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ANALYSIS

HAS any previous government fallen so quickly in the estimate 
o f its own supporters ? Sir Anthony Eden has surely set a 

record in the rapidity of his decline from the summit of illusion, 
a brief nine months ago. Yetitwas always so obvious that this would 
be the fate of this spoilt son of the Tory matriarch directly he 
encountered for the first time the full, fresh wind of political reality 
on the eve of a storm. It was easier to be the party picture postcard 
in the thirties than Prime Minister in the fifties.

The gravamen of the complaint from almost all serious sections 
of the Conservative Party appears to be the complete incapacity of 
the Prime Minister for decision, and his consequent lack of any 
authority, which is emphasised rather than mitigated by a weak, 
narrow obstinacy. As a result civil servants run the government, and, 
when that occurs, things always run smoothly at first. These men 
are very able, and, in the absence of command, soon take their chance 
to do a lot of good, small things both smoothly and expeditiously. 
The machine seems to be running really well, until something 
considerable needs doing ; then, in Mr. Gladstone’s phrase, it is 
found that the wheels are revolving without biting the rails. There is 
no driver to engage the efficient mechanism in the necessary action 
and guide it with decision in a definite direction. Everything works 
well, but gets nowhere. And this is an age where we have got to get 
somewhere—quickly. So the Tory Party wakes up to find that 
thirty years of dressing up a lay figure as a leader—which could be 
relied on to win elections in normal times, and never to do anything 
else—is ending, as it was bound in this period to end, in what 
threatens to be the final disaster of their party. So, when the noisy 
Tribune of the Bevan people headlines above the worn but still 
engaging visage of Sir Anthony Eden the classic description of Mr. 
Ramsay Macdonald as the “ boneless wonder” by Sir Winston 
Churchill, Conservative journals so diverse as the Economist and
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The EUROPEAN

the Spectator do nothing in reply except to  arrange the mantle of 
Elijah more precisely and primly around the shrinking limbs of 
their recent electoral hero. Yet it is an ill wind that blows nobody 
any good : there is now hope for Europe. When he is universally 
hailed as the “ boneless wonder ” , even the Tory Party can no longer 
demand from their Prime Minister an impossible feat ; he can no 
longer “ feel in his bones ” that we should not enter Europe.

Sir Winston Churchill among the primroses
Conservatism, as always in moments of perplexity, turns back to an 

oracle whose origin was a little east of Delphi, and recalls Mr. 
Disraeli’s advice that a government needs the “ pervading influence 
of a commanding mind ” . The primroses of the coming English 
spring evoke nostalgic memories of Sir Winston Churchill. -They 
banished him on the grounds that he had grown too old and talked too 
much : they find it much worse to have a man who has never grown 
up and cannot talk at all. In  fact, they dismissed their old leader in 
that mood of malaise which always grips a  party without an idea ; 
in that hectic search for novelty, the desire o f change for change’s 
sake, which is the surest symptom of decadence : the flight from life 
demands a continual change of form when life can no longer be 
faced. Sir Winston Churchill was our opponent, but their hero ; we 
are, therefore, without prejudice when we say their treatment of him 
was contemptible. Conservatism’s first instinct, directly it ceases to 
be frightened, is to discard anything in the semblance of a man. 
Now the storm mounts and they begin to be fearful again ; they have 
reason,

Mr. Attlee, Dr, Adenauer, and the years
The sentiments of Peter Pan, the boy who simply would not 

grow up, are, of course, even stronger in the Labour Party. For 
them it is much easier to find new leaders than new policies ; there 
are far more aspirants than ideas. The complete absence of a policy 
is difficult for the party of progress, so they must at least have a new 
leader ; yet a young man without an idea is really even more depress
ing than an old man without an idea. Mr. Attlee leaves office on 
account of age at a time of life when he is a  little younger than Dr. 
Adenauer was when he took office for the first time. Few will deny 
that for better or worse the influence of the octogenarian German on 
his period has been the greater. In fact, if the matter be regarded in 
terms of material progress he is, so far, the most successful statesman
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of the postwar period. No one suggests the retirement of Dr. 
Adenauer, although he is seven years older than Mr. Attlee and only 
about a year younger than Sir Winston Churchill; on the contrary, 
all his colleagues fear disaster if he goes. Many of their contem
poraries also were well enough content with the performances of 
CJemenceau, Gladstone, and Palmerston at an even more advanced 
age, while history generally deplores the enforced and premature 
retirement of Bismarck at the age of 75 to make way for a younger 
man who soon wrecked his achievement; which was the most con
siderable product of modern statesmanship. He continued to give 
good proof in his controversial writings that he remained a more 
vigorous as well as a wiser man than his successor until his death at 
the age of 83. So it seems that it is only alightness of the contemporary 
mind and not the weight of years which finally dismisses successful 
statesmen. On the other hand, in a period of national failure, when 
one politician after another has failed to cope with the situation, it 
is not surprising that a feverish search should continue for ever 
younger men with no record of proved personal failure ;• it is a 
sure symptom of a society which in Spengler’s phrase is not “ in 
form ”. The logical end is government by Peter Pan himself, 
while the world rests in the ambrosial shade of television, 
strip cartoons, the sex crooner and the bobby soxer; the 
facts of life are too difficult to face in an adult fashion if 
you have made too big a mess of them. I t is, also, of some 
psychological interest that youth in politics appears to be preferred 
by those who refer to motherland, and age by those who refer to 
fatherland ; most of all they like them fresh, if not very innocent, 
where mother’s day is a national festival.

Mr. Gaitskell as leader ; and Mr. Bevan 
It is at any rate reassuring that we are far from having reached 

Peter Pan himself, in the sedate figure of that mature economist Mr. 
Gaitskell. His only tribute to the pipes is reported to be a certain 
indulgence for dancing. He is an able and seemingly honest man ; 
both abler and more honest than his rival Mr. Bevan. The latter is 
too plainly what is popularly known as a gasbag, and his political 
manoeuvres are too blatant. Orators can also be clear headed and 
dynamic executives like Mr. Lloyd George, but Mr. Bevan is not of 
this type ; people too easily get the impression that he is all talk and 
no do. Also the gadarene metaphor (for which he was unfairly 
denounced, it had been used before in heartier days to the merriment
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and applause of the House of Commons itself) was too clearly 
applicable to his own demagogy, when appealing to the deep pre
judices of his party for the advance of his own ambitions even at the 
cost of a plunge into the abyss of national disaster. When Mr. 
Gaitskell won, he had no r iv a l; the others had ruled themselves out 
by petulant vanity, or by a bumbling mediocrity which was too slow 
even foi the pedestrian pace of the Labour movement. He succeeds 
another able and honest man, Mr. Attlee, who had also a  singular 
capacity for holding the diverse elements o f that discordant mob 
together ; a faculty of which Mr. Gaitskell has yet to give proof. His 
testing time may come even before he takes office as Prime Minister ; 
in that event he may survive unless the situation has so developed 
that it is obviously beyond the range of his mind and will. I f  it 
comes when he has taken office he has not a  hope in  the world of 
surviving. The party will dissolve into its natural discords ; Mr. 
Bevan will take what is left of its driving force as surely as Disraeli 
took the landed interest away from Peel when crisis forced a  decision 
between prejudice and commonsense. The end may well see Mr. 
Gaitskell in the Peelite position ; he will find himself stranded in 
some central desert, a political Gobi, unless, in the crucible o f crisis, 
he can join with other realist forces. Whoever doubts this should 
look at the voting figures in October 1952 when Mr. Gaitskell last 
presented himself for election to the National Executive of the 
Labour Party on the constituency l i s t ; this vote is by the active 
workers of the Labour Party while the vote for Treasurer is settled 
by the trade union chiefs. The figures were a  complete Bevanite 
triumph. Mr. Bevan topped the poll with 965,000 votes and Mr. 
Gaitskell was not elected at all. He polled less than the lowest 
vote of a Bevanite, which was 620,000. Transport House refuses 
to publish the actual vote of Mr. Gaitskell. He has been put there 
by the money and not by the workers of the Labour Party. In 
crisis it will be the workers and not the money who prevail, or the life 
will go out of labour, leaving it a corpse. It takes a  long time for the 
will of the active workers to influence the Labour Party by permeat
ing the main trade unions and the parliamentary p a r ty ; that is 
why Mr. Bevan played so desperately for time. But in crisis 
everything speeds up. The tragedy of the left is that when this 
opportunity comes Mr. Bevan is quite incapable of taking advantage 
of it. Meanwhile Mr. Gaitskell has already made it evident that no 
very startling surge of new thought and life is likely to  galvanise 
Labour under his leadership. According to the Times report of his
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opening speech as leader (19.12.55) he said :

“ We believe it is necessary to achieve in industry a far greater 
sense of participation and partnership than we have got in this 
country. . .  In industry there must be a better and friendlier 
relationship . .  . We do not believe that we shall get this friendlier 
relationship without at least some changes in the form in which 
the workers are consulted

Attlee and Morrison did not die in vain. Boys, the revolution has 
begun 1

The Runaway Butler
The familiar pantomime figure of Mr. Butskell has now been 

broken up by the precipitate retreat of the original hind legs which, 
in the dignity of office conferred by Conservative electoral victory, 
became more recently the fore legs. The runaway Butler is surely 
one of the most ignoble figures known to British politics. Even the 
press, even his own press, has noted that the moment to decamp is 
not when your difficulties are mounting and your policy appears to 
be failing. His recent record has been disastrous; let the figures 
speak; since 1951 thecost of living has risen by 2 per cent in Germany, 
by 3.6 per cent in America, by 9 per cent in France, and by 19.9 per 
cent in Britain. (United Nations Bulletin o f  Statistics 12/55, pp. 
131-144).*

Mr. Butler has failed completely and conspicuously in the first 
duty of a Chancellor, which is to maintain the value of the currency. 
In a  period when the inflation danger had been practically mastered 
in nearly every other great country, he has permitted an inflation in 
Britain which, as he vacates his office, threatens to become a runaway 
depreciation of our money. If he finds the situation too trying for 
his nerves, would he not now be better placed in the Ministry of 
Education, where he spent so much of the war, than in the post of 
economic planner for which he has shown such remarkable in
capacity. The most lauded performance of his earlier years at the 
Treasury was to restore economic freedom ; he has now run away 
from the first consequence of freedom. It is easy enough to let the 
bull out of the pen, if you can then find someone else to deal with it 
in the open paddock. I t says more for the courage than for the 
discretion of Mr. Macmillan that he takes on the job as Mr. Butler 
scampers for shelter. It is his task to build a system to contain the
* For the last three years the figures are : Germany and France rise in the cost 

of living nil, America 2 per cent, Britain 9.7 per cent. If this continues, 
devaluation of the pound is inevitable.
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freedom which Mr. Butler simply let loose. Still to talk of Mr. 
Butler as the Tory Crown Prince after this pusillanimous exhibition, 
is surely preposterous even for the dullest party legitimist. The only 
qualification he has shown to wear the crown is his nimbleness to 
abdicate quickly when trouble begins.

Government shuffle; Ring o’roses, change of poses
Plus fa  change, plus c’est la mime chose. Sir Anthony Eden after 

a long agony of indecision has made his changes. And what do they 
amount to ? Ring o’ roses, change of poses : not a  vestige of new 
ideas or really new men. We may at least be thankful that the Ministry 
of Defence is now in the hands of the government’s most conspicuous 
success, Sir Walter Monckton, and hope that he may have an undis
turbed tenure. The continual changes in the administration of that 
department, which is a life and death affair for Britain, illustrate 
again the incredible levity of present politics. Mr. Macmillan too has 
considerable capacities, a  clear mind, a  good administrative record, 
and more power of invention than the runaway Butler, who could 
undo but not do. Mr. Macmillan’s danger is perhaps that he will 
prove so ingenious in devising time saving expedients that he will 
accentuate the crash when it comes because all time will be exhausted. 
There are, of course, many things which can be done temporarily to 
remedy the balance of payments ; some of them have already been 
suggested in this journal.

The expedients open to Mr. Macmillan, and the result
The possibility of shifting the incidence of taxation from income 

to spending, which was first discussed in  this journal during the 
autumn of 1954 in an article entitled The Coming Crisis, has now 
become quite a fashionable theme; it should be noted, however, tha t 
to remedy the balance of payments indirect taxation must be used 
not only as a revenue raising device bu t as a  flexible fiscal instrument 
which drives, temporarily at least, some industries into the export 
market. There are many other similar expedients which can be 
employed, and, also, of course, the major action o f a direct limitation 
of imports which is inevitable as crisis deepens. As this means, in 
some measure, a return to Labour Party policy (in that party it was 
control for control’s sake, rather than a check to chaos while a  real 
system was built) it is a difficult course for Mr. Macmillan to adopt, 
or for any other politician of the right who is inhibited by the 
shibboleths of party warfare. In a greater sphere we have urged for
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many years that our economy can be as free as anyone likes behind 
an effective insulation from world chaos — that thesis is the basis of 
our economic thinking — always provided that the area insulated is 
large enough, and strong enough in manpower and raw materials, to 
be viable. It is at this point that all such policies break down within 
the limits of the present system. To make such a policy work we must 
enter Europe and build together with the other European peoples the 
civilisation of Europe-Africa. That is the revolutionary decision 
which is necessary ; every day that we shrink from it increases the 
danger of real collapse. All expedients to balance the payments of 
these small islands, even if they work today, can be swept away 
tomorrow by a change in the terms of world trade. In face of such a 
movement, which might occur at any time, how irrelevant would 
become our present cacophony of economists whose discords are 
now more strident than usual. Our leading English exponent, Mr. 
Roy Harrod, appears to suggest a cutting down of our level of in
vestments ; it is a  little difficult to follow this excellent academic 
reasoning at a time when our equipment is already obsolete, when 
Germany’s percentage of national income devoted to investment is 
nearly double that of Britain and the United States’ investment per 
worker is stated to be several times greater. But the advice of the 
wealth of talent available to England in this sphere will doubtless be 
welcome, and will certainly be useful to Mr. Macmillan, provided he 
clearly realises that these expedients, at best, can only gain time while 
a real change of policy is worked out and applied. We believe 
that the revolutionary change for which we stand is the 
necessity, but, short of that, there is much that can be done. The 
trouble is that if everything is done that can be done without a  real 
change in policy, we shall come up against the lastcrisis withnothing 
left to play for time. That is why in some ways it is better to have a 
pitiful figure at the Exchequer like Mr. Butler than a  capable figure 
like Mr. Macmillan. The runaway Butler would never have the 
ingenuity or the tenacity entirely to empty the till before he ske
daddled. From Mr. Macmillan, on the contrary, will probably come 
quite an effective series of time winning expedients. But neither he 
nor anyone else can take the great and necessary decision to enter 
Europe within the limitations of the present system or the inhibitions 
of the present parties.

Lord Beaverbrook and Dr. John
These notes have been more concerned with personal matters
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than is their custom. For three years we have dealt in policies which 
are now being proved true by fact. When the H  bomb stays the 
march of armies which begin already to yield place to the intensive 
battle of political ideas, when Britain’s grip relaxes on export markets 
under the impossible conditions even before the real strain has 
begun, when inflation mounts at home through lack of policy and 
sheer weakness of character, when all our warnings come true and 
our remedies are forced by the logic of events on the always limited 
and still reluctant vision of statesmanship, we may be forgiven the 
transient sensation that they need a little time to catch up before we 
say much more. But spring comes again ! Meantime in the con
tinuing winter of present discontent let us pursue a  little further these 
personal impulses of current politics whose incorrigible levity 
affects, quite unduly, weighty affairs of policy. W hat a fine welcome 
home Lord Beaverbrook gave to Dr. John ; all the fatted calves on all 
the prize farms must have suffered an unseasonable fate. Even as 
Dr. John is arrested and held for possible trial Lord Beaverbrook 
declares him quite innocent, honest and patriotic through the mouth 
of his trusty Delmer : “ Well, I can help Forschbach. Dr. John is 
today, and always was, aGerman citizen. And, as 1 have seen him, a 
German patriot, too ”. All Europe will be duly impressed by that 
certificate. For our part we do not propose to make any comment 
which might interfere in any way with the course of justice. I t is 
proper in these circumstances to await the outcome of investigations 
by the German authorities, but it is possible to join issue with the 
apparent suggestion of the ■ Daily Express that the German 
authorities were wrong to investigate these circumstances. Dr. John 
left a high post as protector of the German constitution to which he 
was appointed after the English government had objected to a dozen 
other candidates. He went to the East Zone for eighteen months and 
was a paraded spectacle of Soviet propaganda. Now that he returns 
home, is it seriously suggested that it is improper for the German 
government even to ask any questions ? If the Beaverbrook rule 
were adopted the path of Soviet action would be smooth indeed. 
They would be able to plant any agent they liked on the German 
government or any other, and recall him whenever they liked for a 
refresher course : not even a question asked when they returned him 
to duty ; all by order of Lord Beaverbrook. Such would be the 
practical effect of the Beaverbrook method in any case where the 
Soviets chose so to act, if  the normal enquiries of administrative 
and judicial procedure were inhibited. We will make no comment on
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the John case until the facts are known, but, on the general principal 
which appears to be declared by the Daily Express, we may enquire 
whether a British Foreign Office official could take eighteen months 
without leave on Soviet territory and return as a prodigal son to a 
real welcome home, a regular party, with Lord Beaverbrook opening 
again his grand old paternal arms and Mr. Crossman trilling his shrill 
accord ? But perhaps, all this nonsense is for export only; what 
the Press Lord feels is just the stuff to give the Germans, one of his 
finer contributions to international amenities and the cause of 
Western union in face of communism. Yet we may soon find Lord 
Beaverbrook hedging again, even over Germany; laying off hatred 
when it gets too risky as a bad share to hold all the time. Was he not 
one of the main promotors of the get soft with Russia policy, and 
did he not sell out on that line, drop it all like a hot brick in his 
5th December interview to the Daily Express from America ? 
He is now even hedging on boom without end at home. After years 
of shouting boom, boom, he turned on his Mr. Bernard Harris in 
the Sunday Express of 11th December 1955 to whisper crash ; just 
a little hedge while he continued to shout on boom and up Eden 
in the Daily Express. As Lloyd George would have said: is this a 
statesman or a grasshopper ?

Krusehev and Bulganin
In Asia Messrs. Bulganin and Kruschev have played the demo

cracies right off the map. It does not greatly disturb us as we have 
always believed they would have Asia in the end ; except for the 
Arabian countries and Moslem block in general. Our concern is to 
have Europe in the end, while they have Asia. In this decisive 
struggle British politics labour at present between two errors. On 
the one hand the Asian exhibition of the Soviet performers induces in 
some journalists and politicians that feeble petulance which is so 
characteristic of the spoilt children of the system ; they want to sulk 
and play no more, to break off all relations with Russia. On the 
other hand the faded charms of a thousand dinner parties feel that 
another round of social events may soothe the savage Soviet breast 
and settle everything from East Germany to Burma between cock
tails. Both attitudes are egregious errors. If we retire in a sulk we 
leave the field open to Soviet propaganda; on the other hand we 
should not deceive ourselves that men who have marched frdm 
Siberia under the Czar to the Kremlin on top of the H bomb will be 
flattered and wheedled out of the final triumph they believe to be
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within their grasp by a few old queens of Toryism; even in their 
cosiest dinner jackets. It is wrong to retire behind an iron curtain of 
our own; it is equally wrong to request a  repeat performance by 
Messrs. Bulganin and Kruschev in London.

A real policy, on the contrary, would press again and again for 
open international conferences. We should meet them constantly in 
public debate and interrogate them relentlessly. They would then 
either fail to answer questions which they cannot answer in their 
present positions, or answer them in the way we want. We should 
either expose the Soviet power to the peoples of the world as the 
enslaver of occupied lands or win the liberty of all our European 
countries. We should either destroy the moral position of every 
Communist Party in Europe or free our peoples. The communists 
cannot face that debate ; this is the decisive reason for always 
forcing that debate. Reality is evaded by sulking, and is smothered 
by the illusion that all can be settled in private dinner parties. The 
Soviets will never yield anything they do not have to yield. They 
would yield what we want rather than suffer the final loss o f the 
communist position with the peoples of the world. In  the ring of 
propaganda we should meet them toe to  toe and blow for blow. If  
they close doors to us we should close doors to  them ; if  they 
jam our radio, we should jam  their radio. But, a t the 
same time, we should always be ready to meet them in public debate, 
and, also, in serious conferences directly they showed themselves 
really ready to settle anything. We cannot, of course, trust their 
word; you cannot have relations of honour with a man who makes a 
principle of dishonour. But we can find a modus vivendi, as men lay 
down guns simultaneously when neither can trust the other not to 
shoot if he has the chance. The Soviets understand certain basic 
realities ; the present rulers of the West do not. We need the men of 
reality ; that is why in this issue we have lost a little time in discussing 
the men of illusion. Now we may return to ideas. First comes the 
thought, then the deed.

EUROPEAN

12



THE NEED FOR SKILLED MEN
by MARTIN PRESTON

SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY is speeding up. As science gains 
momentum its calls for highly-skilled men become desperate ; 

and for every extra scientist hundreds of draughtsmen, electricians, 
engineers — experts of every kind — are needed in industry to 
activate his discoveries. In  many vital fields of research, progress 
is sluggish because of lack of scientists ; the Government has 
only recently decided to raise young atomic scientists to the 
privileged level of ships’ stewards by freeing them from National 
Service. At the same time it has gaily embarked on a programme 
for atomic power stations. I t is to be congratulated—-but has 
it made provision for the training of the extra nuclear specialists 
who will be needed to build and run them ?

Much of our knowledge cannot be put to good use because of 
the lack of engineers.

“ Apart from the chronic shortage of scientists and technologists, 
the railway modernisation programme and the scheme for 
building atomic power stations will need a lot of engineers.”*

Says the Metropolitan Vickers Company : “ The recruitment 
o f engineers is falling short in both quality and quantity ” . 
Says a British working party report submitted to the Minister 
of Education : “ At this time as never before, there is a need 
for well-trained craftsmen, technicians, technologists, scientists, 
research workers and managers, and such training calls for
♦ The Observer, 23.10.55.
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careful and concerted planning if  the best results are to be 
achieved

With the advent of automation the position will rapidly become 
more serious. In The European for October, 1955, Alexander 
Raven said rightly :

“ Minorities of craftsmen and technicians are the key men of 
the complex industrial organisations of our time . . . if  we fail 
to encourage the emergence of such highly-skilled men, then all 
our atomtc machinery will rapidly fall into disrepair, and the 
whole promise of automation will be lost.”
The workers themselves realize the danger. One of the points 

of a “ Charter on Automation ” adopted by shop stewards 
representing 225,000 British car industry workers recently was 
“ an improved apprentice scheme to train technicians of both 
sexes ”. At the last Trades Union Congress there were references 
to “ demands of employers for higher standards of education 
in the recruits to industry ” and “ the regrettable decline in 
standards of craftsmanship and in the number of competent 
craftsmen seemed to be well understood and appreciated by 
most of the delegates” .* The General Council was asked to 
survey craft industries and make recommendations to ensure 
there was an adequate number of apprentices. The lack of 
skilled men is, of course, aggravated by their emigration to higher- 
paid jobs abroad. A craftsman can travel to the Americas often 
almost free, with a position assured for him when he arrives with 
double the pay he gets in Britain. This emigration is a  particular 
sickness of our aircraft industry.

Why do we face this problem ? I blame the half-century of 
political incompetence and neglect of our educational and 
industrial systems by rulers of the social-democratic parties ; 
Tories, Liberals and Labour. Their parsimonious management 
of our educational system and their consent to anarchy in industry, 
with the resultant depression in skilled workers’ wages, is the main 
cause of this problem. But no cure must be applied before deep 
thought and wide discussion, not only on our industrial manpower 
needs but also on our whole system of education.

The purposes of education are threefold : to develop the 
unique gifts of each individual; to train him for his place in the 
community ; to give him training whereby he can earn his bread 
and butter. Industrial training savours of all three purposes, 
but its first aim is to supply an individual with the techniques
* Ibid.
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whereby he can earn both his own and the nation’s bread and 
butter. The increasing proportion of skilled to unskilled jobs
— which automation will magnify — and the more specialist 
abilities which our scientific age demands means our technical 
training both in school and after school must be improved, and 
more young people must be encouraged to go in for technical 
careers. “ The shortage of new entrants (to industry and commerce) 
has increased the importance of their training,” the Minister of 
Education, Sir David Eccles, admitted in Parliament a few months 
ago. According to the latest Government figures, of six and a 
half million British schoolchildren, only 37,500 attend technical 
schools — and in that category are included commercial and 
art schools. There are no figures for the number of pupils doing 
technical courses in comprehensive schools, but it can be but a 
few, since these schools are still in the early stages of development. 
The number of full-time students of engineering is a mere 7,000
— and how many of these are foreigners or colonials ? The 
number is disastrously low.

All past Governments have had a skinflint attitude to education
— today we are reaping the result of that foolish policy in the 
lack of trained workers. Yet the Government persists in a low 
education grant at the very time when the country is embarking 
on a period o f industrial expansion. The Socialists make education, 
like everything else, into a political issue, but what have they to 
shout about ? Labour’s record is even worse than that of the 
Conservatives.. Blue or pink the parsimony is the same, and for 
European Socialists who believe in the necessity of full-scale 
European development of Africa, which would further expand 
our industry, this policy is particularly disturbing.

More schools o f every size and type are needed, especially for 
the training of engineers. Facilities for such instruction are so 
poor in England today that many large firms run their own staff 
colleges. It is true that the Government announced an increase 
in 1955-56 of £2-) millions in the annual building programme 
for technical education. Mr. Butler’s cuts in Government capital 
expenditure have been frequent and if he does not announce cuts 
in the schools building programme, it did not mean there have 
been none. Our whole economic system is built on the shifting 
sands o f world trade and when the Tories grasp for help through 
deflation, devaluation, and the other typical measures, the schools 
will be among the first to suffer.
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Apart from the secondary technical requirements, there is an 
"  urgent need for advanced short courses to enable scientists and 
technologists in industry to keep up with developments and new 
techniques ” , admits the Ministry of Education. Yet in 1954, 
the last year for which information is available, the Ministry’s 
Development Group built but ONE new technical school,' at 
Worthing.

Probably the most glaring fault of our education system is 
teachers’ salaries. We cannot hope to attract the right type of 
men in sufficient numbers unless there is a considerable rise in 
pay. The advisory Council on Scientific Policy has warned of 
the serious consequences for the industrial future of the country 
unless “ decisive steps ” are taken to meet the needs of the schools 
for mathematics and science teachers. Nearly a thousand science 
teachers have left the schools for industry in the last ten years. 
“ The deficiency in 1954 was one of quality rather than quantity, 
but it seems likely that in the years ahead it will also be difficult 
to recruit enough of these teachers to meet the growing needs 
of the secondary schools,” the Ministry of Education admitted 
in its last annual report.

What answer does it have ? Raise salaries ? Improve con
ditions ? The men of Whitehall have raised superannuation 
charges on teachers’ salaries from five to. six per cent (bureaucrats, 
who do not have to pay superannuation, have had a pay increase.) 
The Government’s “ remedy ” is to “ consult ” with universities 
and industry to try to “ restrain” them from recruiting young 
scientists, so that they will go to schools instead. This is as 
nonsensical as the Government’s attempts to cure road congestion 
by blocking up the roads with roundabouts. Instead of baking 
a bigger cake, the politicians just try to divide the present starvation- 
size cake in a different way.

The National Advisory Council on the Training and Supply 
of Teachers (there is never a lack of an appropriate committee 
— only of appropriate action) thinks 350 students a year should 
go through the Ministry,’s technical' teacher training colleges at 
Bolton, Huddersfield and London. In 1952-53 there were 278 
students, In 1953-54 the number fell to 259 and it was roughly 
the same, 263 students, for last winter’s session. What are teachers 
paid ? New scales came into operation in April 1954. For 
qualified men teachers, £450-£725. For women teachers £405- 
£580. These salaries, for skilled work which should attract the
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cream of our talent, are ridiculously — and dangerously — low.
The 1944 Education Act laid down the principle of compulsory 

one-day schooling each week for young people after leaving school. 
But nothing has been done. The application of that policy by 
a future Government would give the opportunity for more intense 
industrial training. Many enlightened employers already release 
their youngsters from work for one day each week to go to technical 
and commercial colleges. Fortunately this kind of training is 
rapidly expanding. Industrialists find their best men are those 
who receive simultaneously theoretical (classroom) and practical 
(workbench) training. In  addition to opening more industrial 
colleges we must improve the teacher-student ratio. In many 
American technical institutes there is a teacher for every three 
students. Management training, an American idea rapidly catching 
on in British industry, should also be expanded. The growing 
power of labour, the increasing complexity of modem industry, 
and the type of industrial organisation which European Socialists 
ask for the future, all demand better-quality managers.

Where necessary, Government should use legislation to ensure 
close co-operation between industry and industrial educational 
authorities, such as exists in the United States. If we rely on 
laissez-faire in this vital matter we are doomed. A little pushing 
from the Government and more money for education can produce 
an efficient industrial training set-up here, but we shall still be faced 
with the greater problem of securing enough recruits to the skilled 
ranks o f industry.

Why do not young people go in for training ? I blame the 
outdated attitude that they should pay to learn, which is reflected 
in the low wages paid to those studying while working, and the 
low grants paid to full-time students (colonial students get a much 
fairer hand-out from the Government than British students.) 
Almost one-third o f grammar school pupils leave before sixth 
form ; insufficient grants are almost certainly the cause. The 
community should pay young people to study. This may be the 
reverse of the traditional attitude, but if there is not a sufficient 
flow of trained men to industry, it is the community which suffers. 
General Franco realizes this in Spain. The Falange, the Ministry 
of Labour, the Madrid Corporation and the Institute of Social 
Insurance together set up the Madrid Vocational Training School. 
Here boys are given general education, a good grounding in the 
sciences, and physical training, in conjunction with training in
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mechanics, carpentry, electricity, printing, building, engineering, 
smelting and welding. Spain is a very poor country, nevertheless 
the boys are trained free, their materials are provided free, and 
they are soon paid a small wage. Working-class parents are 
helped by the Syndicates to offset the boy’s earning power lost 
while he is training.

Wages is almost certainly the first cause of discouragement 
to English youth to enter a several-years course of study. The 
difference between the high wages paid to young people in unskilled 
and semiskilled jobs, and the pittances paid to full and half-time 
students, is grotesque. Employers are still guilty o f the cheap 
labour attitude to apprentices.

The comparatively low salaries at the end of the road is another 
discouraging factor. Pay of highly-skilled industrial, managerial 
and professional people is far too low, and our over-emphasized 
system of graded income taxation adds to  the distortion.

Since the war, wage increases have severely reduced the differential 
between pay for skilled and unskilled workers, which was too 
narrow to begin with. Government, employers and trade unions 
are all to blame. Labour and Tory Governments have permitted 
the price rises which inevitably — and rightly — bring wage demands 
in their trail. The trade unions have favoured block increases 
rather than percentage increases, which has reduced the differential. 
Employers have usually been content to grant these block increases.1 
During 1955 “ there was little sign that employers were taking 
the initiative in trying to influence the distribution of the increases 
they granted ”, reports the Times Annual Financial and Commercial 
Review.

I believe that the only real answer to the problem is an end 
to the present anarchic wages structure whereby wages are kept 
down in some industries where they could afford to go up, whilst 
in others wages go up when the industry cannot afford it. The 
position of the skilled worker must be considered equally with 
that of the unskilled and semiskilled workers. A National Wages 
Commission, acceptable to workers, employers and Government, 
is the best answer to the wage jungle of Tory-Labour rule. Such 
a Commission would be charged with the job of permanently 
revising wages to suit economic and social circumstances and — 
from a European Socialist point of view — act as the fairest medium 
through which to implement the planned increases of public 
consumption-power which are an essential part of our economic
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theory. Its virtue as far as this article is concerned, however, 
is that it would defend the interests of skilled men and retain the 
high wage differential which we must assert to keep our technicians 
in industry — and in this country — and also to attract young 
people to skilled posts.

High wage differential is an economic necessity. The United 
States and even the Soviet Union, that paradise of “ classlessness ” , 
have realized it. The gap between unskilled and skilled men’s 
pay is proportionately far greater in both those countries, in fact 
in the Soviet Union the gap is probably widest of all.

“ The lower grades of unskilled workers make 350-500 roubles 
a month ; the lower grades of clerical workers 700-800 a month ; 
the great mass of skilled workers, Government officials and 
technicians something in the neighbourhood of 1,200-1,500 a 
month ; highly skilled workers and responsible officials 2,000 
a month ; well-placed scientists, university professors, factory 
directors, 3,000-5,000 a month.”*

(Real rouble rate is about forty to the pound). It is also in 
Russia that a quite phenomenal number of students are churned 
every year through universities and industrial institutes. Only 
about a quarter of our university graduates are scientists, and less 
than a fifth are technologists, reports Political and Economic 
Planning. Yet wages for qualified men in industry are so low 
that in a PEP investigation after five years seventeen per cent of 
graduates entering industry had left it.

Another reason young people are not prepared to study is the 
national and international atmosphere which surrounds them. 
In England we have the spirit of get as much as you can and do 
as little as possible for it. The Soviet bloc exists as a constant 
menace to world peace, and young people are growing up in a 
perpetual atmosphere of possible nuclear war round the corner ; 
they are more inclined to live and be merry than to study. 
Parents are inclined to tell them to do an unskilled job for £10 
a week rather than start studying for £3 or £4 a week. This is 
sometimes pure selfishness, but more often — particularly in 
middle-class families from which the majority of our technicians 
are drawn — economic necessity. Student-technicians must either 
be paid a far higher wage than they get now, or some form of 
assistance must be made available for their parents, to compensate 
lack of earnings.

* Ibid

19



The EUROPEAN

This problem of missing craftsmen already faces us. It can 
only get worse in the immediate future, because education and 
training is a long-term business. It will be catastrophic in the 
not too-distant future unless immediate steps are taken to remedy 
the faults. A classic last-ditch defence of Britain’s position in 
world trade is that we have the “ know-how ” which can keep 
us ahead of the world. That defence will soon not be valid, 
either, for the number of people with the “ know-how ” is 
decreasing, not increasing. Something must be done now, 
otherwise even the European Socialist plans, which hold a great 
future for Britain and Europe, will be jeopardized through our 
lack of skilled men.
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A BELFAST PRISON 
ACQUAINTANCE

by CAHIR HEALY

The writer o f  this article was an internee o f the 
Northern Government shortly after it began to function.
He has been M.P. fo r  Fermanagh in all the thirty-one 
years since and is now in point o f service Father o f 

the Northern Parliament.
He was also interned by the British Government under 

Regulation 18 B in 1942 — 43.

HE WAS AN unforgettable character.
A happy looking chap, well bedded-down and settled 

in what he regarded as his real home. From the age of nineteen 
he had spent the greater part of his life behind iron bars. 
Nor had he any desire to seek any other domicile. Men outside 
might grumble about the cost of living, the government, or even 
the weather, but Robert (it was not his real name but it will 
suffice), had no fault to find with anyone or anything in this 
best of all worlds. He was the contented man and in the right 
atmosphere. When by the operation of the law, his hosts were 
obliged occasionally to show him the outside door, which 
occurred at long intervals, he shook hands with the warder and 
his intimates inside, looking, and no doubt feeling, as one going 
out from a dear familiar home into an unfriendly, suspicious 
and unpredictable world.

Genuine sympathy for folks outside he had, who were obliged 
to worry often about rent, rates, crops, money or their families. 
He knew nothing about such mentally distracting troubles. 
His cell was his world. He decorated it with pictures, of actresses 
cut from the weekly papers, which he picked up in the kitchen 
where he worked. He was the milk orderly and did his work 
well. There was always enough in the can when he had 
made his allocations, to give a little extra to a friend or two and 
yet leave a generous helping for himself.
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A Northman, he kept himself well posted in six county affairs 
from the time the Northern Government was set up. His attitude 
was strictly non-political. His experiences prior to 1920 ranged 
over most of Ireland. Thereafter he confined his operations 
to the area covered by the Belfast and Derry institutions, although 
he confided to me once — with some reluctance, I  thought — 
that the grandest gaol in Ireland was Maryborough. “ You go 
around like a gentleman in that place, with your boots polished,” 
he said. “ The best food, the best recreation, nice halls for 
games and pastimes, a fine farm for your summer holidays, and 
well lighted and decorated cells for the winter. The kitchen 
and the menu would put many hotels to shame.”  He sighed 
and went on, reminiscently, “ It’s a pity me to be gettin’ too old 
for wanderin’ or I’d never have left that nice place. The gaols 
at Sligo and Dundalk are only pigs’ crowes compared with the 
white cut stone halls of Maryborough, for all the world like a 
new cathedral.” He grew lyrical over his days spent in Leix. 
But he never forgot he was a North man and the homeland 
always called to him.

In the internment periods in Belfast he was especially helpful 
to new entrants. He gave out many tips.

“ Dont mind them instructions hung on the walls of your cell,” 
he enjoined. “ They are long out of date, but the — government 
don’t want to print new rules for a while yet — sure they’re 
always changing. No matter when new rules come out it will 
be only a wheen o’ weeks until we need another alteration. 
So they just take the lazy way and don’t alter them atall ! 
Them rules were there when Johnston of Ballykillbeg* was here, 
and years later when Austin Stack! stretched his legs on these 
bedboards.”

We thanked him for his advice. He confided in us, giving 
us tips whilst on his rounds, but always keeping an eye upon the 
chief warder. He said if we wanted to know anything about the 
regulations he was our man. He did not boast as a general 
thing, but he conceded with humility that he was an expert upon 
the rules which he knew better than the governor himself. 
He specialised in that department and used to say it was himself 
who gave the new warders (ex-servicemen and the like), all the 
little knowledge they had. On one occasion, he whispered, a

*A famous Orange M.P.
fA leader in Easter Week 1916 in the Dublin Rebellion,
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prisoner complained to the governor about something, and it 
happened that neither governor nor chief warder knew what the 
answer was. But the chiefs ran down to Robert’s cell and had 
the authoritative information in ten seconds.

“ And why wouldn’t I know all about it,” he added, making 
light of his oifering, “ and me havin’ nothin’ else to read up. 
De’el thank me for knowin’ more nor the lot of them. I was 
here before any man in the place, and it may be I ’ll be here afther 
the lot o’ them.”

There was a genuine tone o f home pride in his voice.
A black cat followed him around like a dog. It occupied his 

cell in defiance of all regulations. The officials winked at this 
ignoring of the rules. An old raven tha t had sustained a broken 
wing and was unable to fare forth  further, was a daily visitant. 
He fed it at the tiny window opening, high up in the sidewall, 
and it knew the time of meals to within a few minutes. I t trusted 
him so well that it hopped upon his outstretched hand and permitted 
him to fetch it inside the bars. Other feathered friends knew 
cell 47 as the home of a sympathiser, especially in  the days when 
the earth, was frozen and food hard to  find. For their needs 
there was always, in addition to  food, a saucer of milk or water 
on the sill.

The cat never attempted to molest any of these visitors. 
It knew his mind and curtailed its desires accordingly.

When I was long enough in the place to question officials, one 
of .them gave me an inkling into the vagaries, prejudices and 
failings, not to mention the peculiarities, which went to  make 
up the rather complex character o f Robert.

“ He’s a puzzle ” said the warder. “  M ore intelligent than 
most of those outside who are doing w e ll; he’s capable of holding 
down most jobs. N ot addicted overmuch to  alcohol or gambling 
— just a decent sort o f bloke. Whatever happened to him in 
his youth, it left him with a mind twisted a  bit, so that now he 
cannot settle into the schemes of things outside. H e’s like a fish 
out of water when away from prison. He asks us when he’s 
going out not to put anyone else in his cell for it would no t be 
long until he would be back again.”

1 asked him in what ways Robert offended when outside to 
compel the forces of law and order so soon to lay a hand upon 
one who was so gentle and social in his relations with others.
. He told me that so far as the newspaper records went it was
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misrepresentation and — money. During his imprisonments his 
imaginative mind worked up new ways of getting even with 
society on his discharge.

One time it was in connection with a suggested branch line 
of a light railway. This was early in his career. Robert went 
off in the guise of an engineer, and engaging an innocent slob 
of a country lad to hold the chain, began surveying the new line. 
O, he could carry out the role rightly. He began to map the 
fields through which the line (his line !) was to pass. He ran it 
through fields and farms and in some cases almost through farm 
houses. He was well dressed in professional style. The people 
were jumping crazy, seeing he was going to destroy their dwellings 
or farms. They were threatening or persuading or cajoling him 
all the time. He explained that although he was sent there to 
do this rather unpleasant job, he did not want to inconvenience 
anyone, and maybe — maybe — he might induce the company 
to change the site of the line by some chains east or west. 
He collected a few fivers for this secret service. The inhabitants 
believed it was money well spent in putting the line as far from 
their doors as possible, away from fowls or cattle or innocent 
children.

He got six months that time. When arrested he had only a 
few shillings on him. They say he planked it with some friends, 
but all of them denied seeing the colour of his penny. He may 
have hidden it. When he got a free foot next time he had a  wee 
spree and stayed outside for three months. I t was a rather long 
holiday for him. It was believed he had the hoard spent by then.

His next escapade was as a rate collector in a district in the 
six counties. He read that the rate collector had just died, and 
had been ill for some time, so that his current collection was not 
nearly complete. Before the County Council could make another 
appointment Robert went around armed with a large official 
looking book and seemingly correct receipts, telling the ratepayers 
that he was sent out by the County Council to gather in the 
outstanding rates. If they paid promptly he was authorised to 
give them decent abatements. He insisted first upon getting 
a glance at their last payments. Otherwise he would have been 
at sea over the amounts due and have aroused suspicions. 
This was his most spectacular coup of all — he raked in a  couple 
of hundred pounds in part of a day. He insisted upon cash, 
not cheques, as he had to balance his account each day. The
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people accommodated him, having no suspicion of his bona tides, 
and in many instances they entertained him to refreshment or 
tea. He was certainly the nicest public official they had met, 
and many of them were anxious tha t he should get the job  
permanently. I f  there were children in the house he gave them 
something to buy toys —  it was drawing on to Christmas. 
He had a hired car, so he was doing the job  in style.

The Council, unsympathetically, had him sent back to his 
Belfast home for two years. T hat was all they got, for they did 
not find a single pound upon him when arrested.

There were other holidays from prison when he went around 
collecting faded photos o f dead relatives, promising folks 
wonderful enlargements. He was very eloquent on these occasions 
upon our duty to our dead, and our obligations to  them. He 
insisted upon half the cost with the order, giving printed receipts 
for an imaginary concern.

It went merrily enough for two weeks, by which time someone 
recognised him as an old offender. Again, no t a  penny o f the 
money was found on him nor any indication as to where he had 
procured the printed receipts.

That was only a short chapter o f his record outside;
He returned to  the prison like a  youth returning home from 

school at Christmas for the first time. He went around shaking 
hands, the cat jum ping and mewing with delight at his feet. 
He would throw himself upon the bedboard with a sigh. “ Well, 
it’s good to be home again ! ” His expression o f joy was quite 
sincere. Always at peace here bu t always in trouble outside.

When going around his daily walk in  the exercise yard in 
Wing A he took pleasure in relating these holiday adventures, 
as he described them. He occasionally entertained the warders 
on duty in the kitchen, after cleaning up, with a description of 
the peculiarities o f his contacts abroad. They had many a  laugh 
over the kindly simplicity of country folk. Never once did he 
appear to feel or express regret for any misdoing. His moral 
sense lay dorm ant and seemingly would never be awakened. 
He had no feeling of guilt or shame. , I could never decide where 
in a perfect society such a  person could be fitted in.

This, then, was the genial old boy, well fed, well clad and well 
content, whom 1 encountered for a few weeks in the prison o f 
Belfast what time the N orthern Government was sprouting its 
first buds.
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Men and Books I
by DESMOND STEWART

IN ANOTHER CONTEXT “ religion ” has come into my 
mind, from reading. This time, from a pre-Christian work, 

King Oedipus.
Has all that it is possible to say been said about Sophocles ? 

Yes, no doubt, if he is looked on simply as a preserved text of 
seven plays. But if a man looks on the Greeks as perennial 
sources of intellectual life (our race at its most morning-fresh, 
its eyes unfogged, its brain-cells clean), or, I was going to say, 
living in Arabia, as “ prophets ”, then in every age there are likely 
to be new truths found in them ; and in every place.

1 have been teaching King Oedipus and Antigone* in English 
versions to five Iraqi students. The effect on them, coming from 
a race which either does not read at all, or reads serious books 
(no desolate in-between of Agatha Christie and Pearl Buck) has 
been astonishing. For one thing, there is the drama itself, an 
art-form unknown to the classical Arabs : “  classical ” , since 
there have been attempts to imitate 19th century European dram a 
in Egypt. And in Shia Iraq, there are religious plays performed 
like our old miracle plays, on sacred occasions : the death of 
Ali and of Hussein, the carrying of Hussein’s head from Damascus 
to Kufa, and so on. But if an Arab wishes to read drama, he reads 
Sophocles, Shakespeare or Racine. He is surprised that English 
people seem to prefer Rookery Nook and French Without Tears.

Then there is the sense of climax, fundamental not only to 
drama, but to all European a r t : and all too capable of slipping 
out of semi-European a r t ; viz. American novelists like Faulkner, 
or poets like Pound. Arabic poems resemble necklaces of precious 
stones : the unit is the verse, and the thread is tenuous. The 
beads, each to be judged alone, can be restrung in a new order 
without much being lost. (This is not so true, o f course, o f 
philosophical poets like the blind Abu Ala.) Arabic music, too, 
reaches “ the heart ” — I should prefer a more carnal word to 
describe its target — and yet has a monotony of construction
* Translated, E. V. Rieu, (Penguin Books, 2s. 6d.)
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similar to plainsong. Sophocles, on the contrary, is a  European 
artist in the same sense as Beethoven. All this, apprehended as 
something good and something original, delights an Arabic 
audience. And the religion of Sophocles, I suddenly realise, 
is very near to Islam.

The story of Oedipus — how far, superficially, from religion 
as we know it ! A fine young man, the saviour of his city, and 
its honoured king, discovers that the plague in Thebes is caused 
by his own sin, his murder o f his father and his marriage with 
his mother. This sin is revealed by oracles, inspired by Apollo : 
a god whose province is all concerned with order and health : 
a god who sends plagues to warn that there is spiritual pollution, 
and who gives oracles, not so much that the fated pollution can 
be prevented, as that, when the pollution occurs, it may quickly 
be removed. Oedipus’s sin was committed completely without 
his own knowledge. And further, it was a  sin which both he 
and his parents had done all in their power to avoid : his parents 
by exposing their child on the mountain-side, himself, by fleeing 
from Corinth and his adoptive parents, when he learnt o f the 
doom impending.

To Christian notions, this morality is preposterous. A sin, 
to be a sin, must be o f grave im port (which Oepdius’s is) done 
with the full consent o f the conscious will (which Oedipus’s sin 
is not.) But to a Moslem, with a  less Sunday School conception 
of the world’s Creator, this is tragic, but not preposterous. 
“ All that is so is so because o f G od.”  This might come from 
Muhammad or from Sophocles. Indeed, it comes from both. 
Islam, in its golden age, recognised its affinity with Hellenic thought. 
Sophocles does not teach with explicit assertions. He hints. 
And what he hints is deeply religious — in a  sense of the word 
in which Mr. Billy Graham is simpliste, not religious. He hints 
that evil and sin are the warp of the world ; that they cannot 
be avoided by the conscious effort o f man’s will, or by taking 
refuge in pious maxims ; fate is overall ; evil and sin are mysteries, 
of which even Apollo himself is not the defeater, only the revealer ; 
all that matters to man is his acceptances of evil, his attitude to 
guilt. Oedipus accepts his guilt.; blinds himself, goes into exile, 
and then, miracle, becomes mubarrek, a thing of blessedness, 
a body that can bequeath to the soil o f Attica a mysterious strength. 
Theseus knows this, and beseeches the sinner who has become a
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saint to die at Colonus (the village, incidentally, where Sophocles 
himself was born). Jocasta, on the other hand, does not bow 
herself to the inevitable ; instead, she kills herself, and adds a 
new sin to the chronicle o f Thebes.

Christianity tended to atomise mankind, to substitute the 
peevish individual for the vibrant tribalism of the pagan world. 
The Christian man is encouraged to seek his own salvation, by 
the rejection of family and race. And in one sense, this teaching 
is only an advance on what Sophocles had already ta u g h t: the 
heroine of the Antigone breaks with the law of the state as an 
individual, though significantly, to uphold an obligation to  her 
brother, the unburied Polynices. To understand this moral choice 
two things must be understood : the Greek conception of the 
closeness o f brother and sister (well understood in Swinburne’s 
Atalanta), and the Greek belief that health in the afterlife depended 
on honourable burial, which should be accorded even to foes. 
(How far Europe has progressed ! The victims o f Nuremberg 
had their ashes thrown into an American army dustbin and then 
taken to an unnamed river. Are the dead so terrible ?)

But the question remains, and European man must answer 
the question : how to restore a religious health which embraces 
society as well as the man in the office, the woman in the bed
sitting room. The Catholicism rejected by northern Europe at 
the Reformation is now losing grip in the Latin countries, if 
percentages of communist votes are any indication. Protestant 
faith has turned into morality, and is dry, withered, unaflame : 
when it does ignite a Karl Barth or a Reinhold Niebuhr, it is not 
an enthusiasm to warm the ordinary man. Yet no great civilisation 
can exist that does not satisfy the religious sense. The religious 
sense can be explained away or laughed at : but those who explain 
or laugh cannot feel that they are contributing to a greater nobility 
of man. Man without god is not a  happy creature. I f  Europe 
is to create a new religiousness it will not be the work of any one man. 
The more the genesis of new religions is studied, the more it 
becomes clear that the great prophet, such as Christ or Muhammad, 
springs from a society already full o f minor prophets, already 
seething with a spiritual obsession, with a curiosity for, and interest 
in, religious truth. Let us seethe then : and let us not neglect, 
in our hopeful studies, the religion of the Greeks. Is it really 
inferior to that of the Hebrews ?
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ON ST. STEPHEN’S DAY in Cork the Wran Boys used to 
go from house to house, carrying a holly bough decorated 

with ribbons and the wren on top. They sang :

“ The wran, the wran, the king of all birds, St. Stephen’s Day 
was cot in the furze. Although he is little his family’s grate, 
Put yer hand in yer pocket and give us a trate. Sing holly, 
sing ivy, sing ivy, sing holly. A  drop just to drink would drown 
melancholy. And if you dhraw it of the best, I hope in heaven 
yer soul will rest. But if you dhraw it of the small, It won’t 
agree with de wran boys stall.”

Whenever the wran boys were pleased with what was given them, 
they sang :

“ M r . . .  is a  worthy man, And to his house we’ve brought 
the wran. The wran, the wran that you may see, Is guarded by 
the holly tree. Sing holly, sing ivy, sing holly, To keep a bad 
Christmas it is but folly.”

Boys still collect “ for the wran ” in south Ireland. This year 
there was a  headline in the paper : Little Wren Boy H urt; he 
had been knocked down by a lorry. But like English boys with 
their guy, the Irish boys now have a dummy wren.

Sir James Frazer in The Golden Bough describes wren-hunting 
ceremonies at the turn of the year in many parts of Europe, 
and says :

“  The parallelism between this custom of ‘ hunting the wren ’ 
and . . .  the Gilyak procession with the bear, and the Indian
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one with the snake ; seems too close to allow us to  doubt that 
they all belong to the same circle of ideas. The worshipful 
animal is killed with special solemnity once a year ; and before 
or immediately after death he is promenaded from door to 
door, that each of his worshippers may receive a portion of 
the divine virtues that are supposed to emanate from the dead 
or dying god.”*

In the Isle of Man at one time no fisherman would put to sea 
unless he had with him a feather from the wren.

★  ★  ★

One of the charms of Ireland is the absence of the crowds and 
queues and traffic jams which so poison life in the other countries 
of Western Europe. The greatest luxury in the modern world 
is solitude. For people who love fishing, gardening, walking or 
even motoring, and above all hunting, Ireland is paradise. 
With many packs in the west and south the field may number 
fifteen or twenty, instead of the hundreds who follow English 
hunts. The Times hunting correspondent complains of the hordes 
of motorists who dash about, hollering, and heading the fox, and 
getting in everybody’s way, in England. Such spoil-sports would 
never be tolerated in Ireland.

★ ★ ★

Too many 18th century and 19th century houses have been 
demolished and “ put out on the road ” as the Irish say, but the 
towers the Normans built are still standing. In a thousand-acre 
park near Fermoy is a 12th century tower ; climbing the steep 
stairs inside it we met an Irishman who knew its history. He 
said it is one of a ring of fortresses built by Condon, a Norman 
chieftain. In the 17th century it held out against Cromwell, 
and only surrendered finally when the garrison was promised 
q uarter. The promise was broken, and the entire garrison murdered. 
A few days later two Irish boys came to the castle with bottles 
of poteen in a basket, which they gave to Cromwell’s soldiers 
who drank it and fell into a stupor. The Irish then killed them all.

Although its only windows, apart from a gothic casement on 
the third floor, are arrow slits, the tower was lived in, (by a

* Spirits o f the Corn and the Wild, Vol. II.
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viscount our informant told us) until the first world war. I t stands 
on high ground, and one can see for miles around, trees, hills, 
rivers, framed by these narrow apertures.

★ ★ ★

, One of the most beautiful buildings in all Ireland, the Casino 
at Clontarf, designed for Lord Charlemont by Sir William Chambers, 
also stands on high ground, which is unfortunate because Dublin 
has nearly swallowed it up and spoils w hat must once have been 
its view across meadows to the sea. I t  is a  perfect, tiny Palladian 
house in a condition of rather sad decay inside. The Irish climate 
is probably responsible ; it looks not only much older than any 
Palladio villa, but also than most Greek temples, although it has 
barely reached the end of its second hundred years. It would 
be delightful to live in, combining the grandeur of a palace with 
the smallness o f a cottage.

★ ★ ★
In Dublin the police are fairly strict about parking, but it is 

never difficult to find a place in one of the great squares. 
Having left a motor for a few minutes in a M ilan street last 
summer we found the following notice on its windscreen.

City o f M ilan — Town Vigilance 
Your auto is standing in this mom ent in a  forbidden locality 
as it is indicated by the exposed international standard placards. 
For a special regard no fine will be awarded to  your a cc o u n t; 
however you are warned not to fall again any longer into this 
transgression.

★  ★  ★

In the United States last year about 38,000 people were killed 
in traffic accidents — more than the total number of American 
soldiers, sailors and airmen killed during the three years o f the 
Korean war. In England about 500 people a  m onth are killed 
on the roads. I t would be interesting to  know whether Belgium, 
for example, which is practically a built up area, has a high rate 
of accidents ; or if the fact that one cannot drive fast there makes 
any difference. I would rather drive a hundred miles in Ireland 
than ten miles in Belgium.
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★  ★  ★

In a review in The European of Mr. Robert Blake’s life of Bonar 
Law The Unknown Prime Minister I repeated the story he relates of 
Mr. Bonar Law’s visit to Mr. Asquith at the W harf on important 
business on a Monday morning in the middle of the war, of how he 
found the Prime Minister playing bridge with three ladies and was 
made to wait until he had finished the rubber. A letter from Lady 
Violet Bonham Carter in The Times makes it dear that this story is 
untrue as to the bridge and unfair as to the implication that the 
Prime Minister was lounging in the country on a Monday. It was 
Whit Monday, and not to mention the fact is like writing of Good 
Friday as if if were just any ordinary Friday. The House of Commons 
was, of course, in recess. Furthermore, Mr. Asquith never played 
bridge before dinner, let alone before luncheon. The most courteous 
of men, he would not have kept Bonar Law waiting, except that he 
had not yet come downstairs; this a guest who was staying at the 
Wharf remembers.

Mr. Blake was apparently told the story by Lord Beaverbrook, 
who went with Bonar Law to Sutton Courtney and waited for him in 
the motor outside. To Lord Beaverbrook it would probably not 
appear to be bad manners to keep somebody waiting, for business 
men, however polite in private life, habitually keep other business 
men waiting in order to demonstrate their busyness. The game of 
bridge was perhaps a later addition to the story, intended to  have 
something of the panache of Drake’s game of bowls. I  am sorry to 
have given further currency to this inaccurate piece of “ history ” .

D.M.
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HAMLET
PHCENIX THEATRE

by MICHAEL HARALD

THIS, OF COURSE, is the production that went to Moscow.
One hears that it was well received there, but that critics 

here for the most part have disliked it. I t is not my intention 
to speculate upon these Russian raptures, (at least one commentator 
attributes them to high-level political cunning), nor to examine 
in detail the reasons given for the play’s failure to delight in 
London. I  myself found much to deplore, yet much to be 
grateful for.

In the past ten years I must have attended at least a dozen 
productions of Hamlet, including the screen-version and an 
interesting television attempt which didn’t quite succeed in spite 
of a graceful leading performance by Mr. John Byron. This 
time, the play seemed fresher, the plot more thrilling, than before, 
and for this reason 1 was persuaded temporarily to overlook the 
fact that Hamlet is a  great tragedy — a fact overlooked throughout 
by the producer, Mr. Peter Brook and the leading man, Mr. Paul 
Scofield. I  became happily resigned, even, to a representation 
in which the prince was as big a  bore as Polonius ought to be. 
The new-look Hamlet wears its rue with a difference ; it emerges 
as a political melodrama more gripping than any other in the 
language — this includes even Julius Caesar. Its protagonist is a 
Claudius twice the size and significance of his role— judged, 
that is, by normal standards of performance and not, obviously, 
by the possibilities of the text. Mr. Alec Clunes plays the king 
not, as usually happens, from the point of view shared by Hamlet 
pere et fils, but from his own point of view. He bluffs and bullies 
us into taking him at his own confident valuation — a fascinating 
fellow, a dashing and devoted husband, a wise ruler, and — until 
his patience a t length becomes exhausted — an understanding 
uncle who was once a young chap himself. A dazzling tour de 
force — and the finest Shakespearean acting I’ve seen since Wolfit’s 
Lear. How this performance helps Gertrude 1
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“ A combination and a farm indeed,
Where every god did seem to set his seal 
To give the world assurance of a man :
This was your husband . . . ”

“ And is my second husband, too,” would seem to be her tart 
interjection here. Can we, by the way, accept unreservedly 
Hamlet’s encomium on his father ; a  man who, on his own 
admission, spent every afternoon of bis life asleep in an orchard 
and is, moreover, now

“ . . . . confined to fast in fires,
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purged away . . . ”  ?

What were these crimes, one wonders. He supplies no details, 
nor does his son, communicative enough on other matters, 
enlighten us. Prince Hamlet, after giving us the bleak assurance 
that he “ (will) not look upon his like again ” , observes :

“ He took my father grossly, full o f bread,
With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May . . . ”

Somnolency, even on this scale, is not usually regarded as a 
“ crime ” to be punished with the sort of Purgatory the Ghost 
hints at but is forbidden to describe.

Mr. Clunes’s Claudius would clearly be quite irresistible to 
any sexually alert woman ; and a husband as reluctant to stay 
awake as King Hamlet was simply asking for it, with a young 
brother like this about the place. Did Shakespeare intend Gertrude 
to be an accomplice before as well as after the fact ? — a point 
which has been weighed and debated in a thousand comical 
critical works. I  had no views one way or the other until a few 
days ago, but now the truth is beautifully clear. — They talked 
it all over in bed — or rather, Claudius talked, and Gertrude 
listened in a blissful daze, nodding her head occasionally and 
trying to look intelligent, but wondering dreamily why a little 
matter of murder should seem to Claudius such a serious business. 
Of course her husband would have to go ; painlessly, happily 
even, while doing the thing he liked best — sleeping ! Now where 
had she put that rat-poison ? . . . Mr. Clunes and Miss Wynyard 
suggest a miracle of sex polarity ; a king and queen satiated and 
smug with pleasure, yet at a touch or a glance inopportunely
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hungry for more. Here is modern romantic love infused into a 
renaissance picture. All gluttony seems strangely touched with 
innocence ; in our time, concupiscence like theirs belongs to 
the long weekend, the day of soft airs, the unfamiliar room in 
the anonymous hotel. A modern dramatist, guaranteed the 
services o f Mr. Clunes, would have allowed Claudius to coax 
and cuckold his brother into abdication and divorce — no need 
for “  cursed hebenon ” .

There are, o f course, other roles in this great play besides the 
King and his lovely dim lollipop of a queen ; and several are 
commonly held to be of importance. Mr. Brook evidently does 
not subscribe to this opinion. He has misdirected a Hamlet who 
was quite capable o f failing in the part without any such gratuitous 
assistance ; he has been unwise in his casting of Ophelia and 
Polonius (Miss Ure is too young, while Mr. Thesiger — I pronounce 
it sadly, for he has given me much pleasure in the past — is too 
old) ; and, finally, it would appear that he has rejected all further 
powers o f choice, entrusting Horatio, Laertes and the rest to a 
pin plunged a t random into  a casting-directory. I  was much 
taken, however, with the Ghost, a  very solid spectre, and a 
wonderful advertisement for Purgatory. No hotter than Rapallo 
in August, 1 would judge the place to be on this reassuring evidence ; 
if this is where bad actors go to expiate their performances, then 
there need be no undue alarm in the Charing Cross Road.

Hamlet is not Mr. Scofield’s part. A neatly carved head ; 
the look of a younger Scholar Gypsy, farouche and foredoomed ; 
a sufficiency of spleen and a rasping voice which conveys first the 
mordant then the desolate mood — these are qualities which have 
steered this actor safely through other roles, but which do not 
suffice to see him through the opening scene of Hamlet. He lacks 
the variety o f mood and expression necessary to sustain a character 
so famous and so familiar ; tricks of tone, oddities of pronunciation, 
do not persuade us that “ W hat a piece of work is a man ” , and 
“ How all occasions do inform against me ” , are being composed 
and uttered for the first time, nor do they reconcile us to the 
tattered philosophy of the “  To be, or not to be ” soliloquy. 
Indeed it is high time that Mr. Scofield gave serious consideration 
to the vowels and consonants of the English language, particularly 
if he feels his vocation to be the poetic drama. It is apparent 
that his voice worries him ; and this unease communicates itself 
across the footlights. Sometimes he checks himself in a sentence,
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and scowls, and tilts his head as if listening for an echo. I t is in 
such moments that I sense his mode of speech to be as embarrassing 
to him as it is to me ; it is as if he is wondering whether to snarl 
or sing the phrase, having quite despaired of speaking it. But 
graver by far than vocal deficiences is an inability to conceive 
and transmit the essential warmth and grace of Hamlet’s nature. 
Hamlet is not congenitally splenetic ; his irony, his outbursts of 
peevishness and despair are always attributable to specific causes. 
And often, even now, he can be delighted and delightful : with 
the players, for instance, and with Horatio in the graveyard scene. 
Mr. Scofield’s melancholy is unvaried, all pervading, admitting 
of no distractions, no delights. And it is at least 150 years too 
modern, Johnsonian rather than Shakespearean, the black vapours 
of a hypochondriacal moralist.

The action of the play is hampered somewhat by the usual 
permanent set, which this time affords the actors little room for 
movement and display. Sometimes, at the theatre, I  long for 
the bad old days of Lyceum Shakespeare (yes, before my time 1) 
when, if the old writers are to be believed, great gangs of pre- 
Raphaelites designed, built and painted wonderful stage-settings ; 
where intervals for scene-shifting took the play on to midnight 
and later, and the bars did a roaring trade. All very vulgar, no 
doubt, and probably we order these things better nowadays ; 
but need theatre-going be quite so dismal a process as the Brook- 
Scofield season suggests ? A little fresh paint, on-stage and 
front-of-house, bigger and better music, a visit to the dry-cleaners 
with all those costumes, and a wider and fresher range of refreshments 
in the bar, would make the whole business so much jollier.

ND FIRST the old, for the recent bunch of re-issues is full
of titles worth seeking out in local cinemas. Two excellent 

musicals head the list : The Wizard of Oz and Meet Me in St. 
Louis, both starring Judy Garland and both better by far than 
any musical of the past year. The first o f these is coming around 
for the second time of asking, as it were, for I remember seeing

CINEMA

by VINCENT MURRAY
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it again about seven years ago when the old charm still worked 
wonderfully well. Vincente Minnelli’s Meet M e in St. Louis 
has the qualities we expect from the m an who was to go on to 
make An American in Paris and The Band Wagon, and its 
tasteful sophistication distinguishes it from most musicals made 
before or since. I t may seem odd to read about Tarzan in these 
pages, but Tarzan the Ape-Man if far from the routine formula- 
film associated with him today. Directed by W. S. Van Dyke 
in 1932 the film is a real vintage piece. Johnny Weismuller’s 
mumbling, grunting Tarzan-figure has all the innocence, the 
simplicity o f the primitive American film-hero, and evokes a 
world long vanished from the screen. Going the rounds with 
Tarzan is a feature-length Laurel and Hardy revival called Fra 
Diavolo, also made in the early ’thirties. Its crazy plot gives 
ample scope to a comedy team then in their hey-day of popularity. 
This is the best double-bill since the M y Sister Eileen and The 
Night Holds Terror programme. The comedy revival continues 
with two British oldies : The Ghost of S t. Michael’s and The 
Goose Steps Out, good examples o f the late Will H ay’s style of 
humour. British cinema could do with more of this type of good 
quality second-feature (which only the N orm an Wisdom films 
supply today).

Best o f the recent issues now on their rounds is Olivier’s superb 
version o f Richard H I. His previous attempts at filming 
Shakespeare, Henry V and Hamlet, cannot be regarded as more 
than essays in filmed theatre, but with Richard HI the mastery 
over film-technique is assured and the result is an excellent fusion 
of style and content equalled only by Cocteau’s brilliant filming 
of his own Les Parents Terribles. Only one thing detracts from 
the general excellence : the quality o f the original play. Flashes 
of insight into character are indeed evident, but the full flowering 
of genius comes only with the later works. One wishes Olivier 
had tackled Richard earlier, attempting Hamlet only when his 
powers as director had fully developed, but that was not to be. 
Lear, surely the greatest, has still to be filmed, and Olivier’s present 
stature suggests he is ready for w hat m ust prove a supreme task.

Gloom and misery surround La Strada, reminiscent in superficial 
atmosphere at any rate of K arl Grune’s silent German film of 
the same name. In theme and treatment, though, it belongs 
most decidedly to Italian neo-realism, coming somewhere between 
the heights o f de Sica and the depths of Rossellini. Federico 
Fellini, director o f La Strada, once worked as script-writer to 
Rossellini, but, judging by the construction of the film, has now 
managed to throw off the hampering influence o f the elder director. 
The plot, however, with its circus background and determinedly 
symbolic characters, strives after “ meaning ” after “  significance ” 
but ends, as all such attempts must do, in  achieving no meaning 
at all beyond the picturesquely melodramatic. A pity, because 
Fellini’s direction has power and originality. One day we may
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hear more of him. Imagine the tension of the raid-sequence in 
Rififi extended over two hours and you have some idea o f the 
excitement of H. G. Clouzot’s Les Diaboliques (showing under 
the title of The Fiends). A story of murder related with the 
familiar sadistic relish we have come to expect from the director 
of Le Corbeau and Le Salaire de la Peur, the film has power — 
and a power not derived solely from the director’s skill, but from 
a script which allows plenty of scope for character-development. 
This gives it more backbone than, say, a Hitchcock thriller with 
its purely surface tension, in this case, however, the ending 
seems too arbitrary, far from justifying the psychological 
motivation of the action, and one is left in the air, frustrated by 
the sudden revelation of the vacuum in which the plot has developed.

Two British films round off the list : O Rosalinda and The 
Lady Killers. The first is a Powell and Pressburger modernised 
version of Die Fledermaus and, as one has been led to expect from 
the team's previous films (The Red Shoes, Tales of Hoffmann) 
it is ugly, strident and vulgar. The sum total of their work 
constitutes something unique in British cinema : a  line of constant 
experiment leading absolutely nowhere. