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ANALYSIS
SO THE TORIES will be in the basket when the balloon goes up ;

even if it is not entertaining, in these over serious circumstances, 
it is just. In any case, it is the only way in which the combined 
abilities of the present Conservative administration are ever likely 
to reach the stratosphere. All will go well until things really begin 
to happen. The Prime Minister will then need something more to 
sustain him than the press which applauded his genius at Geneva 
for the durable settlement reached in Indo-China, or the tea-cup 
charm deployed in unsophistocated Yugoslavia which, we were 
asked to believe, had definitely and finally beguiled the susceptible 
Tito to desert the Cominform (credit due also to the softening-up 
process begun by supper with the Bevans). Time is enabling us to 
judge accurately his performances as Foreign Secretary ; much less 
time may be needed to judge him as Prime Minister. The coming 
economic situation, and the consequent social unrest, is likely to 
present Sir Anthony Eden with the first serious test of mind and 
character in his smooth political career ; for it was not really such a 
desperate undertaking to resign office as the mouthpiece of the 
cosmopolitan fashion world’s prejudice against the Germans, 
particularly when Mussolini had provided the excuse. Conservatism 
may be left to the ordeal of power and crisis, with the sole hope that 
the country will not suffer as seriously as its reputation.

Labour’s Prospects After the Election 
Labour’s situation is for the moment more complex. There 

seems general agreement that they would have won the election 
easily if they had polled their whole strength, which is estimated at 
some 15,000,000 votes ; in fact, they polled 12,393,000 against the 
Conservative 13,313,000. The total poll was down from 82.74 per 
cent of the electorate in 1951 to 76.82 per cent in 1955 ; in London 
from 78.4 per cent to 70.39 per cent. The electorate is increasingly 
indifferent towards both parties, particularly in the life drawing 
megalopolis which, at this stage of the civilisation, thinks and 
moves ahead of the rest. Apathy today is the surest indication of 
change tomorrow, when it will be clearly necessary. It is inevitably 
the party of progress which is hit hardest by present conditions. 
Young men and women no longer work for Labour as they did ; 
this was particularly noticeable in the previous L.C.C. Election when 
the Labour machine was operating through old people and past 
work. Labour failed in the General Election because it no longer
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The EUROPEAN

has the active workers to rouse enthusiasm on the streets, and, 
consequently, did not get the votes of a large number of people who 
would normally vote for it, and would never vote Tory. Labour 
gives the impression of an ageing and a dying party, which succumbs 
for deep reasons, psychological and physical, that require some 
examination. They are already serious enough to secure the defeat 
of the present majority party which, despite current prosperity, 
might have expected to benefit, at the expense of the minority party 
in power, from some swing of the pendulum, which operates almost 
automatically in all mass electorates.

There was good reason to believe that Labour has now replaced 
Liberalism as the party of the Left, which in such normal and stable 
conditions enjoyed a permanent majority in Britain. Bonar Law, 
when arguing in favour of the coalition with Lloyd George as long 
ago as 1918, stated that the Conservative Party had long been in a 
considerable minority, except when the Left was split ; this was likely 
to be even more true today, once Labour had survived the alarms of 
birth and youth and had settled down to a middle aged, and most 
liberal, respectability. Se we have to look deeper for the reason of 
Labour’s failure than the fact that Conservatism is even more 
liberal, even more respectable, and has the inestimable advantage of 
real, genuine old age.

Labour’s irrevocable split
The first reason, is, of course, that Labour is deeply, and irrevocably, 

sp lit; Bonar Law’s first condition for Conservative success is present. 
The cause is both physical and psychological ; physical in that 
fundamental divisions on policy have arisen, and psychological in 
that inevitably divergent and antipathetic personalities reflect with 
ever-increasing bitterness the ineluctable conflicts of principle. It 
is in foreign affairs that the real division occurs, for at home the only 
real difference is between those who want to go slow, because they 
feel their policy is obsolete, and those who want to go fast because 
they have not yet noticed the new facts, which will soon prove fatal 
to Labour’s whole position; it is in foreign, not in home affairs, that 
Labour has thought again, and with disastrous consequences to 
party unity. A long pacifist tradition has come to an end : the 
Labour Party in power, quietly, secretly, got on with the job of 
making the A-bomb and, in opposition, is now publicly backing the 
making of the H-bomb. Mr. Bevan violently represents the deep 
sentiment of a party which has always recoiled from all forms of
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violence, while its leaders support a potential extreme of violence 
beyond the furthest nightmare of Ghengis Khan. Yet the paradox 
of Mr. Attlee’s position is so reasonable that the country would 
never tolerate a party in power which might possibly be led by 
someone so unreasonable as Mr. Bevan. A paradox is better than 
death. The shrewd commonsense of the British people tells them 
that to let the Russians have the H-bomb, and not to have it our
selves, is the short cut to suicide or servitude. That is why Mr. 
Bevan may capture the Labour Party, but will never capture Britain. 
His propaganda has created a deep rift between the sentiment of his 
party and the sense of the English people, a rift now fatal to the 
chances of Labour. Few peoples enjoy irresponsibility more than 
the British in any silly period of frivolous reaction from serious 
effort such as the present, but, at their worst, their deep, almost 
subconscious, sense restrains them from suicide ; and they know that 
Bevan is suicide. Mr. Bevan has put his party out and will keep them 
o u t ; their only chance of return is that their present dilemma should 
be resolved by general disarmament. Until then Labour will remain 
suspended between the responsibility of Mr. Attlee, which is accept
able to the country, and the irresponsibility of Mr. Bevan, which is 
only acceptable to the party.

Labour as a somnambulist in a 19th century dream
There remains, however, a  difficulty from which there is no escape 

without scrapping the whole policy of the party. Bureaucratic 
Socialism is now irrevocably the policy of Labour ; the Webbs 
triumphed over the Guild Socialists when it was still early enough 
to take another turning, and the bureaucrat has finally frustrated the 
worker owner in the policy of Labour and in the outlook of the 
present Trade Union Leaders.

The policy of nationalisation has been applied for years with 
results that are now too well known, and the question arises whether 
it can usefully be pursued any further. Even if nationalisation had 
been a glittering success, there is a clear limit to the number of 
industries that can be so treated, and there must be ever increasing 
strength in the argument of the right wing that the limit has been 
reached. In  modern conditions the policy of nationalising all “  the 
means of production, distribution and exchange ” , loses all contact 
with reality, and, in the end, only the most sophisticated lawyers can 
remain in a party with intellectual ease, when its declared policy 
becomes the exact opposite of its only possible practice ; the neces-
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sary “  double think ”, also, requires from the University professors 
such long practice with logical positivism that they are apt to find 
themselves rather out of touch with working class sentiment when 
they address the Party Conference. It is all very difficult for the late 
arriving intellectual ; much worse, it is fatal to the enthusiasm of the 
active workers on the streets, who, in hard practice, have found the 
new bureaucrats worse bosses than the old capitalists, while the 
plain sense of their practical experience tells them that the extension 
of nationalisation to the great diversity of industries they know so 
well, simply will not work. The short fact is that the whole policy 
of nationalisation is completely out of date, and everyone is begin
ning to know it. The party of progress has become a somnambulist 
in a nineteenth-century dream, and the spectacle is increasingly 
diverting to all onlookers, except those who cannot get out o f the 
way. So even the Tories are able to bustle around with atomic 
power, looking, in comparison, quite modem, and, anyhow at elec
tion time, Eden can be groomed in England for one of Stalin’s lighter 
roles in Russia, as the man who invented everything. (It is inciden
tally a strange reflection that the Conservatives were certainly saved 
from Russian conquest, after the reckless blunder of their war, by 
the American invention of the H-bomb, and now hope to be saved 
for the second time by nuclear fission, on the domestic front, through 
developing and exporting the implements of atomic power to markets 
rejecting their traditional products. They were thus saved once from 
the stupidity of their policy in war, but it is more than doubtful 
whether they will so be saved the second time from the obsolescence 
of their policy in peace ; things are moving too fast. Labour, at 
one time, was similarly hoping that the Socialist Government might 
remedy its balance of payments position by the export of Comets!)

Liberalism, in dying, conquers both Labour and Tory Parties
But the policy of nationalisation is not merely out of date ; it 

does not affect in any way the main problem of the age. Export or 
die is the slogan of both the old parties ; no one can begin to suggest 
that nationalising a key industry in Britain can assist us to sell goods 
in foreign markets ; if anything, it reduces our competitive efficiency. 
A party is in a bad way when the main plank of its policy has nothing 
to do with the main problem of the period. In principle, the old 
parties are quite united in their view that export trade to international 
markets is a life or death necessity to Britain ; they have both 
inherited this opinion from Liberalism which, in dying, has con-
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quered them both. No sixth-form boy who had just read his 
Marshall, could have formulated the triter platitudes of nineteenth- 
century Liberalism with more mincing precision than Mr. Butler, in 
his argument with Mr. Gaitskell in the Observer of 22.5.55 : “ There 
is no economy on earth to which exports are more important than 
they are to ours: They are our livelihood. Their maintenance is 
not just a temporary problem to be solved today. It is the short 
term problem and the long term problem for Great Britain.” He 
meant, of course, exports to international markets ; in expressing 
his apprehensions he made this quite clear : “ The Japanese are 
preparing themselves for strenuous rivalry ; so are the Germans. 
Both are back in the arena again.” So modern Conservatism turns 
its back completely on the traditional policy of all that was vital in 
the Party—Joe Chamberlain, Amery, Beaverbrook. The view is 
finally excluded that Britain can find its supply and its market any
where except in the free for all dogfight of world markets. Once 
again Butler adduced the quintessence of the old Liberalism in 
arguing that to think otherwise must entail “ a catastrophic fall in 
our standard of living.” He had read in the text books that, if 
production does not occur under the most suitable conditions, and 
is not exchanged with other goods similarly produced under the most 
suitable conditions, an all round fall in the standard of living must be 
suffered. But these were the text books of Liberalism, not of 
Conservatism. They were written before science enabled almost 
anything to be produced, anywhere, in almost equally suitable 
conditions ; e.g. in one simple case, cotton goods need no longer 
be produced only in the humid atmosphere of Lancashire, because 
a similar atmosphere can now be artificially created in the driest 
climates, where plenty of cheap labour is available to work the ever 
simpler machines. In fact those text books are quite out of date ; 
yet Mr. Butler is not the type that can think beyond them. 
It would also, of course, be yet further beyond his compass to 
think, and still more to act, in terms of an area so large as Europe- 
Africa, and South America, where production of everything could 
occur, in conditions of maximum suitability, within an area con
taining only corresponding standards of living, which would, conse
quently, be free from the modern dilemma that has tom up the old 
Liberal text books ; sweated labour working the simplified machinery 
of rationalised production at wage rates that can undercut the 
European on every market of the world. (In passing we may ask, 
why is it that only the younger Liberals have even a presentiment
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that our policy of Europe-Africa could, for the first time, realise the 
free-trade dream in an area large enough, and in conditions fair
enough, to be practical and durable.)

In basic principle the policy of the old Parties is identical.
But Mr. Gaitskell was not arguing with Mr. Butler concerning 

these premises of the coming fatality, as they are equally accepted 
by both ; while Mr. Wilson has similarly instructed Mr. Bevan, 
who has as much concept what this discussion is about as he has 
idea what the Russians would do, if, on our side alone, we sub
stituted bows and arrows, or a bottle of champagne, for the H-bomb. 
Mr. Gaitskell has accepted equally with Mr. Butler the main tenets 
of Liberalism ; Mr. Gaitskell is an essentially Liberal figure. The 
only quarrel between the Chancellors of the rival parties concerns 
the method by which they can implement their common principles. 
In the gathering storm that threatens our balance of payments 
on international markets, Mr. Butler believes in monetary measures 
to cut down imports and stimulate exports, while Mr. Gaitskell 
believes in direct controls. The latter argues with some force that 
purely monetary policy only achieves a restriction in imports by a 
“ general restriction of output and employment ” and in the process 
hits “ business rather than personal spending ” . But his own 
policy is only another method of doing without, not of solving the 
problem : “ in serious balance of trade difficulties we should also 
cut inessential imports . . . imports will be cut anyhow—the only 
question whether this is done through a general deflation or by 
direct government action.” So we come back always to the choice 
between the slimming diet and the strait jack e t; neither Tweedledum 
nor Tweedledee has any idea how to meet crisis, outside the padded 
cell or starvation. In basic principle the policy of the parties is 
identical. When the day of crisis comes they will have to  meet the 
challenge of freedom, from the new and wider civilisation which can 
make freedom work. Europe a nation, with the living room of 
Europe-Africa, will need neither starvation nor padded cell, because 
no balance of trade problem will exist for an economic system which 
contains all its own food and raw materials, and the fairest and 
largest market in the world. The market will be fair because it will 
be available only to labour enjoying similar standards of life, and 
will be large because that standard of life will be progressively 
increased by European Socialism, as science increases the means to 
produce.
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Nationalisation the sole difference—can we for ever scramble 
and unscramble ?

So Mr. Butler and Mr. Gaitskell debate not expansion but 
restriction ; either by monetary measures, or by physical controls, 
they propose to meet crisis with restriction, rather than with expansion 
to a wider life. In the most pressing problem of the period, they 
are divided not in principle but in method. Yet it is fair to add that 
the less imminent question of nationalising and denationalising 
industries, does present a serious question of principle between 
Labour and Conservatism, and from this division arises a serious 
question for the nation. How can the affairs of state be conducted in 
any condition of stability, if the pendulum really begins to swing on 
issues like that ? Can we envisage an eternally recurrent process of 
one Parliament nationalising three or four industries and the next 
Parliament denationalising them ? If both parties are sincere, and 
neither is in a permanent minority, this is bound to happen. In fact, 
it is the prospect which is introducing complete insincerity to the 
serious leaders of Labour, and increasing disillusion to the rank and 
file who have been taught to believe what they say. No sane man 
can believe that a constitution can exist on the perpetual scrambling 
and unscrambling of eggs : the result would be another and even 
more deadly starvation diet. Serious left-wing commentators like 
Mr. Crossman understand something of this : “ In 1955 we have 
reached the parting of the ways. To cope with a recession which may 
hit us in the Autumn (and the prospect has forced Sir Anthony to 
hold the snap election) a Tory government would have to resort to 
unpalatable Tory remedies. In the same way a Labour government 
would be compelled to use drastic Socialist powers to deal with it, 
and so move rapidly forward to a planned economy. . . . Whatever 
side wins, therefore, the next government’s economic policy will 
have to be far more extreme than anything we have seen sincel945.” 
(New Statesman and Nation, 15.5.55).

