling lies about the Air Force in order to win
elections, so it is doubtful whether even a book by the Great Lawrence
himself could have stirred such a flabby organism into taking remedial
action.
It was in the years following 1940 that the public began to learn
how the influence of the depot-trained regulars had been a constant
source of national weakness—a dead hand which did not quite
succeed in suffocating the real strength of the R.A.F., the auxiliaries
or week-end pilots and the apprentices. One can assure A/C Ross’s
readers that the “ service minded ” morons have been doing their
best since 1945 to reintroduce the “ depot ” conditions of his diaries,
42

N E W BOOKS
and to make sure that any latent fighting power is efficiently para
lysed.
“ Only by hiding that past identity can I get squarely treated, like
the plain run of men : and then I discover myself as rather less
useful a person than the average of my kind.” These words provide
some clue to Lawrence’s behaviour. A. W. Lawrence has already
stated in the Preface that T. E.’s ostensible reason for joining the
R.A.F., that it was only the way he could get a square meal, was
fiction. He was in fact playing at hide and seek with his own
mythical shadow. Faced with the reality of being once more an
ordinary creature he had met the challenge by dramatising the
situation, and then play-acting the part of self-conscious anonymity
to such an extent that the part took control, and dragged him through
a far tougher ordeal than he need ever have endured. This selfimposed role of common man, contradicting as it does all the basic
lessons of civilisation, has been the intellectual suicide of too many
minds created for better things than “ the age of democracy ”. In
the jottings of A/C Ross the process is illustrated with unusual
clarity. The common man urge to be “ one with his fellows ”
demands a mortification, a steady squeezing out of all other qualities,
and they, as the author admits near the end of the book, had to take
refuge in antics on a motor bike (which proved fatal). As a religious
discipline, mortification seems to cater for an ever-present need of
the human spirit. In its unchecked and distorted form it breaks the
spirit and destroys the man. It is the wilful burial of one’s “ talent ”
—or, in our own day, perhaps the decision to go and work on a
collective farm.
H.B.

The Classic Anthology defined by Confucius, translated by
Ezra' Pound, Faber & Faber, 30s.
IN 1915 EZRA POUND introduced Chinese poetry to England and
America. He was not at that time a “ Sinologist ” and had been
dependant on the papers of Ernest Fenollosa from which he had
taken the material for his versification. His medium was blank
verse and its impact was such that his Cathay has been the model
on which all subsequent verse translations from the Chinese have
been based. In the words of T. S. Eliot, “ Pound is the inventor of
Chinese poetry for our time . . . I predict that in three hundred
years Pound’s Cathay will be a ‘ Windsor Translation ’ as Chapman
and North are now ‘ Tudor Translations ’ : it will be called a
‘ magnificent specimen of twentieth-century poetry ’ rather than a
‘ translation ’. Each generation must translate for itself.”
In the meantime Pound has perfected his knowledge of Chinese.
He has done two translations of the Ta Hio and one of the Analects
of Confucius. For those who have followed their reading of
Fenollosa’s Chinese Written Characters by taking a greater interest
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in the Chinese ideogram there is now an excellent edition of the
Stone Classics giving the Chinese on the left hand page and Pound’s
translations on the right. Now he has confounded even the. pro
phecies of Mr. Eliot. His latest work, the translation of the Odes,
is not twentieth-century blank verse. It is not a period piece of any
one century. Ezra Pound has used the rhymes and meters of the
English bailad in their full range to render the Anthology so that it
feels like an anthology. Just as he used the forms of Old English
poetry in the first Canto to suggest the feel of Homer to the Greeks so
the varying rhythms in the Classic Anthology present the Chinese
Odes in depth. One has the immediate impression of verses pro
duced over a period of many centuries and varying from the archaic
and pastoral to the courtly and sophisticated. There is even the
familiar voice of the blues singer :
Yaller bird, let my corn alone,
Yaller bird, let my crawps alone,
These folks here won’t let me eat,
I wanna go back whaar I can meet
the folks I used to know at home,
I got a home ah’ I wanna git goin’.
The importance of the Odes has been stressed by Confucius in a
number of places in the Analects. The reason is that which Pound
gives in his own words in How to Read : “ Has literature si function
in the state . . . ? It has . . . And this function is not the coercing
or emotionally persuading, or bullying or suppressing . . . It has to
do with the clarity and vigour of ‘ any and every ’ thought and opinion
. . . Save in the rare and limited instances of invention in the plastic
arts, or in mathematics, the individual cannot think and communi
cate his thought, the governor and legislator cannot act effectively
or frame his laws, without words, and the solidity and validity of
these words is in the care of the damned and despised litterati.”
And Kung said, “ Without character you will
be unable to play on that instrument
Or to execute music fit for the Odes.”
The Odes, according to Confucius, were the means by which a
man could learn to get to grips with language and so learn to think
—“ having no twisty thoughts ” . Their range, as we have seen,
extended from the gnomic yearnings of the peasantry to the Odes
for the Temple and Altar, to the following lines from the Temple
Odes of Chou :
Calm was
in his house
that its light gleamed up to heaven,
filling the space between. He was Emperor
as if at his ease.
H.B.
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A RELIGION OF TIME

by MICHEL MOHRT *
H ER E IS NO proper guide through Faulkner’s work. The
writer himself has never taken the trouble to divide his novels
and stories into “ scenes of private life, of peasant life,” etc., although
he has drawn a map of an imaginary county in which most of the
events take place. I can imagine the interest which would be
aroused by a self-study of the novelist, and his characters, on the
lines of Jouhandeau’s Essai sur moi-meme.
Mr. Malcolm Cowley has pointed out several cycles in the novels :
such as the cycle of the inhabitants of Jefferson, the cycle of the
planters and their descendants, the cycle of the Indians and the
cycle of the Negroes. One could also divide by families, the saga
of the Compson-Sartorises, that of the McCaslins, and the
Sutpens. But it is difficult to classify, as most of the works can be
included in several cycles at once. The Intruder belongs to the
cycle of the Negroes, the chief hero of the book being the negro
Lucas Beauchamp ; it also belongs to the McCaslin saga (which
again includes The Bear and Delta Autumn), since Lucas Beauchamp
is descended from Carothers McCaslin, founder of the dynasty ;
or, again, to the Stevens saga, for the barrister Gavin Steven and
his nephew Charles play an important role in the drama. The
cycles suggested by Mr. Cowley appear to me too widely drawn,
and I incline more towards a division into family sagas.
* Translated by Alexander Mosley
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As in the Comedie Humaine, the short stories are im portant:
they bridge over the gaps and partly fill in the empty spaces of the
Faulknerian hinterland. Each novel is always accompanied by
two or three short stories, as the shark by its pilot-fishes : sketches
that the author takes up again in the work, or else postscripts to i t :
That Evening Sun, A Justice accompany in this way The Sound and
the Fury.
All classification remains arbitrary. More interesting would be
a catalogue of characters, and one of subjects, like those which
have been constructed for Balzac. In the case of the characters
this should be, not a simple list of persons, but an analysis of certain
abstract, interchangeable types which appear in the work in various
guises. M. Maurice Bardeche has shown that Balzac drew on the
roman noir, which flourished under the Empire, for the conventional
types which, in his novels, come alive. In the Comedie Humaine
there is a gallery of ambitious young men, politicians, libertines and
dandies, on the very boundary between crime and legality, who
manage to raise themselves to the highest positions of society ;
de Marsay is their model. These characters are more or less based
upon the classical personage of the filibustier aux gants jaunes,
dear to the romans noirs. The outlaw : the aristocratic criminal
who has broken with society but who watches over the loves of the
hero and heroine, punishes evil-doers and acts as the deus ex machina
of the story, is another of these classical types : Vautrin and
Ferragus are notable examples.
Faulkner seems to work in a similar way. To what extent could
one find in other “ novels of the South,” anterior to or contemporary
with his, types similar to those which he uses ? On this side of
the Atlantic we tend to deceive ourselves about their originality.
The old devoted black Mammy ; the half-mad preacher, a puritan
obsessed by “ sin,” stumping the countryside announcing the
destruction of Sodom and Gomorrha ; the “ poor white,” de
graded and degenerate, sly and illiterate, are a part of Southern
folklore ; one finds them in Caldwell, in Truman Capote, and in
Penn Warren. And also the old spinster who safeguards the
honour of the family ; and the old negro man-servant, coachman,
gardener and house-boy, the “ Uncle Tom ” over whom the North
has shed so many hypocritical tears. Faulkner — I only mention
the fact because it explodes the idea of the writer’s originality — has
long been regarded in the United States as a regional novelist.
These types are interchangeable, and the author, passing from one
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character to another, repeats the same picturesque details, the same
attitudes, to the point of confusion. One of the most attractive
is the old spinster, rigid with pride, in whom the glorious past
re-lives. While all around her collapses and betrays, she maintains
with invincible force and obstinacy. Such are Miss Rosa of
Absalom! Absalom!, Miss Emily Grierson, Miss Habersham, even
Miss Burden of Light in August in spite of her eccentricities. For
the old spinster is far from blameless, she may even be criminal :
her virtue lies elsewhere, in her devotion to the past, to the code of
honour which ruled the ancient civilisation of the South.
Let us examine some of the traits common to these beings, whom
Faulkner cherishes with a particular love : they live alone, like
Miss Burden, Miss Rosa who does not even leave her home to get
food, Miss Emily Grierson who is seen for years at twilight seated
upright at her window. They are a burden to the community
which feeds them ; they live haunted by the past, represented by
the prodigious memory of a father or grandfather. Or again, a
character such as the Rev. Hightower, in Light in August. No one
has entered his mission for twenty-five years. To earn his living
he gives lessons in “ The art of pleasing,” just as Miss Emily teaches
water-colour painting. His neighbours, like Miss Rosa’s, lay
dishes of food in front of his door ; he also lives in the memory of
his grandfather. In fact, the Rev. Hightower is the same person
as the old spinsters. And seeing this character, so frequent in his
work, I wonder whether Faulkner is not obsessed by reclusion.
All these beings are cut off from the world. They live buried in
their homes falling in ruins, and weave ceaselessly the web of their
memories — images of the novelist himself withdrawn into his
work and recollections.
To this character of the old spinster is opposed that of the young
woman, often a young girl, possessed by the demon of lust, an
immodest bitch in whom Faulkner expresses all his calvinistic
horror o f the flesh. Of this type are Lena Grove and Milly of
Light in August, Bobbie the little restaurant waitress, half prostitute
but who nevertheless loves Christmas with a love full of pity and
passion (and their idyll, at least in the beginning, is the only oasis
of passion in the work, except the love affair of Charlotte
and Harry Wilbourne, in Wild Palms.) Christmas with his
deeply ingrained puritanism, and Bobbie, foreshadow Harry and
C harlotte; Candace Compson and her daughter Quentin ;
Temple Drake, the very type of the precociously perverted “ college
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girl,” who has taken to drinking, and who is to spend weeks in a
b ro thel; Charlotte herself, perhaps the only one of these women to
be redeemed by suffering (except Temple Drake, seven years after
her degrading adventure) also belong to this category. It is because
of this monotonous series o f rutting bitches that it has been possible
to denounce Faulkner’s Calvinism, his hatred of women, his obsessed
horror of the sexual act (which is accompanied perhaps by an
impotence complex, as indicated by the symbol of castration which
recurs several times in the work : the castration of Benjy and
Christmas, the impotence o f Popeye).
These characters are more or less ab stra ct; they are real, not
in a psychological sense, as in the French novel with its psychological
and moral tradition ; but in a dramatic sense. Faulkner conceives
his novels in great tragic scenes (as do Balzac, Dostoievsky,
Bernanos), which the permanent cast of his theatre have to act.
One could say of him as Malraux says of Balzac (in Malraux par
lui-meme by Gaeton Picon), that he is “ possessed by a will to
transfigure, drawn from both history and the theatre----- His
novel was born the moment he conceived the scene in which Cesar
Birotteau is to transform himself into an historical personage ” . . .
or in which a Sutpen becomes the personification o f the accursed
planter, a Miss Emily the personification of implacable fidelity ;
or a Lucas Beauchamp a Christ o f the black race.. . . For
Faulkner’s characters, like Balzac’s, are types. They incarnate
a destiny which overcomes and destroys them, like Goriot, or
Cesar Birotteau.
There can be no question here of tracing the forms of the arche
types of the Faulknerian universe. In any case they can all be
grouped into two distinct categories.
On one side are those who have inherited only the vices and the
faults of the old Southern civilisation, its laziness, its dissoluteness.
They are the sons of the great families in decadence, or the “ new
whites ” come from the North bringing with them the vices of a
mercantile civilisation (the Snopes, Popeye. . . ) and they keep the
country in a state of sin. They are young : first the women of
whom I have spoken, then the young men : Gowan Stevens who
has been to the university to learn to drink like a gentleman, but
gets terribly drunk and abandons Temple Drake ; Percy Grimm
(in Light in August) who shows his real instincts in a m an h u n t;
Carothers Edmonds who seduces a young girl, a distant cousin of
his, of whose black blood he is unaware, only to abandon her after
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having made her pregnant: this is told in the admirable short story
Delia Autumn (in Go Down Moses) and it is old Ike McCaslin who
draws the moral in the imprecation in which he connects the ruin of
the land with the vices of its inhabitants : “ No wonder the ruined
woods I used to know don’t cry for retribution ! . . . The people
who have destroyed it will accomplish its revenge.”
Slayer of the fauna of his country, destroyer of forests, man
without faith, such is this Edmonds in whom expires the race of the
McCaslins. Thinking of him and his kind, Faulkner sometimes
despairs of his country. The South then only appears to him as a
cursed land, “ where white men rent farms and live like niggers and
niggers crop on shares and live like animals ; where cotton is
planted and grows man-tall in the very cracks of the side-walks,
and usury and mortgage and bankruptcy and measureless wealth,
Chinese and African and Aryan and Jew, all breed and spawn
together until no man has time to say which one is which, nor
cares ” . A powerful hatred inspires these anathemas. Hatred for
the North which has ruined the South, but also hatred for the men
of the South, hatred of all men, the South being only a microcosm
of the whole of humanity — the classic hatred that Malraux
discerned and which, according to him, gives the work its tragic
value. It is in this mood that Faulkner invents his most sombre
stories, his most frightful symbols, and finally crushes guilty
humanity. But he would doubtless be the first to be astonished
if this hatred were revealed to him. Then he would make the same
reply as Quentin Compson to her friend Shreve when the latter asks
her (at the end of Absalom! Absalom!) : “ ‘ Now I want you to
tell me just one thing more . . . why do you hate the South ? ’ . . .
‘ I don’t hate it,’ Quentin says quickly, ‘ I don’t. I don’t hate i t !
I don’t hate i t !’.”
Faulkner loves it, this disinherited South, through those of its
children whose humiliations and sufferings redeem the vices of the
others, with a love full of compassion. A vast communion of
suffering from which all segregation is banished, uniting the madman,
the prostitute, the criminal and the slave. And there are those
who feel pity for their people and care for its miseries, and attempt,
by their wisdom and courage, to save i t : old Ike McCaslin;
Miss Habersham ; Gavin Stevens. All these virtuous people are
old or ageing, while the young are drunk and debauched. Obstin
ate, obtuse old men, attached to their land and to their traditions
for absurd, sentimental reasons ; proud and fierce, quick to seize
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their guns and drive away the intruder, like old Pritchell in Knights
Gambit. Undaunted old maids, “ begetters of spinsters and sterile
descendants ; but capable, nevertheless, of leaving in the middle
of the film Gone with the Wind". In Faulkner’s work there is a
myth of old age, which is related to the myth of the tombs : tombs
of the Sutpens, of the Sartorises, of the Burdens (of which the
novelist has a prestigious model in the monument which his famous
ancestor Colonel Faulkner ordered for himself whilst on a journey
in Italy) ; for the tombs bear witness to the past, are monuments
of the memory and of Southern pride. As well as the old there are
the children ; the hero of The Unvanquished and his little black
friend ; Quentin visiting Sam Fathers, or listening to the gossip
of Miss Rosa ; Charles and Alex Sanders. The children are
protected by their age from vice and impurity (and how the
humiliations of Joe Christmas’s childhood move us !). They live
with the old, from whom they pick up reminiscences of the past ;
they are the future of the South, in them the memory of ancient
glories must perpetuate itself; they and the old are at each end
of the chain of time, they are both past and future.
Pride, Sin, Suffering, Memory : Faulkner’s characters, whether
they belong to one or the other of the main categories, whether
they be perverted young people or pure old men and women, or
children, incarnate great metaphysical entities. They lead us
straight to symbols and dogmas. Dominique Aubry notes :
“ that which has already happened begins anew, as if these beings
were interchangeable, only used to incarnate the fates ” . For the
real characters in his books are the Fates ; and Faulkner’s world
must be understood in terms of theology.
*

*

*

In the beginning was the land, bush and forests, and the
Chickasan Indians, “ slow, brooding, cruel, serene, like the land
itself, to which they belonged as much as did the wild creatures
they hunted
Then came the first whites with their black slaves.
Thanks to forced sales they had no trouble in dispossessing the
Indians and driving them towards the West. With their' slaves
the whites planted cotton, and they bought other slaves to plant
more cotton ; they built big houses with white columns ; they
created the bases of a social order which was to flourish until the
* Malcolm Cowley;
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middle of the nineteenth century. This system was blemished by
a double flaw : the theft from the original owners, and the
exploitation of the soil by the slaves. In the time of the first
planters, masters and slaves lived in perfect accord, the land they
worked together was a tie between them, and they obeyed a moral
code of honour which regulated their mutual relations, once and
for all. The planter’s son was brought up together with a little
slave of the same age, often a half-brother, who shared his games,
slept at his feet on a pallet and like Ringo the companion of young
Bernard Sartoris, familiarly called his little master’s grandmother
“ Granny
Faulkner is conscious of the injustice of this im
mutable order, but he emphasises its virtues rather than its vices,
all that which tempered the injustice. The civil war, a consequence
of slavery, which was its pretext, ruined the system by suppressing
the personal relations that had existed between masters and slaves,
and by levelling races and classes : rich planters, and the poor
whites of the hills who were worse off than the slaves. The
victorious North brutally introduced a rationalised equalising law,
where formerly a supple code established by custom, and human
relations of a rich complexity, had ruled.
If the “ traditionalistic ” spirit is characterised by a mistrust of
all theoretical rationalism and by devotion to ancestral customs,
which are, however, open to change and evolution (Faulkner holds
that without the civil war the negroes-would none-the-less have
been emancipated) Faulkner is a traditionalist. He is of the race
of the De Maistres and the Auguste Comtes — or rather of the
Barbey d’Aurevillys. He often reminds one of Barbey, a Norman
gentleman who spat on the modern world from the height of the
balcon commode of monarchical and catholic tradition. Faulkner’s
balcon commode is the tradition of the South. From this he does
not exclude the negroes nor their descendants ; they occupied a
place as definite and necessary as that of the tiers ita t under the
French monarchy — at least those who have remained faithful to
the soil, and suffered with their former masters ; not those who
have emigrated to the North, the fugitives who live in Chicago in
millionaires’ palaces, and who have betrayed the South.
Faulkner’s attitude towards the Southern tradition is thus
ambiguous : he recognises that its source was impure, but he
feels nostalgia and devotion to its way o f life.
Since the war of secession, the South has been in a state of latent
civil war. Like a painful symbol of the South divided against
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itself are the half-breeds, sometimes unaware of their original
taint, like Joe Christmas, or refusing to integrate into one or the
other of the communities, and thus inevitably finding themselves
outside both, like Lucas Beauchamp ; or again those who have
lost even the memory of their origins, the name they bear being
itself a mockery of the ancestral name like Nancy Manigoo (Requiem
for a Nun) descended from a planter with a French name, Maingault.
The existence of these beings, of negroes still deprived of their
civil rights ; the rigours of segregation, of lynching, raise a problem
to which one cannot remain indifferent. Traditionalism is not
enough.
Faulkner has personal views on the racial problem of to-day ;
he has exposed them in one of his latest works, Tne Intruder, which
tells the story of a negro with white blood, Lucas Beauchamp,
accused of murdering a white, and menaced with lynching. He is
saved by the intervention of an old lady, Miss Habersham, helped
by two boys, one white and one black, who manage to clear him.
It is the barrister in the book, Gavin Stevens, who defends the
novelist’s thesis. The problem of the political and social
emancipation of the negroes, he says, concerns us, people of the
South, and us alone. It is not by hypocritical and indignant
declarations, nor by legislation imposed by the Government of
Washington, that the negroes will conquer their rights. ' To impose
such legislation would certainly provoke civil strife which would
bring the negroes back to a condition worse than slavery. The
work of emancipation requires courage and patience. A wellmeaning old lady can do more to save a negro than all the laws
imposed from without.
Put in this way, his thesis loses the force which it draws from being
nourished by the terrible resentment of the South against the
North. The hated North is an emotional and historical concept,
which to-day there is no question of fearing, nor even hating, but
of defying ; the North, symbol of a materialistic and industrial
civilisation which has imposed on the whole of America, whose
products and victims are the Snopes, the Popeyes, the Charlottes
and the Harry Wilbournes, the convict, Nancy Manigoo. The
North — that is to say New York, and the Europe of intellectuals
who presume to engage themselves in problems which are not
theirs — in brief, all that which is not the South, the old deep
South of long ago.
The interest of this thesis is that it leads to a metaphysic. To
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the tragic destinies which he has described in his first works, to
the atrocious collection of crimes, Faulkner now gives a meaning.
To a world stifled with incest, murder, idiocy and the sexual urge,
on which weighs the determinism of nature and of sin, to this world
of before the salvation, as C. E. Magny calls it, Faulkner brings a
Saviour. The redemption of the South will be accomplished by
the expiation in suffering of all its sons. Therefore, to hasten a
solution to the negro problem is, according to Faulkner, worse
than inopportune, it is sacreligious. For the negroes also have
their place in the immense task of redemption through suffering ;
they play their role in the crucifixion of the South. In the atrocious
lynching ceremony there is a sacrificial aspect which brings out its
tragic necessity. The attitude of the victim, Lucas Beauchamp,
and that of the white crowd which has gathered in front of the
prison gate to await the moment for intervention, is significant;
there is no excitement, no hysteria : only the fateful gestures of
tragedy. Victim and executioner are conscious of their roles in
this bloody minuet. It is necessary for Lucas Beauchamp to have
been menaced with lynching, so that, when his innocence was
established, the people of Jefferson could say : “ We were going
to kill an innocent man !” No one will ever be lynched again in
Jefferson. And if the sacrifice of yet one more negro is necessary,
a day will come, soon, when no one will ever again be lynched
in Jefferson.
In the works: which follow Absalom! Absalom! : The Intruder,
Requiem fo r a Nun, there is a complacency in the face of suffering
which has replaced a complacency towards horror ; it is a cult
of suffering in which is contained the hope of a redemption. The
story of Harry and Charlotte in Wild Palms in spite of the
horror with which it is saturated, of the crime which ends it, is
open to the hope of salvation. It can be said now in favour of the
criminals and their victims — Nancy, Temple Drake, the convict —
that which Charlotte says to her husband to get him to spare her
lover (or rather, what the latter thinks his mistress will say) : “ For
the sake of all the men and women who ever lived and blundered
but mean the best. For your sake maybe, since yours is suffering
too — if there is any such thing as suffering, if any of us ever did,
if any of us were ever born strong enough and good enough to be
worthy to love or suffer either.” And the last sentence of the
novel, spoken by Harry in his prison — Harry, who has just refused
the poison offered by the husband of his victim, and chooses a life
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of atonement (this phrase could be the last word of Faulkner’s
morality) : “ Between grief and nothing, I will take grief
It is
therefore in the capacity for suffering of its people that Faulkner
sees the salvation of the South. And in this people, the black race
occupies a privileged place, because it has an exceptional capacity
for suffering.
It is a myth of this redemption through the negroes that is
the theme of his latest book, Requiem for a Nun.
It is a
strange work which stems from both novel and theatre (there has
been talk of adapting it for the stage). We meet once again Temple
Drake, the heroine of Sanctuary, married and mother of two
children. A negress and a former prostitute, Nancy Manigoo,
whom Temple has rescued, looks after the children. Temple is
pursued by the brother of the man she once “ loved,” when she was
the prisoner of Popeye in the brothel at Memphis. This brother
has letters from Temple to her former lover, and he blackmails her
until she consents — is she once more seized by the demon of lust,
by the memory of her shameful amours ? — to run away with him.
Nancy, in an attempt to stop her mistress abandoning her home,
kills one of the children. Condemmed to death for this terrible
murder, she awaits her execution. Then Gavin Stevens, Temple’s
uncle by marriage, forces her to go in the middle of the night to the
state governor, to ask him for Nancy’s pardon. Such a request
has no chance of success; in fact, it is to give Temple a chance of
confessing her own crime. “ What we came here and waked you
up at two o’clock in the morning for is just to give Temple Drake a
fair honest chance to suffer — you know : just anguish for the sake
of anguish, like that Russian or somebody who wrote a whole book
about suffering, not suffering for or about anything, just suffering,
like somebody unconscious not really breathing for anything but
just breathing.”
Then Stevens forces Temple Drake to visit Nancy in her
prison, on the eve of the execution, and pardon her crime in
atonement for her own past turpitude. It is a strange, admirable
scene, in which one sees these two women who have lived in the
same degradation — Nancy walked the pavement, but Temple
Drake was in a house where, on Saturday evening, the price was
more than two dollars — communing in the same suffering. And
the title of the book, composed of an impious play on words, gives
us the key : Nancy and Temple are two nuns of the same religion
of abjection and remorse, whose vile convents are the brothel and
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ths prison.
Many of these places of suffering, where men and women,
immured alive, expiate and remember, are to be found in
Faulkner’s novels. They join the decrepit houses, closed to visitors,
full of shadows and of ancient acrid smells, where old recluses live
in the memory of the past : the houses of Miss Emily, the Rev.
Hightower, of Miss Burden, of Miss Rosa. . . . There is also the
myth of the maison close, which is none other than that of the tombs,
the myth of Time. The prison is one of the high places of this
religion of Time. It is one of the oldest and most harmonious
buildings in the town, with brick columns and a- cornice round the
roof. It contains more of the archives of the little town and of the
county than the town hall or the church. The Jefferson prison in
which Joe Christmas, Lucas. Beauchamp and Lee Goodman are
kept ; the one at Memphis in which Harry Wilbourne is visited by
Charlotte’s husband, where Nancy Manigoo and Popeye are
executed, in which the old convict prepares to spend his life
sentence, this prison, and the brothel in which Temple Drake was
shut up, in which Harry loses himself in looking for a way to help
his mistress, are the monasteries of Memory and Suffering.
In his prison, Harry Wilbourne realises that one needs time in
which to suffer. “ If I cease to be, then all memory will cease as
well.” He thinks of the old men who, like himself, are “ outside
time,” that is to say at once its conquerors and victims. “ With all
the old graveyard-creeping," he says to himself, “ the old wrinkled,
withered, defeated, clinging not even to the defeat but just to an old
habit ; accepting the defeat even to be allowed to cling to the habit —
the wheezing lungs, the troublesome guts incapable o f pleasure.
But after all, memory could live in the old wheezing entrails 1 Not
could. Will. I want to. So it is the old meat after all, no matter how
old.” Admirable exaltation of old age, which rejoins, beyond
senile derision and decrepitude, the last act of the Temps Retrouvi
of Proust, in which the actors of the comedy appear aged, bent,
like giants, plunged in Time.
The old people have conquered time, like the prisoners, like the
blacks. Beneath the Compsons’ genealogy, after having told in a
few words of the fate of the negroes who have lived in the family’s
service — Dilsey, Luster — Faulkner writes these simple words :
They endured : they suffered. They suffered, and endured, that is,
they lasted. And a sign of this victory is that some of the once
celebrated names of the first planters now belong to the negroes,
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descendants of slaves. More than the sons of the great families
which have vanished or are disappearing, it is the negroes who have
seen, like Dilsey, “ the first and the last ” ,
Such are the righteous who will save the South. But it seems
that Faulkner’s deep South has itself assumed a Messianic role,
because of the exceptional suffering which has been given it to bear.
The outraged and vilified South, defeated, crucified through its
negroes, criminals, prostitutes and old people, the South which
remembers, becomes a Christ in agony by which humanity, while
there is yet time, may be redeemed.
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LETTERS
EUROPEAN SOCIALISM
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
Mr. Charnley’s interesting letter in your May issue appears to
advance four main objections to European Socialism.
1. He argues that much new capital will be needed to modernise
the railways, and that it will not be forthcoming in present con
ditions from the investing public.
2. He rather thinks the railways are obsolete, anyway, and not
worth modernising.
3. He does not believe that a worker controlled industry would
ever discharge redundant labour, and thinks that any manager
suggesting such action would get short shrift.
4. He believes that managers would cease to be leaders, and be
come helpless employees of an unreasoning mass.
I hope he will think this a fair summary of his views, on which I
will now briefly comment.
1. I agree that, after both capitalism and state socialism have
made a mess of the railways, the investing public will not put money
in the industry until they are modernised; the money for this,
therefore, must be found by the state. A nation that has com
mitted these follies has to pay for them. My words w ere:
“ supposing the railways were syndicalised, or worker owned, in
stead of nationalised. The situation would not have deteriorated to
the point of strike before any suggestion to modernise the railways
was taken seriously.” For reasons given I believe that if the rail
ways had been syndicalised long ago this situation would not have
arisen. As they were not, the taxpayer must now pay up if he wants
railways. The moral is, try another method next time.
2. I do not feel that the railways are yet redundant. If they were
modernised they could serve the country for some time yet. And,
even in the future, their tracks might be used for various modern
devices. But the initial capital to get them going must be state
provided ; “ the money will be raised on a debenture basis from the
investing public, once efficiency is restored." After that I feel that
even the railways would be better conducted by syndicalism than by
state socialism or capitalism.
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3. Mr. Charnley believes that a worker-owned industry would
never dismiss redundant labour. My reading of human nature is
that if men have to choose between all being out of a job, or only
some being out of a job (and the least necessary), they would act
very quickly, and even ruthlessly. Naturally they are against dismiss
ing anyone as long as the state will pay for it. Who would put a
friend out of a job as long as an unlimited fund existed to pay for
his retention. But when you have to carry passengers on your own
back, and it is a question of your now bread and butter, the mood
of charity, at the expense of others, passes all too quickly.
4. I believe the leadership quality in managers would be even more
in evidence than it is today, and their position would be stronger,
not weaker. In practice a man can only manage a big industry
by persuasion. In great affairs all command is persuasion. The
influence of an efficient manager would be greater if his departure
hit the workers’ pocket rather than the shareholders. Today he
pleads with the men not to withhold their labour. Tomorrow they
may be pleading with him not to withhold his labour, if his withdrawal
threatens their profit. Anyhow, having to lead by persuasion, and
not just to boss, has no great terrors for any of us, who have long
been concerned with movements of entirely voluntary workers ; and
among our friends, who possess some considerable ability in this
respect. I certainly number Mr. Chamley.
Yours, etc.,
E uropean .

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
John W. Charnley’s letter on syndicalism puts a finger on a diffi
cult and complex problem — the human problem of the practical
application of the ideas of European Socialism.
Putting metaphysics and ethics on one side for a moment and
considering it from a political level of recent history, his view that
because nationalisation has failed, in the political and economic set
up of a capitalist society whose sole aim was the patching-up of that
society and/or replacing it by State Capitalism, that syndicalism in
totally different political and economic circumstances and a new
spirit of constructive achievement will also fail, takes too pessi
mistic a view of human nature. As to his reference to his experiences
in the “ hungry thirties ”, he will surely agree that four vital needs
of sufficient food, clothing, shelter and fuel have always to be satis-'
fled before the cultural, religious, or metaphysical needs. It is true
that the need for earning a livelihood has always been the most
important one in most men’s existence. The continuous drudgery
merely to keep the body alive, the constant enslavement of mechani
cal toil, the grinding effort of the everyday struggle for a livelihood,
leave little time for higher thoughts and hamper the birth of nobler
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ideas. The physical despair of the unemployed, and the insecurity
fears of the employed, often bring out the baser elements of human
character. They cause the mind to become negatively obsessed by its
worldly problems, to struggle combatively against others for self
existence. We ought not, in our judgment of materialistic doctrines
and the misguided men who symbolise them in the world today, to
misjudge the mass of the people who have been befogged. An
industrial economy which does not in practice recognise man as a
spiritual being, or the universe as the outworking of divine laws,
breeds perils for the people. “ Man proposes, God disposes ” may
sound trite but it is still quite operative. Those realists and rational
ists who would dismiss the application of higher ideals as being
nothing more than dreamers’ catchwords and impractical slogans,
delude themselves. Our failure to build a worthwhile society is
primarily a moral one. But before there can be a moral reform,
there must be a spiritual reform. This is the root of all the others.
Yours, etc.,
J o h n D . W a d d in g t o n .

36 Exley Gardens,
Halifax,
Yorks.
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
It is difficult to determine what Mr. Charnley is really driving at
in his long rambling criticism of European’s clear and coherent
treatment of the railway problem. To start with he says that
syndicalism is too easy . . and finally suggests that the railways
should be subsidised or scrapped because ownership imposes too
great a strain on human nature.
Mr. Chamley repeatedly admonishes the human element in
ownership and control—almost as if he were preaching a sermon
to lost souls. His conviction that workers, directors, shareholders
cannot be relied upon to build an enduring system, seems to be
based on lack of observation and imagination.
He does not think that syndical workers will have the sense to
abide by the decisions of their chosen management—in fact he does
not believe such collective sense exists. How about sports teams,
not to mention revolutionary movements ? But even if Mr. Charn
ley was aware of the team spirit in which captains and leaders
are supported, there would still be no need, as far as he is con
cerned, for the marvellous incentive to successful endeavour, of
worker-ownership: the soulless bureaucrats of nationalisation
would evoke the same loyalty and devotion from teams of work
mates !
In the case of limited liability shareholders, they certainly have
the sense to let their directors get on with the job of producing
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unrestrained dividends from their undertakings. This somewhat
grasping fraternity also have discouraged Mr. Charnley because
of their poor response to the unscrambling of steel stocks—although
the issues were oversubscribed. Anyhow, as there will be no situa
tion to exploit in the high-wage insulated economy of European
Socialism, investors will hardly disdain the prevailing return on
their ventures. At the same time, they will not be expected to main
tain an obsolete industry any more than the workers who will
scarcely remain in it, perpetually discussing the incidence of re
dundancy.
Likewise the peoples of Europe must get out of the capitalist
trading system which is proving to be entirely obsolescent. If they
are as helpless as Mr. Charnley fears, they will swell the ranks of
the socialist soviets : instead they are giving active (and collective !)
consideration to the higher organic concept of socialist syndicates
co-existing with pioneer enterprises. Through sustained efforts on
the part of Mr. Charnley and his fellow Europeans, at the present
discussion level and later in the actual implementation of such
revolutionary proposals, will be achieved what seems impossible to
him as he surveys the scene before the people are aroused by the
really critical development in the European situation. He must try
and visualise Syndicalism in a Europe awakened from the slumber
induced by artificial booms and, then, in his estimate of human
character in industry, make due allowance for its latent strength.
Yours, etc.,
C. W . D o ds.

29 Solent Road.
London. N.W.6.

THE SCOT, RACE AND NATION
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
Mr. Alastair Harper, in your April issue, cites place-names as
evidence of Norse penetration in the Hebrides, but makes no men
tion of the many names of Gaelic origin (e.g. Dun Eideann, which is
anglicised as Dunedin or Edinburgh) in the allegedly Teutonic
lowlands, or even across the border (e.g. Knock Oer).
Furthermore, is not brown hair an alpine characteristic ? There
are many dark people in these isles without swarthy complexions.
Conversely, I have met a swarthy, semitic-looking Cornishman with
fair hair. In any case, how many Nordic women came over ?
Certainly, the mixture of peoples (including many Bretons, whose
language nearly became that of English officialdom in place of
Norman French) who are generically called Normans, often married
into noble English, southern Welsh or Irish families.
Are there any red-haired races ? Is not this coloration in the same
cateeory as albinism and melanism ? Some interbred dark groups
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(e.g. Andalusian gypsies, Rumanian Jews) often have it. In Ireland,
it is found mainly in eastern Connacht, bordering on the Shannon,
and also in Limerick. The tinkers, a non-gypsy nomadic community,
are also often red-haired.
Shakespeare came from that part of England where the IberoCeltic west meets the Teutonic east. As for civilisation as a whole,
it arose and flourished among dark-haired, dark-eyed people while
the so-called Nordic superman was still singing his sagas of blood
and beer.
It is said that one wave of Gaelic Celts under Mileadh (Milesius)
and Breogain came from the steppes via the Levant, Northern
Africa and Iberia. They left their mark in Galicia and Portugal,
from whence the two leaders sailed with some to Ireland. Some of
these settled in Scotland and Iceland at a later date.
Mr. Harper mentions. Grieg and Kant as descendants of Scots.
Havelock Ellis’s The Genius o f Europe cites Lermontov, descended
from Learmouth.
Yours, etc.,
P a t r ic k J. N. B u r y .
c/o Tudor House,
Woodlands Park,
Mount Merrion,
Dublin, Eire.
P.S.—I believe the tinkers retain some non-Aryan words in their
argot.
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
I trust that I may, as a Scot, comment on the interesting article in
your last issue by Mr. Harper, who is one of the few outstanding
Scots who has not migrated southwards to make money where the
population is denser.
In my opinion this sort of investigation of the racial origin of the
Scots, or of any other European people, is somewhat beside the
point. Sir Oswald Mosley once pointed out that it is not, after all,
of paramount importance from which herd of primeval buffalo our
present domestic cattle are descended—provided they supply us
with a sufficient yield of milk. What matters is not the racial origin
of a people, but its present capacity to advance the culture of the
world, and in this respect the Scots have done extremely well owing
to their great respect for education, the excellent quality of which
in Scotland gives the emigrant Scot a quite unfair advantage over
his southern prototype.
What Mr. Harper seems to have ignored is the division of the
peoples north of the Tweed by the Highland Line into Celts and
Lowlanders, which is generally misunderstood by Southerners,
who have come to regard the Scots as a homogeneous people, all
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descended from one clan or another. Actually, as every Scots
schoolboy knows, Scotland was two hundred years ago divided into
a peace-loving, dour but lovable people in the Lowlands, continually
menaced by outlandishly dressed savages in kilts, who from time to
time raided their lands, stealing their cattle and looting their cities.
It is a tribute to the propaganda of Sir Walter Scott that he was
able at the end of the eighteenth century to persuade the pot-bellied
Regent to adopt the-kilt and other Highland regalia in a masquerade
at Edinburgh Castle, and Holyrood Palace, after which the leading
Lowland families came to cherish their Highland ancestry—most of
which remained completely mythical. If this has had the result of
making the Scots regard themselves as a united people with strong
characteristics of their own, then so much to the good. After all, it
is the business of propagandists to present the facts of the past in
such a light that they will advance the prestige of their people for
the future, and in this sense Sir Walter Scott was perfectly successful.
It remains dubious, however, whether it is the business of The
European to further such propaganda at the present time, when it
is the aim of the journal to emphasise the similarity of the European
peoples rather than their differences, and in this respect it would be
better for the Lowland Scot to remember that he belongs to the
most Germanic of all the races in these islands, as his dialect of
broad Scots is very much more like a German dialect than an
English one, even though on occasion the Scot, especially if he comes
from Invernessshire, can speak a very much clearer and better
English than the English themselves.
The fact remains that the Scots are the best educated people of
these islands, and, on account of their frugal tradition, are capable of
advancing themselves to places of power and responsibility in the
administration of the United Kingdom. They are the most conceited
of all the British, with their slogan of “ Wha’s like us ”, but they
can point to much justification for this conceit in contemporary
achievement. I am not particularly interested in their racial origin,
which is as diverse as that of most of the European peoples. What
matters is whether they will continue to exercise leadership in British
affairs, as for many generations in the past.
Yours, etc.,
A. R aven T hom son .
London, S.W.l.

EDUCATION IN ENGLAND NOW
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
I was deeply interested in the article so headed in the April issue
of The European. The scope was too general to include certain grave
aspects of education which I think need special notice, although the
adjacent D. H. Lawrence article showed some of their negative
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results in its dangerous, indecisive use of terms.
The decay of exact language since the grammar schools plumped
for Latin instead of Greek has deadened thought to a terrifying
extent (helped by abandoning the discipline of Logic in favour of a
most unplatonic worship of number or computation, which is all
most school maths amount to).
Again, the kind of literary sense trained by analysis, parsing, and
The Lake Isle o f Innisfree can be seen in the matter and manner of
almost any letter to the Press, particularly the illustrated weeklies of
the Picture Post or Everybody's type. See how frightened these
people are of expressing any violent idea even when it concerns their
own violent extinction for good. Some sharper mental discipline
than calculation is needed to make such people think apart—not
together. Poetry as she is not taught is a better discipline than the
typical “ Art ” class. Here, also, I am only pointing out the need
to prod log into stork. I don’t advocate prosody instead of still- life.
I do suggest that Logic and cold hard ancient Greek would be better
grounding for later optional specialisation in Mathematics and
Physical Sciences.
Ethics might be less equivocal than “ civics ”, while geography is
another inadequacy, a survival of liberalism with a capital L. One
has nothing against geography. It at least suggests, in its modern
shape, that foreigners exist on foreign soil. Nevertheless, might it
not be well for our children in this time of avenging Asia and
awakening Africa to know how these foreigners exist on their foreign
soils, and how other systems of morality and society, perhaps quite
as top-heavy as our own, have yet survived beside our own valuable
offering ? The so-called cultural geography cannot wholly satisfy
the need met by a good textbook o f pure anthropology. Anthropogists themselves keep urging their science on the schools as a link
in the chain geography-history-economics. Why not let it enter ?
These subjects, Ethics, Greek, Logic, Anthropology, need no new
form of government to get them into the curriculum, nor do they
offend any sectional interest any more than the resulting necessary
transfer of Science and Mathematics to later specialising. They are
quite as practical, and neither more nor less difficult : but they do
help you to think before you speak and then to be heard when you
do. There is no opposition, only inertia like Henry Vi’s lachrymose
ghost over Eton. The advocacy of these changes of subject and
bent, however, badly needed unearthing from learned periodicals to
be urged on a slightly wider public, and I feel strongly that such an
article as Education in England Now requires such a footnote.
Yours, etc.,
M iles D. S. K ir k .
c/o 121 Hornsey Lane,
London, N.6.
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To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
We cannot stress too much the point made by Geoffrey Vernon
in his article on Education of a “ levelling down ” in education in
England to-day. There must be equal opportunity for all, but
where a child shows real brilliance state financial aid should be
forthcoming to make sure that his intellect and ability are developed
to the highest degree. We have more need than ever at present
of first class brains, and in this age of the “ common man ” the
exceptionally gifted child must not be confined to the narrow limits
of a lowered standard of education.
Downward levelling and uniformity are dangerous elements
creeping into our lives in every sphere, and savour too much of
communism to be healthy.
Mr. Vernon also touched on another point in education which
must cause concern to thinking people—namely the materialism
in outlook. With the provision of milk and meals, etc., the material
welfare of the child is catered for, but what of his spiritual and
moral welfare ? There is a growing restlessness in children, and a
tendency to take all that the school can offer with no idea of ser
vice in return. Education covers not only instruction in practical
subjects but also education in a wider sense of shaping a philosophy
of life. The educational system needs some elevating spirit and
enthusiasm, which will bring about a spiritual revival in the future
generation, and the recognition of the principles of respect and
service for others.
Yours, etc.,
C elia G oodway .

St. Osyth,
Essex.
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