Mr. Crossman omitted to add that the results of any such policy 
would inevitably be very unpopular, and would lead to the victory 
of the other side at the next election. Then all the work of that 
parliament would be undone by the next parliam ent; a  gentle 
process of taking out the patient’s inside at one operation and putting 
it back at the next, until he, finally succumbed. The logical French 
mind rejected the dangerous absurdity of any such situation in a 
recent resolution at one of their Party Conferences : “ the recon
stitution in the country of two hostile, artificially divided blocks
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would condemn any parliament to impotence.” (In Great Britain’s 
delicate economic situation the result could be something worse than 
impotence.) So the French solution is proportional voting and a 
diversity of parties, which means in practice permanent government 
by the centre, where all the ablest men tend to gravitate. It may well 
prove preferable to the alternate scrambling and unscrambling of 
the nation’s livelihood in England ; but it is more difficult for this 
country to choose an immobile stability, because, unlike France, it 
has a fundamental economic problem to solve.

Bevan’s future ? Gaitskell & Co. as the New Peelites ?
The saner men in both present parliamentary parties in England 

will clearly tend in these conditions to move towards the centre ; 
alternating extremes will be too obviously impossible. But it is more 
than likely that the extremes will win, in particular within the Labour 
Party. Mr. Bevan’s hand will be strengthened as the responsible 
leadership finds increasing difficulty in applying the traditional 
nationalisation of industry at home and the traditional pacificism 
abroad. The Labour Party machine may well be captured by a  left- 
wing making familiar noises to the older Socialists, just as the Tory 
machine was finally captured by Lord George Bentinckandthe rustic 
Disraeli making familiar noises to the landed interest, after Peel’s 
repeal of the Corn Laws and the final break with the traditional 
policy of the party.* The ablest men in the old Toryism then became 
the floating group of Peelites, who, after some years of “ always 
putting themselves up to auction, but always buying themselves in,” 
moved with Aberdeen and Gladstone toward the new Liberalism.

In these conditions the logic of events, and the emerging necessity 
for fresh thinking, might eventually drive some of the abler men, 
like Mr. Gaitskell, towards less extreme, but more fundamental 
policies. It is very difficult to envisage the type of the new 
technocrats (English not American sense) remaining indefinitely in 
the company of pure blether, in the shape of Mr. Bevan. The old 
socialism and the new types go ill together ; their division one way or 
the other is inevitable. In any case the disillusion of the active 
workers, and the progressive breakup of the party, are bound to 
continue, as no movement can survive indefinitely with so great a

* It is a lengthier process for Mr. Bevan. He needs time for the still active 
party workers, who support him, to put effective pressure on the Parliamentary 
Party which confers party leadership, and to permeate the trade unions which 
provide the funds. A premature decision might be fatal for his chances. “I 
implore you to stay, Clem” came from the heart.
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divergence between long published precept and any possible modern 
practice ; in any case no movement in practical politics can so sur
vive as an effective force. The frustration of Labour will be complete 
when the rank and file realise that the Tories have so arranged the 
exchange position that financial panic, or manipulation, will imme
diately remove any Labour government which arrives in power with 
sincere intentions, just as Blum was soon overthrown in France in 
similar conditions. In fact, it will require a party and government 
different in whole character and structure to face any such storm, 
whether natural or artificial. But that final and decisive question for 
Labour will arise a little later ; so far only Strachey has dashed in, 
where even Crossman fears to tread. But on this occasion Mr. 
Strachey was right in his analysis of the situation, even if wrong and 
ineffective in his remedies ; for he once had opportunity seriously to 
consider these grave matters.

Is the Russian offer an European opportunity ?
In Europe arise the gravest questions since the war. Are the 

Russians really offering the serious disarmament for which we have 
so long pressed as a Western initiative ? Are they ready to evacuate 
the occupied lands in order to place a buffer between themselves 
and American power ? Are they at last playing the card which we 
anticipated some years ago ? Is the object economic crisis and a 
great industrial-political clash in the West ? Will these dangers, 
nevertheless, give us a great opportunity ? Could we then hope, in 
the words of our article some four years ago, that there would be 
“ no return to old national divisions within the evacuated areas ” 
and that “ a united European state in that region would be the begin
ning of the European experiment ” ? Could a “ united Germany 
within that buffer area . . . remove some of the main obstacles to 
European union ” ? These are the subjects now being discussed by 
the same writer in the German press. Is it safe to. accept such a 
policy provided Germany remains free to enter a full “ political 
economic and cultural union with the rest of Europe” , and pro
vided that Russia is “not free to marchbackinto theevacuated areas 
any day she wishes ” ?—which means that the “ Russians disarm in 
some measure, or Germany and the West must rearm in some 
measure Can we by a dynamic Western policy wrest from the 
manoeuvres of the enemy and the dangers they present, a new life 
for Europe ? This is a debate which, in our next issue, will return 
to the columns of The European. EUROPEAN.
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GERMAN DISCUSSION OF 
EUROPEAN SOCIALISM

Second exchange of ideas on the article by Sir Oswald 
Mosley in March issue of Nation Europa

I

FUNDAMENTAL to Sir Oswald Mosley’s concept o f European 
Socialism is the political organisation of a united Europe, 

which is the natural and essential development of our present 
historical situation. He considers that there is a direct connection 
between the size of the European area and the importance of the 
potential economic, social and cultural developments. The diffi
culties that have arisen in the various endeavours to attain the long
term goal of a united Europe since 1950 must be borne in mind, 
but it cannot be denied that much constructive work has been done, 
as, for example, in the creation of a European Balance of Payments. 
Let us see how far the unification of the national states and the 
national economies has already advanced.

As Mosley makes historically clear, Socialism and Capitalism 
have existed side by side as rival concepts of society for a consider
able period. What is new in the ideas of European Socialism is to 
bring these economic concepts together, for so long regarded as 
completely irreconcilable. At least this would seem to be the case 
as far as newly constituted industrial concerns are considered, in 
which workers and employers shall make use of both economic 
concepts in building up their enterprise. This mutual respect, this 
tolerance, shall continue up to the point when the two concepts can 
combine, and the former Capitalism of the employers and the
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former Socialism of the workers will come to an end. The earlier 
peaceful co-existence of the two concepts will come to an end, as 
the workers become the heirs of the concern. Economically and 
socially a new structure comes into existence, which Mosley calls 
“  Workers’ Ownership ” (Syndicalism). The concern now belongs 
to the workers, and the fruits of their hard work fall into their hands.

It would seem appropriate at this point to direct attention to 
parallel lines of thought elsewhere. Thus Dr. Joseph Winschuh, 
Lambrecht/Pfalz, made the following statement* in an address in 
Switzerland in February 1952 on the subject of “ New Objectives for 
Employers ” :—

“ We oscilate in  Germany from one side to the other, and 
realise that West German developments will be the model for 
other countries. Much is in the melting pot. But from this 
struggle much will also emerge. German vitality is unbroken. 
I t  is not yet bankrupt nor stagnant. We would like you to know 
that the process will attain a synthesis and will not lead to a sterile 
compromise. The new idea lies between Capitalism and Socialism 
but has not yet a name.”

Thus Winschuh, but here we can add that Sir Oswald in his 
“ Workers’ Ownership ” has sought and found the necessary name.

The word “  Syndicalism ” in Germany means an extreme working- 
class movem ent; it  does not fulfil Mosley’s purpose. As soon as 
one talks to students and workers about “ Syndicalism ”, there 
arises the old, traditional, and for our purposes unsuitable, concept. 
I t is advisable, therefore, in German, to avoid the expression and 
to speak of “ Workers’ Ownership ” instead. To describe the process 
o f “ Syndicalisation ” , it would therefore perhaps be better to speak 
of “  transfer o f the enterprise to Workers’ Ownership ” .

To the questions I put to him in the February issue Sir Oswald 
has given direct and constructive replies. To some of his statements 
the following thoughts might be outlined :—

1. “  The equity of the business would belong to the workers on 
the owner’s retirement. His compensation would be equivalent to a 
debenture interest, preferably with a sinking fund.” It would be 
interesting to  have the opinions of German and other European 
employers on this subject. From the financial point o f view, that is 
to say in respect o f the capital market, it is difficult to make a clear

* New Objectives fo r Employers, J. Winschuh in Die Aussprache. Publisher: 
Arbeitsgemeinschaft selbsttandiger Unternehmen, Bonn am Rhein, 2, Jahrgang, 
No. 3, March, 1952.
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picture of the arrangements, which would win the consent of the 
owner who is to be compensated. If one wishes to make progress in 
this respect, it can only be through the proposals and suggestions of 
the retiring founder.

2. " . . .  the annual charge of the compensation paid (b) should 
be equivalent to the prevailing rate of interest (a) on debentures 
secured on such an enterprise. The difference (e) between the rate of 
interest on debenture ( / )  and on the equity interest (d) would 
accrue to the workers, in addition to their wages, (c).” .

If there has been here no error in the translation of the English 
text, one might build up the following scheme (making use of the 
letters given above in the text to help a clear picture).

(a) Rate of interest for the compensation .......................... 5%
(b) Compensation for the founder, 5 % of 1,000,000 DM—

50,000 DM
(c) Collective wages of the workers . .  5,000,000 DM
(d) Rate ofretum  on c a p i t a l .................................................. 12%
(e) Difference payable to the workers .......................... 7%
(/)  Assuming this capital to be 3,000,000 DM this 7%

would bring i n .......................... 210,000 DM
A final picture would in any case only be possible after any possible 

correction on the part of Sir Oswald.
3. “ I do regard the workers in syndicalised industries as 

responsible for finding the necessary working capital, and can see 
no reason why they should not find it from the savings of the people 
if the industries were efficiently conducted.”

Mosley’s view of the financial capacity of the workers to take 
over responsibility for the concern of which they have become the 
heirs would seem to be as follows :—

The building-up of reserves on the part of the workers shall begin 
as soon as possible, that is to say as soon as the profits of the con
cern permit it. Year after year the balance of workers’ savings must 
increase, in accord with the profitable working of the enterprise. 
These savings, in as far as they are not paid out as compensation 
through the early death or resignation of the founder, will form the 
new working capital, as is now the case with reserve funds. They 
thus operate from the beginning as the working capital o f the 
concern, as soon as it passes into their hands. I t would be interesting 
to hear, at this point, the opinion of a worker or of a Trade Unionist. 
The ideology that Mosley offers can only attain practical develop
ment if the workers take it to their hearts.
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Whether, in fact, the savings of the workers in such a reserve 
fund would be sufficient to provide the “ necessary ” new working 
capital remains to be seen—Mosley assumes that it will. Perhaps 
he knows from his own experience of an example—with the neces
sary figures ? Also, the attitude of a German or other European 
employer or economist would be useful.

4. “ In the case of the compensation to the original owner . . .  
he would be compensated by an annual charge equivalent to the 
interest on debentures."

What is meant here is by no means clear. Is it proposed that the 
savings o f the workers, already mentioned, are to be transferred into 
Shares or interest-bearing Debentures ? Clarity on this point 
would be valuable.

5. “  He (the founder) could of course sell this annual charge on 
the open m arket.. . . ” No doubt this can be done in Britain. In 
Germany this would only be possible by means of interest-bearing 
annuities, for which there would scarcely be any demand in the 
capital market. Perhaps some insurance company might express an 
opinion ?

6. " . . .  if the industry fails the debenture holders can foreclose 
and the industry then reverts to private enterprise. That is the 
difference between . . .  the socialism of the nineteenth and twentieth 
centuries.”

Here is by no means clear how the calling in of a mortgage can 
result in its payment. Is it meant that the mortgage owners could 
bring about a  forced sale of the assets ? Or is it thought that the 
original, but in the meantime compensated founder of the concern, 
can buy back his business, in order not to lose his Debentures ? 
Perhaps Sir Oswald will clarify his position on this point ?

Sir Oswald writes that in all the Western countries the great 
majority of the workers are quite satisfied with the conditions of 
economic progress, which have arisen owing to the necessity of 
reconstruction in the post-war period, and to the rearmament which 
has taken place (owing to the clumsy Soviet foreign policy). From 
the German point o f view it might well be said, that the consequences 
of the contentious German rearmament still lie for us in the future.

He goes on to speak of the responsibility o f leading political 
minds to think over this phase of development, and we agree with 
him. This is all the more the case, as “ . . .  the point (must come) 
when the demand of post-war reconstruction is satisfied and arma
ment increases have at least levelled out to more normal condi-
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tions.” So far—so good. But then Mosley, in my opinion, goes too 
far beyond the concept of Workers’ Ownership when he says :—

“ . . .  intensive competition between rival capitalist powers for 
an inadequate world market will then render necessary both a  wider 
living room for the European peoples and a new social organism for 
the disillusioned workers. We must therefore have ready for them a 
clear-cut idea both of the new Europe and of the new social and 
industrial organisation.”

One cannot read this statement without a certain concern. These 
misgivings are directed less against the statement in detail, as against 
the realisation of European Socialism and Workers’ Ownership in 
general. Certainly the capitalist powers are rivals. That has always 
been the case, as competition enlivens trade. But this form of rivalry 
is no monopoly of Capitalism. Is not the Soviet Union the greatest 
rival of all in the sphere of rearmament ? Certainly capitalist 
competition is hotly contended : wars have already been fought on 
that account. But should one bring such matters before the readers 
of this Journal and those interested in European Socialism at the 
present time ? Is that not a later task ? In accordance with a German 
proverb, one should not take the second step until one has com
pleted the first.

The matter of “ an inadequate world market ” is for Germans 
a somewhat embarrassing subject. Germany also once had colonies, 
but had to make her way to her own destiny without overseas 
possessions. We were a people without space, and now the spiritual 
and economic distress of the Soviet Zone forces hundreds o f thou
sands continually into the over-populated rump of Germany. I 
believe that one should leave these matters on one side when con
sidering the question of Workers’ Ownership—at least as far as 
Germany is concerned.

ERICH PITHE
Reichsbankdircktor a/d
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n

THE IDEA “ European Socialism ” deserves consideration 
only if :

Firstly, it brings about a harmonious co-ordination of individuals 
within an independent society and grants conditions suitable to 
their healthy development.

Secondly, it recognises the special attributes of the European 
peoples, as these have been developed through heredity and the 
processes of history.

Thirdly, it ensures incentive and space for creative enterprise, 
and at the same time assures the harmonious co-ordination of 
society so that the fruits of industry are distributed in accordance 
with service.

Fourthly, its objective is a general development, strengthening 
and ennoblement of society.

I t is important to note that a social order is only partially a 
state of law, as opinion and custom are equally important. 
Legal measures alone are not enough to create a social order, 
education to a state of mind is required to secure its stability.

Further, it must be realised that any sort of real order can only 
be brought about and maintained when the society in question 
is independent, and thus in a position to protect itself against 
subjection by foreign influences, with the possibility of directing 
its activities to its own well-being.

Fundamental is the view that economics are only a part of the 
life of society, together with culture and politics in the narrower 
meaning of these words, and that the study of these activities is 
at least as important as economics. The economic condition 
of society depends upon the cultural and political conditions, 
just as these are influenced by economic conditions.

It is necessary to understand that it is not merely production
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and profit, but the value of the goods produced, and the services 
offered, that are the purpose of the economy. The value of such 
goods is, after all, a form of spiritual ownership. For this reason 
production is pointless, unless there is enough leisure and culture 
to use it to advantage.

Also it must be realised that mankind can be destroyed not 
only by a scarcity of goods, but also through physical and mental 
overeating. For this reason the objective should not be the highest 
production, but the best co-ordination of production and 
consumption in a healthy economy.

A really social society must above all consider the coming 
generation, and must therefore realise that unlimited production 
and extravagance are robbery of the treasures of nature and of 
the efforts of the producers, and that they are a crime against 
future generations, which will lack what we now throw away in 
order to maintain profits.

Profit is the least worthy of all motives, by spiritual standards. 
From the importance which is attributed to it in the capitalist 
economy we can measure the depths to which this attitude of 
mind has led us.

Advertisement, as a means of bringing about excessive con
sumption, is the cause of extravagance and exhaustion of resources 
— except occasionally, when it brings formerly neglected resources 
into circulation.

Trade is only necessary when it eases the way from the producer 
to the consumer. It is parasitic when it makes this way more 
difficult.

The highest value of work does not lie in profit, but in the 
maturity of bodily and spiritual powers in the workers. With 
the advance of technical skill, however, the possibilities of personal 
development through economically efficient industrial work are 
reduced ; it is therefore necessary that men should devote time 
and energy to other creative effort. Non-industrial work, or 
hobbies, would supply this need.

The economy requires capital for the further development of 
production along more advanced .technical lines, that is to say, 
the investment of goods which have not yet been consumed. 
Waste of capital is just as damaging as waste of manpower.

Justice demands that everyone should have the opportunity 
to take part in the production of goods and the creation of cultural
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values, and each must receive the share which is commensurate 
with the value of his services.

Private enterprise, and willingness to take risks, are character
istics of the European man. State security from the cradle to 
the grave — which incidentally can never be given — would be 
his downfall.

No more goods can be consumed than are produced. The 
free, responsible man is more efficient than the slave, more than 
the state-slave. There can be no economy without freedom.

Mankind is free when it possesses what it needs. There can 
be no true freedom without ownership.

Marx — quite rightly — raised the complaint that the owner
less, the proletariat, were not free, and were the victims of the 
capitalists. But what conclusion did he draw from this ? That 
through elimination of ownership no one should own property, 
thus making all men slaves.

A real socialism must have, as its objective, to make everyone 
an owner of property.

KONRADIN

(These articles translated from  NATION EUROPA)
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THE PROBLEM OF POWER: 
GOVERNMENT of TOMORROW

by SIR OSWALD MOSLEY
Fascism and the old Democracy will both pass because neither is 
adequate to the facts o f a new age. The mind and spirit o f  the 
European goes beyond them to a new thesis o f life. Already the 
thought and the act o f the future take shape. We reconcile the old 
conflicts and begin to achieve, to-day in thought and to-morrow in 
deed, the union o f authority with liberty, action with tlwught, decision 
with discussion, power with responsibility, vigour with duty, strength 
with kindness, and service o f the people with the attainment o f  ever 
higher forms o f life.

AN WE COMBINE the ability to act rapidly, which the
people require from their government in a period of change 

and crisis, with the individual liberty which the people rightly 
require in their private lives ? If we can, we achieve the system of 
government which we all desire. Let us first try to clear away 
some confusions. There can never again be any question of dic
tatorship — in the sense of investing any individual with anything 
approaching sole power — within an European system. Any form 
of European government must have the character of an dquipe, 
a team which acts together without any pre-eminent individual, 
in this case without even a captain. Apart from many other 
considerations, it is sufficient reason that the jealousies between 
the European peoples are so great that it is difficult enough to  get 
them to act together at all (like the doomed Greek states in that 
civilisation of genius), without any question of elevating a national

The European Situation — 1950.
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of some particular country to command over the others. But, 
in practice, this can work out very well. As in all other human 
affairs, where men have to work together, the ablest, whoever they 
are, tend in time to acquire the influence their qualities deserve. 
This occurs more rapidly in time of crisis, when decision is difficult 
and responsibility is heavy. There is always room at the top, 
when it is a mast-top on a very stormy n ig h t; the competition 
diminishes as the storm mounts. On the other hand there is quite 
a jostle for the mayor’s parlour, and the command of the annual 
bunfight, when the free drinks are going round on the ratepayer. 
In time of crisis men of character emerge to power because they are 
ready to take responsibility, and men of intellect tend to keep power 
because, on a  series of testing occasions, they prove to be right. 
In practice this is how men acquire the influence with eminent 
colleagues, and with the mass of the people, which, in fact, gives 
them power. Again and again they are steady and resolute when 
others are shaken, and the probe of experience proves them more 
frequently than most men to be righ t They win power because 
the chief men in a movement, or in a government, consequently 
believe that, on similar occasions, they are more likely than not to 
be right, to keep their nerve, and to act vigorously. Confidence 
thus slowly acquired among the distinguished, and among the mass 
of the people, is the factor which confers power on an individual. 
And, if we part from the illusions of propaganda, there is no other 
way any man can win the influence which is power in the modern 
state. He may so develop in the daily work of a government faced 
with arduous responsibilities, or in the long struggle of a revolutionary 
movement which is finally accorded power by the vote of the people ; 
in either case, his position and influence is reached through a practice 
of being more often right than wrong, and a capacity for calm, 
but decisive action which is repeatedly proven. And can we deny 
that this is the best way, to emerge by a natural testing to the 
exercise of power ? It is not a  process which need, or should, 
have anything to do with the actions that are popularly conceived 
as dictatorship, and are deeply wrong. Dictatorship, or tyranny, 

the use of power to repress opposition and to deprive people 
you dislike, or find to be a nuisance, of their individual liberty. 
This can be, and has been, done in systems described as democratic, 
just as much as in systems described as totalitarian ; the only 
difference in kind, if not in degree, resides in the excuse. Some 
wanted such powers only for purposes of war, to defend or to destroy:
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others wanted such powers, also, for purposes of peace, to create 
or to build. So the democrats needed the excuse of war, while 
the totalitarians found the emergencies of peace to be sufficient 
excuse ; both were wrong. For it is at this point that we can 
clearly define the difference between liberty and tyranny. It is 
tyranny if a man is imprisoned, or maltreated, without trial, or by 
retrospective law. I pledged myself before the war that, under 
any government for which I had any responsibility, there would be 
no imprisonment without trial, and I was not persuaded to  ask for 
release from that pledge by later experiencing this outrage for 
myself. It is not only a crime against the very basis of individual 
liberty ; it is also a public confession of the incompetence or 
cowardice of a government. A government is incompetent which 
cannot frame, and persuade the people to pass, laws giving it all 
the authority necessary to carry out its duties. A government is 
cowardly which knows the powers it requires, but dare not ask 
for them until it can filch them in a moment of popular fury or 
panic ; it is in the position of a man who dares not fight his op
ponent, but awaits a chance to assassinate him.

In the extreme case of war, or of some great emergency of peace, 
it is utterly wrong to put the opposition in gaol by some hasty 
regulation, stating that you think they may be a  danger to  you, 
because they did something which you disapproved, but which was 
perfectly legal at the time it was done, some years before. Such 
procedure combines all the worst vices of arbitrary imprisonment 
with the retrospective pursuit of private vengeance ; it was the 
practice of British government in the late war. On the other hand, 
it is at least arguable that at a  General Election the government 
should ask the people by their vote to confer on them power to 
declare an emergency for a limited period, and to pass clearly 
defined laws enabling them to bring all political conflict to an end, 
and to hold all citizens at the disposal o f the nation for such a 
severely limited period. I t would be a  necessary safeguard that, 
in this event, an election should always be held at the end of the 
specified time, to confirm or condemn the action of the governm ent; 
certainly if any extension of the period should be required. Such 
a procedure would be clean, sensible, subject to the power of law 
and directly conferred by the people’s will. The present practice 
of suspending the Habeas Corpus Act when panic is sufficient, is 
squalid, ignoble, a breach of our basic law, and a trickery of the 
people who have been promised freedom. Whether such reserve
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powers as those here suggested should ever be necessary can be a 
subject for debate and ultimate decision by the people’s vote. 
We should at least now be able to  agree, as first principles, that no 
one should be imprisoned without trial, and that no law should be 
retrospective ; it is as bad to try a man for something which was 
legal at the time he did it, as to hold him in prison without any 
trial at all. If we can agree these simple principles, we shall 
eliminate from the future the great crimes of tyranny, overt and 
covert, that have afflicted the immediate past.

There is a fundamental distinction between the abuse of power 
to infringe individual liberty and the use of power to implement 
the people’s w ill; yet abuse and use are often confused. The 
old liberal cliches concerning the corruption of power can be 
extended from a just indictment of tyranny to a thesis so unreason
able that it causes the paralysis of the state ; all power, even for 
the most beneficial ends, can become suspect. Yet without power 
the modern state cannot survive, and, a fortiori, any ordered 
movement to any higher form of existence cannot occur. It is 
too late to speculate on how agreeable the world might be without 
power, things have gone too far. There was something to be said 
for the philosophy of Gandhi, if you were prepared to live like 
Gandhi. A  world in which men were ready to live on a bowl of 
rice, or a  few home-grown vegetables, with a spinning-wheel for 
home-made clothes, without heat, light or communications more 
complex than the product of individual effort, could purchase the 
freedom of anarchy at the expense of an extreme simplicity of life. 
But men are not prepared so to live, and, in any case, there are now 
too many of them in the world to make the experiment practical. 
So power has to be entrusted to some men, somewhere, on some 
conditions, or life comes to an end. There is much to be said 
for never leaving the ground in an aeroplane, but there is nothing 
to  be said for going up in the aeroplane and, at a height of ten 
thousand feet, deciding to strap up the pilot and leave the aeroplane 
to  fly and land itself. It is unwise to do it even if you think the 
pilot is being too authoritative, even if you have clear reasons to 
believe he is not very competent, even if you can cite numerous 
cases o f pilots crashing aeroplanes and killing the occupants : 
when all this is said, and proved, you still have a better chance to 
land safely if  the pilot’s hands are free than if he is tied up. Once 
you are down again you can change him, if you wish (and you would 
be well advised, after some bad experience, to see that pilots in
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future are properly trained for their work), but, when all is said and 
done, the fact remains that a machine so modern and so complex 
as an aeroplane cannot be flown without a pilot. You have to 
recognise that fact or spend the rest of your life on the ground. 
The lesson in terms of modern society is that we cannot get rid of 
power ; the most that we can hope is to make men fit for 
power, a problem with which Plato was so gravely, and still help
fully, exercised, so long ago. It should be possible for the world 
of the future to ensure that men are properly trained for power ; 
to define with more precision the terms within which power 
may be employed, and to devise more effective machinery both for 
its exercise and its check. This article is a  preliminary attempt, 
in a new age of new facts, to provide a basis for the discussion 
of such a  system.

The ideas of those who think as we do have certainly developed 
greatly since the war. They have, also, changed where past errors 
can be recognised. A man who lives a lifetime without changing 
any opinion has learnt nothing, and a man who lives a lifetime 
without learning anything is simply a  fool. We leave to  the 
gentlemen responsible for the present condition of the world the 
comfortable belief that they have made no past mistakes from which 
to learn.

In the light of experience it appears that the total idea of the 
totalitarian state should be abandoned. Like so many things 
before the war, it became a term of abuse and lacked clear definition. 
But for practical purposes it may be defined as a state in which 
only one party exists, and controls every other institution of the 
state. In England we did not admit before the war to  being a 
totalitarian party because, unlike some movements on the continent, 
we providedfor the possibility of our defeat and dismissal. Under the
proposed constitution of that time the life of the government had to be 
submitted to a vote of the whole people at shorter intervals than the 
life of present parliaments, and, in the event o f a government 
defeat, it remained the function of the Crown to send for other 
ministers whose position could be tested at a fresh vote. But we 
intended deliberately to bring all party warfare to an end ; alterna
tive ministers could, therefore, only be chosen from men who had 
become eminent by other methods than the conduct o f political 
parties. There was, and is, much to  be said against the immense 
waste of time, and distraction of national effort, which is inherent 
in party warfare, but, on the other hand, enough evidence now
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exists o f the abuses to which a one party system can lead, to make 
it clearly right to discard from our theory and practice the last 
traces of totalitarianism. There should be complete freedom for 
other parties to exist, and to enter the field as a political alternative, 
when the people vote for their government. But I would suggest 
that there should be a close season for party warfare in between 
elections. Neither government nor opposition parties should be 
free, in a perpetual campaign, to turn national life into a party 
dogfight. A  period of a month or two before an election should 
be quite enough for rival parties to state their case to an adult 
electorate, which has probably already made up its mind on the 
record of the government.

We suggest a  parliament elected on an occupational and not a 
geographical franchise ; party warfare would automatically cease 
to exist in an assembly elected on completely different lines. As 
for controversy in the press, 1 would suggest a  completely free press 
subject to one new condition ; any individual or institution — 
including the government — which was attacked in a newspaper, 
should be given, by law, the right to equal space in that paper for 
reply. This would in most cases reduce time-wasting and de
structive controversy in the press to a minimum, as few newspaper 
owners would care very often to open their columns for their 
victims to say anything they liked in reply. In the case of an able 
and open-minded proprietor, who felt capable of coping with, and 
enjoying, such a situation, it might lead to much brighter news
papers ; but on the whole it would tend to squeeze the nonsense, 
unfairness, and untruth out of the press very quickly.

It will be seen from the above suggestions that we have travelled 
very far beyond our pre-war position, have greatly developed 
and, where necessary, drastically changed it in the light of experience. 
I t  is necessary for us all to make a real new effort to combine the 
power to act as the people wish with a truly scrupulous preservation 
of personal liberty. In our hurry to serve the people with the 
action they desired, in a period where action was clearly necessary, 
we fell into some errors which could lead to the abuse of power; even 
rapid action in such conditions can be too dearly bought. Nothing is 
more difficult than to  devise a  system of government which combines 
the power to act that the modern age requires, with a meticulous 
regard for individual liberty. It requires the contributions, both 
critical and constructive, o f many minds for its full development 
As a basis for discussion, I suggest the following summary.

25



The EUROPEAN

(1) . Government should rest on the direct vote of the people 
given at intervals not longer than three years. Other parties should 
be free to contest these elections, but not to conduct any campaign 
except in the two months preceding the election. The government 
in power should be responsible for foreign affairs, defence, 
order, finance and science. It should also have the power to 
initiate legislation in parliament.

(2) . Parliaments should be elected on an occupational and 
not on a geographical franchise, with the object of securing 
a practical and not a political assembly. Power in all social 
questions should rest with parliament, subject to the right of 
government to initiate legislation, and to check legislation by the 
refusal to finance. In the event o f the necessary funds being 
refused, the parliament would have no direct redress against the 
government. On the other hand, parliament could thoroughly 
publicise the matter ; consequently, any party would be free to take 
up the point at the next election, and, thereby, to secure the defeat of 
the government, if the people agreed with it.

(3) . The judiciary would be entirely free and independent 
of government, andjjwould administer laws, which, within then- 
defined spheres, would be' passed by government and parliament 
respectively. Its present position and prestige would not only 
be preserved but extended and enhanced. I  would also suggest 
that a new branch of the judiciary should be constituted, and 
invested with powers which do not exist to-day. The first power 
would be to examine at any time, and anywhere, any possible 
corruption in government, and to publish findings if such corruption 
existed ; it would, of course, be possible for the government to 
reply, and the people could judge between government and 
judiciary and vote accordingly. The second power would be 
continually to examine new ideas and to submit findings upon 
them to the government. In the event of the government refusing 
to implement an approved idea, the judiciary could publish the 
facts to the public ; the government would then be free to reply 
giving its point of view. Such ideas in a technical age of ever- 
increasing complexity are best discussed by experts in the judicial 
atmosphere of a law co u rt: the proposer, critic, assessor procedure 
of my book The Alternative might provide some basis for 
consideration.

(4) . The press should be quite free; but anyone attacked 
— whether individual, institution, government or party — should
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have equal space to reply.
(5) . The trade unions should have the constructive task of 

co-operating with government in progressively raising wages over 
the whole field of industry, as, and when, science increased the 
power to produce. They would have not a lesser, but' a greater, 
position and status than they have to-day. References to the 
trade unions as another “ estate of the realm ”, would, in our 
proposals, cease to be only a phrase and become a fact.

(6) . Science and governmentjjshouldjbecome more and more 
as one. Statesmen and scientists should live and work together in 
this age as the statesmen of the renaissance lived and worked with 
artists. As society develops they should become more and more 
interchangeable. The men of the future should be part statesmen, 
part scientists.

The position of the Crown is not discussed ; because it is 
unaffected by these proposals.

I t will be seen that in this system we attempt, by clear definition 
of function, both to prevent the paralysis which sometimes arises 
in America during a conflict between government and legislature, 
and to prevent the time-wasting abuses of the perpetual party 
warfare in our present British parliament. The aim is, in our 
popular slogan, to give everyone a job to do and give him a chance 
to do it. In the crude terms of my old platform gibe we are hot 
attracted by the concept of paying one man £10,000 a year to do 
a job, and another man £2,000 a year to stop him doing it — as 
in government and opposition procedure in our present House 
of Commons. Equally it seems to us a grave danger to the modern 
state, in a rapidly changing situation, if a paralysis can occur in 
government, as the American procedure permits. So we seek 
clearly to divide functions, while securing every possible check 
and safeguard to preserve individual liberty and to prevent the 
abuse of power ; if more and better means can be devised to guard 
these essentials, we should welcome them.

A clear division of function, of course, involves some radical 
departures from existing practice; for instance, full power of 
taxation and expenditure in the hands of the executive means a 
big change in tradition and outlook. The proposal cannot simply 
be defeated with the old slogan : “ no taxation without representa
tio n ” . For the people would certainly be represented by a 
government which they had selected by their votes from among 
several parties at a general election. On the other hand the method
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has clear merits, which deserve some consideration, The time- 
wasting wrangle over finance each year, on purely party lines, 
would be eliminated, and the energies of many good men in 
government, and outside, would be freed for more constructive 
tasks. The possibility of financial abuse would be more effectively 
checked by the power of the judiciary to examine in detail what 
was going on, and its further power to report, if necessary, to the 
people. Also, the whole question of finance would be lifted right 
out of the sphere of interest lobbying and undercover intrigue, 
which is bound to exist as long as it remains a parliamentary 
matter. If  it is the sole responsibility of the executive, the people 
will judge by their votes on the final record of the government 
as a whole, and both the pressure of interests and the delays of 
irrelevant discussion will be prevented. I nevertheless suggest 
that all the chief ministers should be subject to parliamentary 
questions, at least once a week, for one hour, on any subject; 
any man who knows his job should be ready to face that process 
and, in fact, men who are expert in the art of answering questions, 
after long practice, find the procedure so enjoyable and stimulating 
that it becomes a vice almost as pleasurable as alcohol to its 
victims. The trouble is usually to get the old boys to shut up, 
not to open up ; a  government of action must beware of the 
joys of verbosity.

Order in the hands of the executive presents no great departure ; 
for all practical purposes it so resides to-day. I f  government 
made laws relating to order which abused power and infringed 
individual liberty, it would rightly anticipate short shrift at the 
next election ; there is no point on which it is, and would always 
be, so sensitive to public opinion. An absolute constitutional 
safeguard should be provided, as already suggested, against law 
which provided for imprisonment without trial, or was retrospective 
in effect; the judiciary should have authority to quash any such 
law.

Defence and foreign affairs are also, if we split no hairs, in the 
hands of the executive to-day ; mistakes in this region could be 
dealt with by the electorate, as they are now.

A parliament elected occupationally would be concerned with 
all the detailed complexity of modem state and industry. Expert 
subjects could be seriously discussed and decided by experts. 
Slapstick would yield to the yardstick of scientific thinking. Would 
it really be so much loss ? For anyone who enjoys the fun, the
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proposed public questioning of all responsible ministers would 
provide more than enough of the old-fashioned fare. On the 
other^hand the form and work of parliament'would become modem. 
The geographical franchise dates from the period when agriculture 
was the only occupation. The occupational franchise simply 
brings the franchise up to date. We can, consequently, have some 
hope that parliamentary discussion and decision will, also, come 
up to date.

Some people may be alarmed by such an extension of the 
powers o f the judiciary. This seems necessary if we are to give 
a  government power to act, while carefully maintaining individual 
liberty and preventing the abuse of power. It may, also, seem 
fantastic that anything approaching a new idea could emerge from 
the procedure of a law court. For this purpose we clearly need 
a. new branch of the judiciary acting on a new principle ; it must be 
imbued more by the urgency of a persisting dynamism in an age 
of continual change, than by the necessarily static sense of justice 
which administers existing law. We need the clarity of the legal 
mind infused with the necessity of action ; a combination not 
outside the bounds of possibility. *The aim is to have new ideas 
discussed in an atmosphere where reason prevails and truth can 
emerge. Judges versed in the facts of the new age seem the people 
best fitted to sum up the discussion between those who propose 
and those who oppose new ideas. Their report would enable the 
executive to act on well considered facts. If  the executive refuse 
to act, when the facts indicated the necessity, the judges could again 
report to the people. Will real power then reside with judges, 
who will interfere with everything and intimidate weak executives ? 
The answer is, surely, no. The responsibility for action will clearly 
rest with the executive ; judges could report to the people, but 
not overrule the executive. Further, the executive will have the 
right to reply to any report by the judges to the people, and, in the 
executive will be men who are expert in the art of controversy. 
Judges dislike looking silly, and they are right, because to avoid 
looking foolish is a part of their metier ; they will not interfere 
unless they are on very sound ground, and their intervention will 
then be necessary. Their role will be both negative and positive ; 
their task will be not only to prevent corruption, abuse and scandal, 
but to stimulate new ideas. The object of the whole business is, 
of course, to cut out foolish cackle, to get serious matters considered 
seriously, and, consequently, to get things done on a true judgment

29



The EUROPEAN

of the facts.
It is desirable that the press should serve the people, with news, 

rather than the interests of the owners ; likewise the trade unions 
should serve the interests of their members ; rather than the 
politics of their leaders. I t might be necessary to add to  the press 
proposals a  provision for prosecution if it could be proved that a 
newspaper had deliberately published something which it knew to 
be untrue ; but it is preferable to reduce such restrictions to a 
minimum, and the right of a maligned individual or institution to 
reply should be sufficient. The press might be compensated in 
some degree for this irk by some modification of the present too 
restrictive law of libel, which tends to prevent free discussion. 
We want discussion to have the utmost freedom, provided it does 
not waste too much time in an age in which decision and action 
are vital. Let us provide every facility for discussion of all 
subjects, and create a diversity of means for this purpose ; 
perhaps after all my old saying: “ everything should be
discussed, but only by those who understand at all the subject ” 
infringed liberty too much ! But let us preserve those responsible 
for action from ceaseless talk ; they must have some time 
for their creative tasks. For my part I like controversy,
because I think it always advances our cause. I never mind the 
other man having his say, because, rightly or wrongly, I  always 
feel that I  can find a complete answer, that the exchange will leave 
us not weaker but stronger. Some may think this confidence 
mistaken, or even arrogant, but I  feel it very strongly, and it has 
some basis in experience. Yet this is all very well when you are in 
opposition, and your task is to advance a  new cause. Those in 
government must be left some time for the work of government. 
That is why it is suggested therejshould be a close time for political 
controversy except at the election period. In between. elections, 
it would, of course, be necessary for the government to explain 
directly to the people over radio and television what they were 
doing. In fact, it would be necessary much more frequently than 
at present for a government which acted on my principle that “ the 
people should always know what the government is doing, and the 
government should always know what the people are thinking ” , 
On such occasions it would seem fair that all opposing parties should 
have the right of criticism over the same medium, and that the 
government should have the right of reply, if it desired.

In this short article it has been necessary to cover much ground
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in a very cursory survey. The argument and the proposals are 
necessarily compressed and baldly stated. But I hope enough 
has been said to make clear their meaning and purpose. In any 
case they can form a basis for the discussion we welcome. The 
object is clearly to combine the system of rapid action which the 
present age requires, with the full maintenance of individual liberty 
and every possible check against the abuse of power. It remains 
true that the only means to a free individual life, and to the full 
development of the human personality, is the creation of a system 
which gives leisure and a higher standard of life ; this requires 
drastic and continuing action by government in modern conditions. 
I t is equally necessary to preserve the right of the individual to use 
these resources as he wishes, and, by using his vote, to participate 
in the direction and control of the whole. We believe this system 
to be the true democracy, because it enables the collective will of 
the people to be carried out, without the infringement of the 
individual’s liberty. We believe that the mass of the people, if 
they are not deceived by artifice or confusion, and if they can 
learn the facts as they are revealed by a calm and ever developing 
vision of truth, will always will the good.
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OLD RUSSIA AND NEW CHINA
G renzen der So ivje tm acht, Wilhelm Starlinger, Holzner Verlag, 

Wurzburg.

A m erica n  in R ttssia ,*  Harrison E. Salisbury, Harper Brothers, 
New York.

No Flies in China, G. S. Gale, Allen & Unwin, 15s.

A GERMAN, an American, and an Englishman, have written 
these books within the last few m onths; they can 

conveniently be reviewed together, different though they are, 
because they all contain eye witness accounts of Soviet Russia. 
Dr. Starlinger describes nine years spent in Russian prisons and 
concentration camps ; his book is the most serious of the three, 
though Mr. Salisbury, with the trained eye of the journalist who 
misses nothing (or, at any rate, nothing superficial,) is well worth 
reading, and even frivolous, splenetic Mr. Gale has a  contribution 
to make.

Dr. Starlinger is a Konigsberg doctor who was arrested in 1945 
and released in 1954. At the end of the war he was at first permitted 
by the Russians to organise a hospital at Konigsberg, full to 
overflowing with typhus patients, but after a few months they 
arrested him and sent him to Russia.

The first part of his book describes life in a big town (Konigsberg) 
where everything has been bombed to pieces — where the drains 
are smashed, and the water mains out of action ; where food 
and medical supplies are almost non-existent ; where there is 
neither electricity, gas nor fuel. (Perhaps the moral, for those 
who wish to survive the next war, is to live in the country, with 
an earth closet, near a spring of clean water and a well stocked

"Published in England by Messrs. Macmillan with the title Stalin's Russia 
and After,
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vegetable garden.) Dr. Starlinger writes with admirable calm 
and objectivity o f his captors and of the incredible hardships he 
has endured at their hands, such as a journey lasting seven days 
and nights shut up in a railway prison cage truck of eight cubic 
metres, designed to hold six men but in which he was confined 
with twenty-six others.

After one or two prisons he was sent to a camp where there 
were many educated Russians : intellectuals, politicians and 
generals, the survivors of various purges. Here he learned to 
know them in an intimate way such as no foreigner, outside a 
concentration camp, could hope to do. Mr. Salisbury, after 
five years in Moscow, says that he had not a single Russian friend ; 
he hardly even had an acquaintance, for so much as to pass the 
time of day with a foreigner was an unhealthy proceeding for a 
Russian, inviting the immediate intervention of the ubiquitous 
M.V.D. Dr. Starlinger, on the other hand, spent many years in 
closest proximity with the most articulate of Russians, the 
political prisoners.

Life in the prison camp was hard, grey, hopeless. Between 
two barricades of barbed wire was a no-mans-land, covered day 
and night by machine guns mounted in towers. To attempt to 
escape meant instant death by shooting. Curiously enough, 
Dr. Starlinger relates, although the prisoners often spoke of ways 
to  commit suicide when their existence seemed intolerably hard 
to bear, he never saw a man take this obvious way out of life.

Everything was discussed in the camp, including politics and 
religion, and happenings outside were quickly known to the inmates. 
Dr. Starlinger inside his concentration camp, and Mr. Salisbury 
living in Moscow and making lengthy journeys all over Russia 
dogged by M.V.D. men, both come to the same conclusion : the 
death o f Stalin, and to a lesser degree the fall of Beria, have 
altered everything in Russia. No one can calculate the extent 
o f the change, and it is even now too soon to draw optimistic 
conclusions, but there is no doubt the terror has lifted a little, 
the man in the street feels less afraid, life has become a shade 
more normal.

The most important result so far has been the release of many 
German prisoners, among them the author of Grenzen der 
Sowjetmacht. Usually when a man is released from a Russian 
prison or camp he is made to sign a paper promising not to speak 
or write of what he has seen inside. Dr. Starlinger was let out
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with no formalities of this kind, and so were many others with him.
Other results of the lightening of the atmosphere are small but 

numerous ; it is now permitted to take photographs of the 
Kremlin, tourists are once more allowed into Russia, a vast shop 
selling every description of consumer goods, from toys to televisions, 
has opened in Red Square — the biggest store in the world, say 
the Russians, who, like the Americans, admire hugeness for its 
own sake ; and, they could truthfully add, the most expensive.

Mr. Harrison Salisbury was Moscow correspondent of The 
New York Times for several years until September 1954. He 
travelled all over the country, including Siberia. Both he and 
Dr. Starlinger point out that life there is just about as disagreeable 
whether you are a prisoner or not. The slave workers very often 
have more to eat and warmer bedding than their “ free ” 
counterparts.

In the vast areas of permafrost everybody is miserable, the only 
consolation is the evening drunkenness, which brings brief oblivion. 
The cold light of June ushers in a thaw which is quickly followed 
by another long winter. Drains and water mains are an 
impossibility at those latitudes, where the soil is permanently 
frozen six inches beneath the surface. Mr. Salisbury gives a 
nightmarish description of Siberian towns ; again, so much worse 
than the country, as readers of Mme. Krupskaya’s life o f Lenin 
will agree. When she and Lenin were living in a Siberian penal 
settlement, before the first war, they had a hut to themselves and 
Lenin went out duck-shooting.

Dr. Starlinger, looking into the future, sees China occupying 
the position that Russia at present occupies vis a vis the West. 
He tells the following ancedote. When, in 1949, Mao won his 
war against Chiang Kai Shek, the most intelligent and well-informed 
prisoners were discussing the matter, and they agreed that it was 
the greatest victory for Russia and Communism to date. In the 
circle was an old Russian General whose views carried great 
weight among them. He sat silent. They urged him repeatedly 
to give his opinion about the triumph in China, and finally he 
got up saying : “ Yes, yes ; six hundred million men, and soon 
there’ll be more still — and then what ? ” and went out of the 
room. This was followed by> a long, silence : nobody had 
anything more to say. The General had served for many years 
in the Far East.

This is where Mr. Gale’s amusing little book comes in. He
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accompanied the Labour Party delegation to Russia and China 
last August as correspondent to the Manchester Guardian. They 
stayed a few days in Moscow, where (not having known it under 
the Stalin terror) Mr. Gale duly noted the drab drear, and M. 
Malenkov’s bunch of flowers for Dr. Edith, and then they all 
flew on to China.

The delegation, Mr. Attlee, Mr. Bevan, Mr. Morgan Phillips 
und genossen, may have been the knock-about turn he describes, 
but it remains in the background, for the press representatives 
seem to have been kept at arms length by everyone. Although 
he was only in China a month, Mr. Gale looked about him, and 
what he saw was a well-organised, unimaginably large country, 
most of whose six hundred million inhabitants are better off than 
they have ever been before, with more to eat, more to wear, and 
less disease. If  one per cent or so happen to be worse off, there 
are plenty of prisons and firing squads to take care of them, even 
though one per cent in this case means six million souls. The 
remaining five hundred and ninety-four million men and women 
are working hard for their country and Chairman Mao, and 
rapidly developing their industries, and having millions of healthy 
babies ; and it is not surprising that thoughtful Russians look 
at them with a certain apprehension.

Dr. Starlinger says : Russia is a Raum ohne Volk. China is 
rapidly becoming, despite its vastness, a Volk ohne Raum. He 
foresees the day when the West will have to protect Russia’s 
western frontier while she defends her eastern frontier against 
expanding China. This may be in the distant future, but he 
believes that it accounts in part for the ditente in Russian relations 
with the rest of Europe in recent months.

Of the three authors, he sees furthest and his book is the most 
important. Mr. Salisbury’s book is excellent journalism. If 
English readers feel inclined to put it down in disgust because 
of its tiresome style, I suggest they should read it (as an English 
poet once told me one should read Longfellow) with an American 
accent. This enables one to imagine that an American is telling 
a number o f interesting things, and the infelicities of language 
cease to irritate.

In conclusion, I quote from Mr. Gale :
“  I  see the need, the desirability, almost but not quite do I see 

. the categorical imperative of keeping at peace with Russia and
with China, and if we keep at peace with both of them then we
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all continue to exist, and if that means peaceful co-existence 
count me in. But in the current cant, that is not what peaceful 
co-existence means. That is cold war. Peaceful co-existence 
means more and more delegations, and by and large the delega
tions we send are full of pin-heads, woolly-heads, empty-heads 
and communists, and the ones we get back are full o f communists. 
I except from this the delegation itself” 

adds Mr. Gale politely, and he goes on :
“ It means cultural exchanges, and we send a bunch of liberal 
aesthetes and get back a bunch of communists. It means 
business talks, and we send very tough businessmen and get 
back communists. It means big international conferences, 
and we send politicians clinging to slender majorities, listening 
to the distant clamour or the public, and we get communists.”

And Mr. Harrison Salisbury has this to say :
“ Not, I thought, that they (the Russian government) had 

the slightest moral compunction against war or against attacking 
the United States. For Russia’s new rulers, like the dictator 
whom they replaced, were communists. I  did not believe that 
in ultimate goals they differed from Stalin and I  felt confident 
that they were just as cynical as he was about getting what they 
wanted.”
With all this Dr. Starlinger, no doubt, would agree. But 

(writing before Malenkov fell) he considers that the question of 
power is not yet settled, he shows how the lifting of the terror 
presents gigantic economic problems in a  country where the 
economy rested, so to speak, on terror ; and he thinks that 
Russia, with an eye on the new China, is very unlikely to  start 
a war with the West.

D.M.
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A PORTRAIT OF COLERIDGE
by D. S. SAVAGE

The Poems of S. T. Coleridge, edited by Morchard Bishop, 
Macdonald, 10s. 6d.

The Indifferent Horseman, A Life of S. T. Coleridge, Maurice 
Carpenter, Eiek Books, 25s.

IN THE FOREWORD to his edition of the Table Talk, Henry 
Nelson Coleridge, the poet’s nephew, briefly compares his uncle 

with the great Doctor Johnson. I  was reminded o f the comparison 
when reading Mr. Maurice Carpenter’s recent book on Coleridge. 
Of course, Coleridge was a milder, a subtler and a keener man ; 
but the resemblances go further than the owning of a common 
Christian name and a talent for literary criticism. Both men were 
physically unprepossessing ; both knew extreme illness and poverty, 
were irregular and untidy in their personal habits, omnivorous 
readers and infuriatingly procrastinating writers ; both, too, had a 
strong and miserable sense of their own sinfulness and of their need 
for a Saviour ; were sentimentally attached to women they could 
not hope to marry, and depended much upon the intimacies of a 
family circle not their own. And both, in later life, became sages, 
with followers who religiously recorded their conversation for 
posterity. Mr.' Carpenter quotes Coleridge’s own description of 
himself in a  ietter to Thelwell, written in his early twenties. “ My 
face, unless when animated by immediate eloquence, expresses great 
sloth, and great, indeed almost idiotic good-nature. ’Tis a mere 
carcass o f a face ; fat, flabby, and expressive chiefly of inexpression. 
Yet I am told that my eyes, eyebrows, and forehead are physio- 
gnomically good ; but of this the deponent knoweth not. As to my 
shape, ’tis a good shape enough if measured, but my gait is awkward,
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and the walk of the whole man indicates indolence capable o f  
energies. I am, and ever have been, a great reader, and have read 
almost everything—a library cormorant . . .  I cannot breathe 
through my nose, so my mouth, with sensual thick lips; is almost 
always open.” And so on. This is interesting, both for the picture 
of the outward Coleridge, and for the implicit revelation of the 
inner man, a curious and dispassionate observer of his own self 
and its workings, There is no vanity here. Self-knowledge, indeed, 
is the key to Coleridge’s mind. Know yourself, and you will come 
to know the world. But Coleridge was also painfully aware of the 
inadequacy of his own abstruse self-researches. He did not get on 
well with his wife, and eventually separated from her. While the 
couple were still together he wrote to Southey — and Mr. Carpenter 
quotes this too : “ Mrs. Coleridge’s mind has very little that is bad 
in i t ; it is an innocent mind ; but it is light and unimpressable) 
warm in anger, cold in sympathy, and in all disputes uniformly 
projects itself forth to recriminate, instead o f turning itself inward 
in silent self-questioning. Our virtues and our vices are exact 
antitheses. I so attentively watch my own nature that my worst 
self-delusion is complete self-knowledge, so mixed with intellectual 
complacency, that my quickness to see and readiness to acknowledge 
my faults is too often frustrated by the small pain which the sight of 
them gives me, and the consequent slowness to amend them.” One 
does not know whether to feel sorrier for Coleridge, or for his wife-

It is a curious thought, whether Coleridge would have proceeded 
so far in his “ abstruse research ” , which made of him one of the 
most acute and seminal philosophical minds of his century, if it 
had not been for this continuous disparity in his life between the 
ideal and the actual. Seldom can there have been a greater disparity 
between the soul of a man and the mere body, and Coleridge’s 
occasional employment of absurd pseudonyms such as “ Silas 
Tompkin Cumberbatch ” and “ Nehemiah Higginbotham ” , seems 
to mark his humorous acceptance of the fact. Few men of his 
mental and moral stature can have made such a complete mess of 
their practical lives. Yet the remarkable and the inspiring thing 
about Coleridge is not the heartbreak and the muddle but the way 
in which he rose superior to them and grew, spiritually, through 
them. Throughout his life he suffered from an obscure psycho
physical illness—Wordsworth described how on their early walks
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together in Somerset his frightful internal pain sometimes caused 
him to throw himself down and “ writhe like a worm upon the 
ground.” It was this suffering which drove him to opium. Yet in 
later life he admitted to an enquirer : “ My body and head appear 
to hold no connection ; the pain of my body, blessed be God, never 
reaches my mind.” And the same was true of his personal agonies 
and perplexities—there was some part of him which they did not 
touch : throughout his life there was an inner sweetness which never 
seems to have left him.

Mr. Carpenter, himself a poet, has written a fair-minded and read
able biography for the general reader which does succeed in building 
up a fairly lifelike picture of the man in his many aspects. I say 
that he builds up a picture, because that phrase most accurately 
describes his method and approach. Rather than beginning with a 
germinal and potentially comprehensive idea of Coleridge, an intui
tive insight into the man which is then filled out with, and illustrated 
by, the particular actions and events of his life, he adopts a particular 
and piecemeal approach, and never quite seems to bring his subject’s 
features into clear focus. Faced with the enigma of Coleridge’s 
multiple personality, he seems to be just a little at a loss ; and instead 
of following some line of psychological interpretation which would 
draw together the facts into a meaningful pattern, he attempts, so to 
say, to tease out a pattern as he goes along. And very occasionally 
he falls into factual inaccuracy, as when, writing of the wonderfully 
productive Wordsworthian year 1797 - 8, he makes the composition 
of Kubla Khan follow The Ancient Mariner and Christabel instead of 
preceding them—it was actually written in October or November 
1797, and not six months later.

What really seems to have impelled him to the writing of this 
study is his contemplation of Coleridge’s failure of inspiration as a 
poet in early middle life. He therefore follows this through, in the 
first half of the book, in what can only be described as a “ dramatic ’’ 
way, to its climax, the writing of the Ode to Dejection, Coleridge’s 
farewell to youth and poetry. However, although he arranges the 
scenery for this failure, this deflation, and manipulates the characters 
in the scene, convincingly enough, he still does not penetrate into its 
deep and obscure sources, and we remain unenlightened. He does, 
however, observe with some justice that Coleridge was all his life 
looking for the perfect community, and at one time was near to
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finding this with William and Dorothy Wordsworth. He makes an 
acute comment when he remarks that Sara Hutchinson, sister of 
Wordsworth’s wife-to-be, was the “ nearest relative to Wordsworth 
with whom he could legitimately fall in love.” And he gives its 
due importance to this anguished and frustrated love in Coleridge’s 
life, even if he does not see very deeply into its nature. In the second 
part of the book he gives up the attempt to tease out a  pattern and 
presents the facts in the more conventional manner o f literary 
biography.

The chief fault of Mr. Carpenter’s approach, then, is that it does 
not carry within itself a sufficiently rigorous and self-acting principle 
of selection. In any man’s life there are periods of more and of less 
intensity and significance, and incidents which do, and incidents 
which do not, light up momentarily and revealingly the essential 
nature of the man, and it is the biographer’s business to give its 
proper value to each. It is a fact that Coleridge as a young man went 
on a walking tour in Wales ; it is a fact that later he visited Germany 
in company with the Wordsworths ; but in themselves these facts 
are not important. What is important is the bearing the facts have 
upon the development of the man’s personality, or the extent to 
which they serve to reveal that personality in action. In spite o f his 
initially dramatic approach (which makes his first few chapters read 
almost too much like the scenario for a film or radio-feature) Mr. 
Carpenter sometimes forgets this, and frustrates the reader with 
insignificant detail. And there are even places where this detail 
drops into mere descriptive padding. But, to be fair, Mr. Carpenter 
does give us the facts, and they do eventually build up, as I have said 
into a recognisable and sympathetic portrait.

The widespread renewal of interest in Coleridge which Mr. 
Carpenter’s biography reflects is signalized by the appearance of a 
new edition of the complete poems in the well-printed Macdonald 
Illustrated Classics. This is a good plain text for the general reader, 
based on Coleridge’s own arrangement o f his poems published in 
1834, the year of his death, with the addition of three new sections. 
These are devoted respectively to the poems omitted by Coleridge ; 
to epigrams and fragments ; and to early versions of some of the 
great poems, including “ The Ancient Mariner ” as it first appeared 
in Lyrical Ballads. Mr. Morchard Bishop has done a good editorial 
job, and I have only one complaint. It concerns the great “ Dejec-
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tion ” ode,—a poem which, apart from its intrinsic beauty, is of very 
great autobiographical interest. It is the most personal of all 
Coleridge’s great poems, since it arose directly out of his domestic 
misery and his love for Sara Hutchinson, to whom it was addressed. 
I t  was so personal that Coleridge did not care to publish it in its 
original form : the version which most of us know is a very much 
shortened one, with a genteel “ Lady ” substituted for the impassion
ed “ Sara ” of the manuscript. Now in the year in which it was 
written, 1802, Coleridge sent a yet more bowdlerised “ public” 
version of it to the Morning Post. No Sara, no Lady even is address
ed, but a wholly misleading and fictitious male personage, one 
Edmund, “ . . .  brother and friend of my devoutest choice.” And it 
is this version which Mr. Bishop has chosen to include in his fourth 
section. Yet the original, the really thrilling “ Ode to Dejection ” 
was published in full only a year or two ago in the late Humphrey 
House’s little volume of Clark Lectures, and there seems no apparent 
reason why Mr. Bishop should not have used it. It is an omission 
which, perhaps, could be remedied in any future edition of these 
poems.
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BILLY GRAHAM IN PARIS
HE VELODROME d’Hiver is an enormous circus situated

in the factory-filled district west of the Eiffel Tower. As 
we went in, on a warm June evening, the smell of wild animals 
and damp straw hung in the air, although the place contained 
many thousand Christians and not a single lion.

All the best seats were already taken, and we climbed an iron 
stair to an upper balcony ; a hymn was being sung by choirs 
massed behind the platform. We stood above the steep bank 
of seats in the balcony, and could see both performers and 
audience.

Either side of the platform were a piano and a harmonium, 
between them a dozen or so men, in front a smaller, raised platform, 
tastefully draped in red and gold. Among the group of men was 
Mr. Billy Graham, fresh from his Scotch triumph and now for 
the first time trying his luck in Paris.

Two speakers in turn mounted the podium and addressed us 
in French. The first said that le docteur Beelee Grum had no 
financial backers. The loudspeakers blurred his voice and one 
could not hear much, though the name Beelee Grum recurred 
several times. The second introduced the boys in the ring — to 
my left the pianist, to my right the harmonium player, a singer — 
all Mr. Somebody or other from somewhere in America. Each 
rose from his seat when his name was called, but we had been 
warned not to applaud. We were then told to get ready for 
Dr. Beelee Grum’s MESSAGE, and people wandering about 
the hall were ordered to sit still and keep quiet (the wandering, 
in fact, went on the entire evening ; it appeared to have something 
to do with the loudspeaker arrangements).
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Another hymn, and Mr. Graham himself began to speak. I 
had never heard him before, and he was gravely handicapped by 
having to pause after each staccato sentence while the French 
pastor beside him translated his words, There was something 
unfairly comic about this proceeding. Mr. Graham, a well-set-up 
youngish man with guinea-gold hair like his predecessor Miss 
Aim6e Semple Macpherson’s, held out his hand with a book in 
i t :

“ You all know this book ; it’s the bible.”
The French pastor held out his hand with an identical book : 
“ Vous connaissez tous ce litr e ; c’est la bible."
“ You all know the bible is a good book.”
“ Vous savez tous que la bible est un bon livre."

A finger is pointed at the audience :
”  In the bible you will find an answer to every one of the problems 

in the world to-day.”
Another finger is pointed :

“  Dans la bible vous trouverez une solution pour tous les problemes 
dans le monde d’aujourd’hui.”
- Mr. Graham called for repentence, and told a story to illustrate 

the urgency of taking steps to be saved. An aeroplane on an 
airport is ready to take off for America. I have my ticket and 
my seat reservation. The passengers are being called, but I feel 
there is plenty of time. I go to the bar for a cup of coffee. While 
I am there the aeroplane leaves. I have missed the plane !

“ Vavion dicolle 1 J ’ai rati mon avion 1”
He told us to hurry along the path to heaven, warning us that 

God is not an old man with a white beard sitting on a cloud. 
One step along the path au del would be taken, if we came from 
our seats and stood humbly beneath the platform and dedicated 
our lives to God.

Surprisingly, hundreds of people did this, at first in twos and 
threes, then in a constant stream from all over the hall. While 
they left their seats and made their way to Mr. Graham the choir 
hummed celestial music. When all were assembled the rest of 
the audience was told to go and wait for friends outside the h a ll; 
meanwhile the self-elected were shepherded into a curtained-off 
space behind the platform, where they were presently joined by 
Mr. Graham.

From my high perch I could see everything. A prayer was 
said, and the speech began again, much as before. I had half

43



The EUROPEAN

hoped (since Mr. Graham 'is a Baptist) that he would lead them 
all into the Seine.

We left, passing at the exit a  man holding out a butter-fly net 
for money ; he looked like the button moulder in Peer Gynt.

Why did ten or twelve thousand people go to the Vel d ’Hiv ? 
Probably many, like myself, out of curiosity. Why did a thousand 
or more take the step on the road to heaven ? Heaven knows, 
is the answer. Some say that Protestant clergy bring their active 
workers, night after night, to be re-saved. There was a formidable 
advertising campaign; Mr. Graham’s face was launched on a 
thousand posters all over Paris. He has got a  pleasant voice, 
an agreeable appearance ; but all conviction, all passion, all 
interest were lacking. One does not go to a  revivalist meeting 
to hear theological argum ent; but perhaps a  gleam of new light
might be shed somewhere, a  train of thought s ta rted ......... If  the
Abbe Pierre is in the tradition of St. Vincent de Paul, is Mr. Graham 
a spiritual descendant of the seventeenth century puritans who 
crossed the Atlantic ? Can one imagine him, his golden locks 
shorn off, in a monk’s habit ? In my Father’s house are many 
mansions.........

Next day I saw in a newspaper that a London clergyman 
complained in his parish magazine :

“ If there have been thousands of decisions made, as there no 
doubt have been, where, on a Sunday, are all the people who 
have made these decisions ? ” The vicar says he admired 
Billy Graham, “ but I do not think his methods are the right 
ones and I think they may even, in the long run, be damaging 
to the cause of Christianity.”

Dr. Billy Graham, however, is not the first revivalist, nor, doubt
less, the last. His brand of evangelism is mild and harmless. 
There are no shakings or quakings, no hysterical cries such as one 
heard at Gipsy Smith’s meetings at Spurgeon’s Tabernacle. If  
Mr. Graham’s converts do not go to church after their conversion, 
nor would they dream of burning those who disagree with them. 
A pleasant Sunday evening is had by all.
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THEATRE IN LONDON
H E N RY IV  (Parts 1 and 2) Old Vic

by MICHAEL HARALD

I BECAME a bardolator at the age of ten or thereabouts, when 
the Complete Works quite literally took the place of my bible. 

The substitution was effected by an old man of eighty-five, a 
militant atheist and follower of Robert Blatchford, who flung 
my godmother’s gift into the Rochdale canal and pressed into 
my hand the entire dramatic and poetic output of William 
Shakespeare. “ May the bard bless you,” he murmured devoutly 
adding irrelevantly and unsurprisingly that he was not long for 
this life. I expressed my insincere regrets. “ Death,” he continued, 
“ as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all ; all shall die.” He drew 
me to him. “ Death is certain,” he repeated, his hands clasped 
on my head — “ all shall die.”

There is, to my way of thinking, no pathos to equal that engen
dered by a sententious old fool — eyes clouded with nostalgia, 
moist, red-veined and rheumy with eld — who wishes to impress 
on a younger person the truth of a truism and at the same time 
to convince himself. I  was so affected by the spectacle that the 
irony of it — rejecting the bible with one hand and clutching at 
a  biblical tag with the other — did not strike me. And anyway, 
that particular tag had been forever stamped, sealed and secularised 
by the most bewitching old fool in English drama : Justice Shallow, 
Esquire, in the second and best part of the play Henry IV.

I  find it hard to write of this play — of both parts, in fact — 
and to maintain the custom of studied moderation which Lewes, 
Archer and Shaw considered a prime essential of dramatic criticism. 
Impossible, even ; so what’s to be done ? “ The root of all 
right judgment in these things is absolute fidelity to your own 
personal relish and disrelish (C. E. Montague to my support 1). 
I relish them : the Henries, romantic gambles of Shakespeare’s
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middle period, are to me the apodictic apex of his genius. I 
would not trade Falstaff for half a  dozen Hamlets ; Shallow for 
a regiment of Othellos ; and you may take the entire repertoire 
o f Shakespearean heroines (save Rosalind and Imogen) for one 
Mistress Quickly (particularly if she is impersonated by Miss 
Rachel Roberts ; by far and away the best performance in the 
current Old Vic productions). I defy any honest man to watch — 
or better still, perhaps, to read— Act 111 Scene 2 of the second 
part of this play without recourse to his pocket-handkerchief. 
Here satiric observation runs riot ; the Gloucestershire orchard 
becomes an old man’s kindergarten ; the shapeless odds and 
ends of sentences coalesce to form at once a midsummer madness 
and a winter’s tale. Yet it is Autumn, and the leaves are falling ; 
and Shallow watches them with dim apprehensions of mortality 
stirring in his feeble old mind. “ Death is certain,” he informs 
cousin Silence, proving his point with sad satisfaction by reference 
to the demise of old acqaintances — “ all shall die.” Falstaff 
arrives on his way to the wars, and Shallow, making a welcome 
of indifference, flirts and frolics and blushes rosy as a schoolgirl 
at the knight’s weary half-confirmations of his goatish reminiscences :

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen that that 
this knight and I have seen ! — Ha, sir John, said 
I well ?

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, master Shallow.

And away he teeters to dinner, the old fribble, the “ forked radish ” , 
as Falstaff describes him later. The tension which relates words 
to meanings finally snaps ; the power o f speech deserts him a 
second later ; his zany felicity demands a cracked falsetto aria. 
“  Come, let’s to dinner ; come, let’s to dinner. Oh the days 
that we have seen ! — Come, come, come 1 ”

At the New Theatre in 1947 when this scene was acted by Messrs- 
Olivier (Shallow), Richardson (Falstaff) and Malleson (Silence)’ 
there was scarcely a dry eye to be seen in the gallery. The fact 
that nobody, to the best of my observation, so much as sniffled 
the other evening at the Vic is not, I think, to be explained by 
the circumstance that my seat this time was in  the stalls. The 
acting lacked both gusto (of paramount importance here) and 
technical competence. I may add that • the entire cast of both 
productions — with one or two exceptions — went about their
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business in a manner calculated to rid me for ever of my delusion 
that English acting is a skilled profession, worthy to be ranked 
with doctoring, dentistry, plumbing and authorship. Obviously 
it is not ; for the Old Vic, we are told, represents the summit of 
theatrical aspiration and achievement in this country. On this 
showing, acting requires and gets no more genuine skill than 
parliamentary politics. Mr. Douglas Seale staged the plays 
fussily within Miss Cruddas’s permanent set ; and this, I imagine, 
is all that the players and the public expect of a director these 
days : enough room to move in ; enough light to be seen by ; 
lots of chi-chi; and assuredly little or no interpretation.

But still, if you can see it and hear it — which I could — this 
350-year-old historical epic counts for more in a true balance- 
sheet than the sum total of all the actors and actresses who have ever 
appeared in the play. Nothing on this magnificent scale had 
been essayed before (No : not Henry VI ; nor can I seriously 
consider the historical fustian of alcohol-inflamed minor Eliza
bethans !), nothing has been attempted since. The only aspect 
of what Shaw called Shakespeare’s “ worldly phase ” which I 
myself find hard to stomach is personified here in Prince Hal — 
Henry V. The character is drawn neither objectively nor satirically, 
but admiringly : an English hero, an English prince, who demon
strates his right to both titles first by consorting with drunken 
rogues, thieves and whores to the neglect of his royal office and 
military duties, then by rounding on them with pious phrases, 
banishment and the whipping-post. Henry’s denunciation of 
Falstaff is not, we may feel sure, Shakespeare’s idea of virtuous 
and kingly conduct; but the groundlings were ripe for jingoism 
and the bard was ready and willing to supply it. He was ready 
even, in an epilogue which ought never to.be played, to apologise 
for the major manifestation of his comic genius :

” . . .  I f  you be not too cloyed with fa t meat, our humble author 
will continue the story, with sir John in it, and make 
you merry with fair Katherine o f France : where, 
fo r anything /  know, Falstaff shall die o f a sweat, 
unless already he be killed with your hard opinions ; 
fo r Oldcastle died a martyr, and this is not the man . . .”

I  will confine my hard opinions of the actor who played Sir 
John at the Old Vic to the statement that he was not the man, 
but made a creditable shot at him. The part should always, in 
our time, be played by Mr. Wolfit;
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NEW BOOKS
Flight o f  the Skylark, Sylvia Norman, Reinhardt, 25s.

“ A ND did you once see Shelley plain ? ” — Miss Norman 
A  has peeped and peered conscientiously for many years ; 

and she must be complimented on her search and research. But 
the truth is that a cloudy genius like Shelley can only be seen plain 
by flashes of lightning — and this biographer has gone about 
her quest with a pocket torch.

Her book begins with Shelley’s death, and with the “ sorry 
crew ” that earned Arnold's weary contempt — Trelawny, Moore, 
Medwin, Leigh Hunt, Hogg, old Godwin and Mary herself, the 
society widow. Here are the original begetters of the legend : 
they boosted the poet and lined their pockets with a cynical 
impudence that would rouse a mid-twentieth-century advertising 
agency to envy, emulation and the blush of shame. Choice 
characters all of them, and ripe for satire within the scope of this 
book ; but Miss Norman, lacking both irony and genuine literary 
skill, has missed her opportunity. Her approach to the rogues’ 
gallery is solemn and naive ; and she seems to me to undervalue 
the authentic literary flair of Mary and the intellectual ability 
of her father.

The purpose of this book, to quote the blurb, is to reveal 
“ Shelley’s amazing ‘ life in death ’, the rise o f his reputation 
through the myths, misapprehensions and criticisms which centred 
round him, and the friends and enemies who fostered them ” . 
It must be admitted that Miss Norman provides an adequate 
and interesting synthesis of the various aspects o f the Shelley 
craze — poetical, political, parabolical — which coalesced long 
before the end of the 19th century to form the indestructible 
ligende. It is interesting to be informed or reminded of the 
activities of the Shelley Society, o f the first production of The 
Cenci in 1886, Browning and Meredith attending, as well as the 
poet’s son, Sir Percy, a  dim-witted and frighteningly ugly old man 
with a  charming affection for tricycles (irreverently, I  find myself 
wishing that Shelley might have lived to see his offspring plain !). 
Punch, as always, had its own enlightened attitude to this 
production :

And did you once see Shelley’s play ?
And did you really sit it through ?
Nor a t the Tenth Act sneak away ? —
How strange it seems and new ! . . .

So had Shaw, one o f the earliest members o f the Society, who 
classed The Cenci as “  an abomination ” and — unsurprisingly — 
held Queen Mab (the Chartist’s Bible) to be Shelley’s greatest
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work. (Shaw — may God, Joan and Marchbanks forgive him — 
urged repeatedly that “  a poem ought to be didactic . . .  in the 
nature of a political treatise ” .) The Society, by now a branch 
office for the Pre-Raphaelites, was wound up in 1895, having 
contributed greatly to the Shelley myth, whilst, it may be felt, 
somewhat befouling the poet.

And Shelley himself ? Has his life and work etiolated by now 
into the meaningless ? His lyric genius, his pride, his preachings — 
are they dead for the present age ? These are difficult and 
important questions, and they cannot reasonably be dealt with 
in a short review ; nor am I sure that I am competent to answer 
them.. I  am equally sure that Miss Norman is not. Yet I am 
grateful for her book, which conveys unmistakeably her sincerity 
and dedication. There is, as I have said, no lightning ; but she 
sees a good deal straighter than, say, Mathew Arnold, whose 
“ beautiful and ineffectual angel, beating in the void his luminous 
wings in vain ” implies a serious and unaccountable defect in his 
gold-rimmed bifocals. And Aldous Huxley’s Mark Rampion 
(D. H. Lawrence, as Miss Norman does not seem to realise) in 
Point Counter Point, who dismissed Shelley as “ a mixture of fairy 
and white slug ”, I would confine for a year in a cell with Mr. 
Eliot (who found Shelley unwholesome and adolescent), commanding 
them to weld their strange propositions into synthetical impressive
ness— and enlighten, for one, this puzzled reviewer.

M.H.

T h e  S la u g h terh o u se  In fo rm e r , Edwards Hyams, Longmans, 12s. 6d

THE extraordinary title of this book is simply explained ; it 
is not a crime novel, liberally bespattered with murders, 

nor the story of an agent provocateur in a mass-extermination camp. 
The Slaughterhouse Informer is a provincial trade paper (imaginary, 
alas 1), official mouthpiece of abattoir workers, butchers, and 
the meat trade.

The “ plot ”  is alleged to be the journal’s emergence from 
obscurity and its rise to national fame in the hands of a famous 
literary critic, a successful novelist and a political refugee. In 
reality, Mr. Hyams has continued his satirical survey of modern 
life, which he embarked upon so successfully in Sylvester and 
Gentian Violet. He has little respect for plot or construction, 
but parades before our eyes a bewildering procession of characters, 
some of them only remotely connected with the story ; all are 
personifications of some phenomenon of the twentieth century.

You have met them all — the literary clique, filling the pages 
of the little reviews with their mutual admiration, while secretly 
loathing each other ; the continental refugee, desperately struggling 
to understand “ the British way of life ” ; Dr. Sloper, the evangelist,
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“ the most successful post-war saint whom North America had 
produced ”, and his “ counsellors ”, Braun and Bronstein, of the 
American Committee of Vigilantes.

All these contribute to a greater or lesser degree to the meteoric 
rise in circulation of the Informer. But the journal’s most striking 
feature is its cover, a luridly coloured photograph of the exotically 
beautiful Myrna Figg (eldest of the fourteen children of a village 
cowman). Arrayed in a bridal gown, Miss Figg catches every 
eye as she looks down from the periodicals stand of the bookstalls ; 
then, the eyes move down to the caption beneath the photograph, 
which proclaims, in the boldest of types :

THIS BEAUTIFUL BRIDE 
MUST BE WON

The presses hum, edition succeeds edition, as thousands, tens of 
thousands, then millions clamour to read how they may win this 
glamourous girl — and her dowry of free house, garden, life- 
insurance policy, tooth-paste, and crates of “ Popsy-coca ” (supplied 
by the makers). The Home Secretary studies the intimate details 
of Miss Figg’s bust, waist, hip and thigh measurements and is 
alarmed for public morals ; he consults the Director of Public 
Prosecutions, while circulation continues to soar.

A fantasy ? Yes — but one of degree only, of exaggeration 
but not of undiluted imagination. Mr. Hyams holds a mirror 
up to Fleet Street and to the blatant vulgarity and lack of taste 
which characterise those who strive incessantly for material 
success. His mirror may magnify, but it never distorts. My 
dictionary defines satire as “ a composition in which vice or folly 
of a foolish person is held up to ridicule ” . Mr. Hyams’s book 
has a number of defects, but he has kept this definition clearly 
before him and has exposed much of the folly — and the vice — 
of the modern age.

G.V.

Bull Fever, Kenneth Tynan, Longmans, 18s.

MR. TYNAN is dramatic critic o f the Observer ; young for the 
job, yet older, probably, than was the critic who replaced 

Shaw on the Saturday Review. But Max was a very old young man ; 
while Mr. Tynan is easily the youngest young man of his age in the 
Western hemisphere. His passion for Youth, Young Talent, Young 
Ideas, verges on the frenetic. I am convinced that on his thirtieth 
birthday he will wake up, discover from his looking-glass that he 
has aged at least fifty years overnight, and blow out his brains in an 
instant. He is self-appointed spokesman for his generation—or at
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all events for the restless, brash, insecure, university-educated section 
of that generation ; for those who need little persuasion to  speak for 
themselves. Something of an interpreter, too—an ambassador, 
even ; and often big brother, correcting, chiding, castigating. He 
snapshots his family, for the album, with astonishing sk ill; and 
always, superimposed on the prints, you find his own unmistakeable 
likeness : faded face, fair hair, “ the close-set eyes o f mother’s boy . . ”

“ Dorsey was an extreme case of that brilliant negative talent which 
is the distinguishing mark of post-war youth—the ability to see 
and expose phoneyness a  mile off, coupled with a  maddening 
inability to do anything constructive about it.”

A snapshot from Bull Fever, beautifully developed ; and if  Dorsey 
comes to life here, so does the photographer.

Bullfighting is a young man’s profession ; a torero is usually dead 
or retired by the time he is thirty. Small wonder, then, that Mr. 
Tynan joined the ranks o f the aficionado ; and his prefatory apologia 
seems to me both irrelevant and disingenuous. “  The reader may 
find it odd that a  lover o f the mimic deaths of stage tragedy, an 
enemy of judicial killing, and a  native of a country which has 
immemorially detested those blood-sports which involve personal 
hazard should have succumbed to bull fever.”  But not, presumably, 
to the extent of fighting the bull ?—what “  personal hazard ” is 
involved for the bullfight enthusiast ? The fox-hunting man risks 
his neck whenever he mounts ; the aficionado risks nothing but his 
vocal cords, his wife, his watch and his wallet.

Mr. Tynan sees the. bullfighter’s mission as being “ identical with 
that of the epic hero ” , and he inflates both his manner and matter 
in the attempt to communicate that vision. But he is at his most 
ludicrously unpersuasive when, for a change, he seeks to assess con
temporary stage acting in terms of tauromachy.

“ Another actor who uses a  Sevillian approach to drama is 
Jean-Louis Barrault . . .  He and Chaplin, have much more in 
common with each other and the bullfight than they have with, 
say, Olivier in the great days of his Oedipus Rex . . . For a hint 
o f the ideal rondeno actor, one must go to John Gielgud . . . 
Gielgud’s remoteness, his commanding poise are the marks of 
the swordsmen of Ronda . . . ”

Then, suddenly, from bathos to brilliance : the last chapter of the 
book, describes a meeting in the Valencia bullring between the two 
leading and rival toreros, Litri and Orddflez.

“ He (Litri) leaned nervously across the horns, knowing as we 
knew that the estocada was perfect, and sprang back to watch 
the bull tilt and topple. As it did so, every fuse in the world 
blew : a  river o f forked lightning flowed across the sky. I t was a
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moment of operatic hallucination.”
This is well enough done ; and the author does as well as this a 

score of times. Then, maddeningly, he takes his eye off the b u ll ; 
nostalgia for home, the theatre, cocktail-party chatter prompts a 
facile digression ; and his writing drops to the level of gin-brightened 
Kensington conversation. We learn with surprise that Hemingway 
is a  “ tauriform titan with a schoolboy’s enthusiasms, a  prefect’s 
prejudices, and a games master’s geniality.” Tush, Mr. Tynan, 
tush ! Hemingway is too old a bird for you, surely ; he passed the 
thirty-mark long ago; and anyway he never would keep still long 
enough for the camera.

M.H.

V ery P riva te  E n terprise , Aylmer Vallance, Thames & Hudson, 15s.

A  NUMBER of years ago a woman living in a small town on the 
north-east coast started a money “ snowball “ You give me a 

pound now,” she said, “ and in three years time 1 will give you four.” 
It was as simple as that—no strings no form filling. The early 
comers went away with their four pounds, eight pounds, twelve 
pounds, and the others rushed in with their hundreds. The snowball 
grew and burst. She went to  prison. Out again she started afresh 
with the same result. Now she is said to be having a third go with 
equal success. All this without even changing her field of operations.

This is the theme of Aylmer Vallance’s Very Private Enterprise. 
It is not one of his stories. He is concerned with the titans of 
financial chicanery, the Staviskies, the Kreugers, and the Insulls, 
but they only did the same thing in a big way. The tricks have a 
monotonous sameness, and each chapter reads much like the one 
before. Some of the biggest fish of all he leaves out. There is no 
mention of the Marconi scandal. One feels he might have found 
useful material in John T. Flynn’s Roosevelt Myth.

Were it not for the lapses into the jargon of ‘ the good newstates- 
man-reader smike ’ the book would have greater value as a  con
tribution to social history. The title itself begs the question. Market 
manipulation is private enterprise. Market manipulation in  such a  
way as to involve a technical breach of the law is ‘ very private 
enterprise ’. The only case which he cites, apart from the South 
Sea Bubble, involving extensive political graft is the Stavisky affair. 
But here his natural sympathies come into play and he is immediately 
‘ down ’ on the Monarchists and the ‘ Fascists ’ for being so violent 
in their attacks against the manifest corruption of the government of 
the day. He dutifully quotes Alexander Werth.

Mr. Vallance is not an economist. Nor is he a lawyer. He 
obviously wants to be a story teller but doesn’t always succeed. 
The attempt to begin nearly every chapter with a dramatic picture of
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the trial and then go back through the case history shows that he 
has heard of in medias res and wishes to harness it to his own 
literary gifts. The net effect is too sunday-newspapery. Childish 
mistakes occur which one feels are ‘ very private jokes ’, as when he 
refers to John Law as the “ imaginative forerunner of Lord Keynes 
—or, if you prefer, Major Norman Douglas (sic) ” . Mix Keynes 
and C. H. Douglas, add a drop of Norman (Montague Norman I 
wonder ?) and the answer’s a novelist-economist after-runner of 
John Law.

In spite o f its faults in execution the book has much solid meat. 
It is a  useful compendium of cases that would have been far more 
useful had the author troubled to provide an index. He shows quite 
plainly that the commercial morality which so loudly condemned 
those who got caught was one of “ It’s wrong to get found out !” 
He also suggests that one of the most potent factors in breaking down 
resistance to large-scale financial malpractice has been the examples 
which governments have set in dishonesty. He does not mention 
however, in the numerous cases where the falsified balance sheet 
figures prominently as the technical crime leading to many years 
‘ hard ’, that the perpetrators have never known anything else but 
a dishonest national balance sheet. H.B.

The Road to Mecca, Muhammad Asad, Reinhardt, 21s.

ALL CONVERSIONS are interesting; many have been 
important. The Pharisee who saw the Heavens opening 

on the road to Damascus is, more than any one man, responsible 
for the religion which dominates Europe today ; the conversion 
of a scholarly misogynist to Roman Catholicism gave us the best 
autobiography in English, the Apologia Pro Vita Sua. The 
conversion of a Jew from the “ Zentrum ” to Islam cannot but 
have interest for those whose study is Europe of the East. Whether 
it will effect other such conversions is more doubtful.

The Jews — if one may generalise about this gifted race — have 
a sensitivity to intellectual and spiritual trends of the times in 
which they live as tender as litmus paper. Who, for example, 
better expresses than Mr. Koestler the attitude of the ’20s, ’30s 
and ’40s to the changing regimes and ideas of Europe ? Thus, 
a young German-speaking journalist who forsakes Europe 
so wholeheartedly as Muhammad Asad has done, who marries 
an Arab wife with long braided hair, and whose only photograph 
of himself is in the clothes of desert Arabia, could only perhaps 
have been a Jew. An Englishman who did it would either be a 
secret agent for the Foreign Office, or at least, the agent of an 
automobile company ; an American, alas, only a figure of fun. 
We are again reminded of the intensity, leading to syphilis, loss
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of hair and baldness o f that ecstatic and wonderful victim of the 
Algerians, the quarter - Jewish Isabelle Eberhardt. How much 
more thoroughgoing her submission, for example, than that of 
Lady Ellenborough with her attentive Sheikh ! (Lady Ellenborough 
continued to attend Matins in Damascus ; her husband was much 
more sedate than the rough anonymous soldiery with whom 
Isabelle Eberhardt haggled over hashish and prostitutes).

The Road to Mecca is not only interesting ; it is also moving. 
Its author had clearly felt out o f place, unwanted, alien in Europe. 
I t is not only Jews who have felt this about the bourgeois communities 
of the dinneijacket and the pension. He surrendered to  Arabia, 
and this is the account. I t is not, however, an account o f Islam. 
Muhammad Asad has chosen to write in such an episodic, unsyste
matic, illogical form, that where we seek for a straight analysis, 
we are disappointed. There is far more pimple patch than there 
should be, and hundreds of exaggerations. (“ I t  was only because 
of him that the scattered group of villages called Yathrib became 
a city and has been loved by all Muslims down to this day as no 
city anywhere else in the world has ever been loved.”  (Athens ? 
Jerusalem ?) Of course, a  love of Arabia is a  very fine thing : 
but where precisely does it lead us ? What message has a  book 
like this, with its stilted eloquence about camels, sand dunes and 
noble Beduin, to say to the man of the big cities of the West ? 
Leave them and go to Saudi Arabia ? Such advice is hardly 
practical; and as another convert, Mr. Philby, has pointed out, 
the “ innocent” Saudi Arabia is becoming a thing of the past.

Islam is a great world religion ; to its believers, the great religion. 
It is not the “ Arab way of life ” . Every world religion must 
carry a firm convincing message to the ordinary man : a  code 
of action, and a metaphysic. All world religions seem more or 
less constipated before the challenge of adapting their essential 
truths to an industrial age, where the old evils of poverty and 
disease are no longer inevitable, and where sin is cleverly disguised 
as self-expression. Toynbee has even suggested that Islam’s 
lack of race-feeling gives it an advantage as the forerunner o f a 
new statement of religion. Professor Gibb’s Modern Trends 
in Islam has shown that so far the attempts to restate Islam have 
been ineffectual and shallow. Mr. — or should I say Sayid ? 
Asad gives little help on this important level. His book is a 
convincing personal document, more in the tradition o f Lafcadio 
Hearn’s books about Japan, than o f the clear polemists who, 
for example, stated Christianity in the first centuries in such a  way 
that it seemed a reasonable faith to that bewildered age. Our 
age requires something lucid, polemical and pruned, if from our 
fragments a new wholeness is to come.

■ D esmond  Ste w a e t
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CAFE AU LAIT SOCIETY 
AND ELSA MAXWELL

b y  DIANA MOSLEY
WELL-KNOWN ACTRESS reached her alcoholic saturation

point, whereupon she sat down in the middle of the dance 
floor and screamed at the top of her well-developed lungs. Her 
escort was prepared for the inevitable emergency and put a knockout 
pill in a glass of champagne. The butler was told to manoeuvre a 
tray full of drinks so that she would take the one meant for her.” 
This is a description by Miss Elsa Maxwell* of an “ untoward 
incident ” (the only one of its kind at one of her parties, she says,) 
at “ a  costume ball I put on ” in Hollywood. The glass with the 
“ knock-out pill ” was given to the wrong person, and “ he collapsed 
to the floor in sections with the glass at his lips.”

Miss Elsa Maxwell (she used to be called Elsie, but changed after 
hearing Lohengrin—alarming to  consider that she might have gone 
the whole hog and altered Maxwell to von Brabant) does not 
confine her party-giving talents to  transatlantic occasions like the 
above. Among many activities, including charity and journalism, 
she arranges parties, in Europe, for cafe society.

What, exactly, is cafe society ? The expression certainly has not, 
here, the meaning Miss Maxwell dissapprovingly says it has in 
America. The French translator o f this book it is rumoured, 
renders it : la haute society qui friquente les cafis, which 
seems rather an inadequate description of the phenomenon. 
Some have imagined it might be so called because a  few of its best 
known members have coffee, or at least cafi au lait, complexions. 
Making Paris their headquarters, they hail from distant lands ; from 
South, Central and North America, from the eastern frontiers of 
Europe and beyond, from here, there and everywhere, flocking to the 
Mecca o f  Miss Maxwell’s parties. Their common denominator is 
money, and they join up with the less exotic rich o f European birth, 
or at least with those who can “  take it ”, and, adorned with a fine

* / Married the World, Hememann, 18s.
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array of ancient and noble names acquired by marriage, they become 
la haute societe qui frequente les cafes.

I  Married the World has an index well stocked with names ; actors 
and actresses and singers and performers and rich men and women, 
princes and dukes and even politicians. I t is a difficult book to read, 
for Miss Maxwell, who knows well how to thump out a tune on the 
piano, is not much of a hand as a writer. Even the conscientious 
reviewer must be forgiven for skipping and dipping about from index 
to text, with an accent on the index, which is full o f Miss Maxwell’s 
many friends and her few enemies. It is not always easy to guess 
which are which, unless one has noted the category a person comes 
into when first mentioned. For example, in the case of her two 
“ oldest,” “ closest ” and “ dearest ” friends : she says of Mr. Cole 
Porter “ I saw that he was tig h t. .  . I’ve never been able to tolerate 
people who drink too much, although I must confess that Cole made 
a large dent in that prejudice in later years while as to poor, 
“ Mongolian ” ,—her description—Mr. Noel Coward, she tells a 
long story of how he was struck off a dinner-party list submitted to a 
Balkan royalty, but triumphantly restored to it by the intervention 
of kind, chivalrous Miss Maxwell. Tributes to their talents follow, 
and she says : “  I  think of them as my best friends.” Perhaps this is 
what her publishers mean in their blurb : Elsa remembers them with 
warmth, with love, and with stinging wit ; though, in fact, wit, stinging 
or otherwise, is conspicuously absent from the book, which is made 
up of lists of well-known names, almost but equally well-known 
anecdotes, and padded with the author’s opinions on a  variety of 
subjects ; a  gossip column, swollen to monstrous dimensions.

Strangely, in a book which is over-loaded with accounts of 
festivities which do not sound particularly amusing, the ball of the 
century, given by M. de Beistegui in his beautiful Palazzo Labia in 
Venice, is not even mentioned.

Of two American ladies who lived in England, she tells us that 
Lady Cunard was an enemy, while for Lady Astor she has nothing 
but praise. Lady Cunard is dead, and even if she were not it is 
unlikely that she would have read Miss Maxwell’s book. She was 
an intelligent woman with a  taste for literature. Round her table 
she gathered, between the wars, a unique mixture of people from the 
world of fashion with writers, musicians, politicians and wits. Often 
the result was brilliant and amusing talk, which Lady Cunard and 
her guests enjoyed. She did not invite what Miss Maxwell calls 
“ interesting ” people in order, like her, to get them to “ sit on the
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floor and blow a feather off a  sh ee t. . .  whoever failed to  keep it on 
the sheet had to  pay a  forfeit by removing a  small article o f clothing.” 
When Lady Cunard gave a  ball it was a brilliant and amusing 
b a l l ; whereas “  Miss Maxwell’s real ambition is never satisfied until 
she has made the most distinguished people appear undistinguished 
. . . The pictures that inevitably appear after each party make her 
victims appear wonderfully foolish ” (thus Mr. Cecil Beaton, quoted 
approvingly.)

Many people, if they were obliged to  figure in this book, might 
prefer to  play the part o f Lady Cunard, the enemy, whose crime in 
Miss Maxwell’s eyes appears to be that “  she ruled London society ” 
and “ operated on a far loftier level than mine,” to that of Lady 
Astor who, according to Miss Maxwell, chose to confide to her the 
following s to ry :

“  She said one time when she was seated next to Elizabeth the 
Queen M other in Buckingham Palace, and the room was bristling 
with Moslem moguls, diamond-studded duchesses in glittering tiaras 
dressed to  the nines for a  palace function, ‘ Could I speak to  Your 
Majesty privately ? ’ The Queen M other waited. ‘ But not before 
the p ro le taria t!’ contemptuously protested the Member for Ply
mouth. The Queen M other laughed at this definition o f her distin- 
quished guests. ‘ I  just wanted to say,’ said Viscountess Astor, 
‘ that you, M a’am, have done what no other woman has done in 
British history. You have made a King. A man who did not expect 
ever to be a King. With courage and patience you made King 
George VI the best King England ever had.’ ' I did not make the 
King, Lady Astor,’ the Queen M other replied. ‘ I only tried to  be a 
good wife to  my husband. A wife should help her husband to realise 
the best within himself.’ ‘ Yes, Your Majesty,’ replied Lady Astor. 
‘ In my small way I think that is what I did with my own husband, 
who was a saint.’ Her steel-blue eyes clouded with a sudden, 
suspicious moisture, then quickly she turned on me : * Now you’re 
not to go and write all this in your column,’ she warned with her 
customary ebullience.”

After forty years of public life, Lady Astor should certainly have 
known better than to tell her impertinent little story to a gossip 
column writer, particularly as, apparently, she had wished to speak 
privately with the Queen. But sometimes it seems as though Miss 
Maxwell, when writing of the famous, feels obliged to make them tell 
her, either something which they may have been generally supposed 
to have thought, or else some old chestnut of a  story which has been
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the rounds for years. This is what is known as the personal touch.
Here, for example, is her description of being taken over the 

Palais Rose by the Marquis de Castellane, who had built it with 
his rich American wife’s money. “ Boni once took me on a torn: of 
the show place. When we came to the bedroom, decorated in the 
rococo Louis XVI period, he said laconically, ‘ la chambre expia- 
toire ’.” Everyone has heard this story many a time ; it may be 
worth mentioning that a young man, who admired Boni de 
Castellane for his wit, elegance and charm, once asked the late Lord 
Wimbome, a contemporary, whether, in fact, M. de Castellane 
had ever really said such an extremely coarse and ungentlemanlike 
thing, to which Lord Wimborne replied that he himself had asked 
M. de Castellane the same question and that he had indignantly 
denied having said it. Yet here it is, an old chestnut turning up 
once again — he said it to Miss Maxwell this time.

Why do some people go to Miss Maxwell’s parties ? She invites 
distinguised and undistinguised people who know each other, and 
a number of actors and actresses, and they all enjoy themselves. Why, 
on the other hand, do certain people refuse to go ? I have referred 
to the party where the guests were made to blow a feather off a  sheet. 
Miss Maxwell asserts that she gave this party for Lord Curzon, who 
acted as referee for the feather blowing. Another guest mentioned was 
Lord Beaverbrook, who, later on, joins the select band of people 
whom the authoress dislikes— the enemies. W hy? Could it have
been that Lord Beaverbrook, having spent one evening blowing 
feathers, made up his mind that he was never going to waste another 
evening in like maimer ? Internal evidence points to this explanation. 
Those who refuse to act as either host or guest to this inveterate party 
goer and party arranger are not forgiven. Also, people who go to a 
party to see their friends, dance, and have a gay time, are not over
pleased when the “ inevitable ” press photographer starts to work. 
A charity ball must advertise itself, but those who give the best parties 
are usually at great pains to exclude both photographers and gossip 
writers.

A good band, friends and champagne make one sort of party, and 
many people love parties. But to spend much time in Miss Maxwell’s 
company would not be very amusing for anyone whose mental age 
was seven or over. Not only must her guests guard their tongues 
from morning till night because, as we have seen, even stories she is 
asked not to repeat are the subject of her gossip-writing activities ; 
they are also obliged either to blow feathers off a sheet, or, worse
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still, to listen to the conversation of their hostess, who, although she 
announces that she studied philosophy under' Bergson at the 
Sorbonne, treats us to this : “ When you do a considerate worthwhile 
thing for someone, without any desire or expectation of reward, you 
feel better physically, mentally and spiritually. You feel a little 
cleaner if you do something good, while if  you do a bad or unworthy 
act you feel yourself shrink within yourself” and so forth.

“ Wealth never interested me ” she writes, and goes on “ I have 
known several Presidents of the United States, entertained a dozen 
Kings and have been on a first-name basis with half the title-holders* 
in the Almanack de Gotha, but I’d trade places with anyone who 
knows a man I never have seen. He is Albert Schweitzer, musician 
and humanitarian, who isolated himself from the world to care for 
the natives in Africa.”

I have a suggestion for Miss Maxwell. She and a friend, during 
the Peace Conference in 1919, disguised themselves so successfully as 
Lloyd George and Clemenceau that “ passers-by caught a glimpse of 
us as we rode down the Champs Elysees and thought we were the 
diplomats (sic) in the flesh.” Why does she not dress up as a local 
hostess, go to Lambarene, and meet Dr. Schweitzer ? I believe she 
might get away with this disguise. If Dr. Schweitzer was too busy 
for feather blowing, he might allow her to swing it on his organ— 
Mind ! The Handel’s hot — and in no time at all, one imagines, she 
would have the native population jigging happily up and down to 
her tune—I ’m the cream in your coffee— a very promising new field 
for her activities.

After all, it is hardly fair that somebody who has married the world 
should confine herself to Hollywood, New York, London, Paris and 
Cannes. We in Europe have had the lion’s share of Miss Elsa 
Maxwell. It is somebody else’s turn now.

* How tough, and yet impermanent, she makes it sound ; as if the title-holder 
might become the title loser— and indeed in cate society this sometimes happens; 
it is all in the luck of the game.
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LETTERS
EUROPEAN SOCIALISM

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

If I  understand “ European ” rightly, Mr. Chamley misses 
the main principle on which “ European ” would base the system 
he names “ Syndicalism This term is misleading, and to most 
workers is reminiscent of large financial combines in the United 
States. In Britain, “ Syndicates ” are often symbolised by a 
bundle of sticks bound together with a hatchet, i.e. the Fasces 
considered so dangerous when used by working peoples’ organisation 
and so right and proper when used by a capitalist combine. Mr. 
Charnley’s main complaint seems to be that “ European ” is too 
ideal in his solutions to modern economic problems to be practical. 
In actual fact the system he advocates is far more practical and 
less complicated than the present one of economic waste and muddle.

In the word “ nationalisation ” we have again a very misleading 
term. This form of “ economy ” so persistently advocated by 
the Socialists has no special advantage to the nation, nor does it 
offer any privileges to the workers o f the nation. The Labour 
Party or Socialists have rather preached an international ownership, 
controlled by government officials regardless of “  colour, race 
or creed ”. The workers o f the nation are, for the most part, 
entirely overlooked.

I f  politicians would say what they mean instead o f cloaking 
their ideas in high sounding terms, a  great deal o f misunderstanding 
and time would be spared us.

As I understand “  European ” , he would abolish the idea of 
nationalisation, which is only another term for State Capitalism, 
and introduce instead workers’ organisations consisting o f workers 
of all grades of the same industry who would control their own 
affairs, and choose their own representatives in parliament and 
local matters. The workers o f all grades o f the same industry 
would, through their organisation (syndicate), share in the profits, 
control their own treasury and thus become part owners of the 
industry. The councils of such organisations would be made 
up of master workers, unskilled w orkers' or labourers, and 
consumers. This is what I  conceive “ European ” to mean by
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“  owner workers ” , as opposed to the present condition of industrial 
combines, where masses of the propertyless proletariat are 
employed at the mercy of capitalist organisations, the owners 
of Which often do little or nothing in the industry which produces 
so much wealth. Mr. Charnley is puzzled by such a commonsense 
idea — why ? I t would abolish representation of the working 
population by party politicians. I t would abolish the very 
expensive and redundant bureaucracy, and reduce administration 
by one quarter of the present top heavy governmental arrangement 
whereby some thousands of officials are paid millions a year to 
interfere with matters they know little or nothing about.

Mr. Charnley thinks this could only work if the human character 
were composed of those virtues which place the well-being of 
others in the forefront of human endeavour. He might accept 
the fact that human nature is made up of quite a substantial 
amount of good material, which needs to be given a chance. 
The ideas of “ European ” should be hailed as a God-send.

Mr. Chamley understands “ European ” to mean that in a 
syndicate the workers would choose their own managers, who 
would be entirely controlled by them. This is, of course, the 
reverse of our present system, where managers control workers. 
But surely Mr. Charnley has got it wrong. .What would be the 
use o f employing a manager who himself had to be managed ? 
This is equivalent to the present idea of “ nationalisation ” in 
which armies of officials form ministries to manage — say — 
agriculture, education, the medical profession, etc.

What does Mr. Charnley understand by “ the workers ” ? 
Are they those employed in the syndicate ? Who does he suppose 
they are employed by ? Do those who employ the workers also 
belong to the syndicate ? Do speculators form part of the 
syndicate ?

To me, the syndicate should be made up of workers of all grades, 
including the private enterpriser who, despite his independence, 
should form part of the syndicate in the interests of the industry 
or profession concerned.

Mr. Chamley seems obsessed with the idea that nothing could 
be done without money. But what is money unless it represents 
produced wealth and the necessities of life ? I t might be argued 
that it is difficult to know which came first, the chicken or the egg. 
Be this as it may, if money does not represent production, it is 
in itself worthless. I t is quite possible to start a  useful concern 
without any money at all. If  it does not pay it is certain that 
such a concern can be dispensed with.

I  believe Mr. Charnley to have missed entirely the basic 
principle o f European Socialism or, as it is termed, “ Syndicalism 

Yours, etc.,
E. Ormn.

St. Marylebone,
London, N.W.'l.
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To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

With reference to European Socialism could European please 
clear up the following points ?

Firstly, what exactly constitutes a worker in an industry ? 
Is the manager a worker in the industry or is he not ? “  The 
way out to effective action and new ideals is for the managers 
to become the leaders of worker teams in industries owned by all 
those engaged in them — managers and workers alike.” I quote 
from your “ Analysis ” in the December issue. And yet elsewhere 
European suggests that the manager will be the employee of the 
worker-employers.

Secondly, and if the manager is the employee of the workers,- 
what then is the position of the under-manager ? . . .  etc.

Thirdly, are not all the workers in the industry partners in it ? 
If so the sacking of a redundant section of the workers by others 
of their fraternity is going to be a somewhat complicated (not to 
say nasty) business, involving among other things matters of 
compensation.

Fourthly, is European Socialism being offered as a panacea 
for our industrial ills, to be applied by fiat to all “ developed 
industry ” ? Or is the worker going to be allowed to choose 
whether or not his industry is syndicalised ? Is it possible that 
European is offering European Socialism as an alternative to be 
first tried out experimentally on a limited number of industries ?

Fifthly, is European committed to European Socialism, 
irrevocably ? . . .  or does he intend applying to  industry the same 
clear, empirical, analytical mind that he a t present reserves for 
politics and economics ?

Sixthly, can we afford to be dogmatic duringjthis great technological 
revolution ? Do we want to breed new heresies ?

Seventhly, and what exactly is “  Collective Individualism ” , 
please ?

Yours, etc.,
J. E. Surman

32 Northolme Road,
London, N.5.

Next Month in 
The European 

UNION OF GERMAN Y  

articles by
Sir Oswald Mosley

and others translated from the German Press.

T. E. Lawrence: THE ARAB VIEW 
by Desmond Stewart
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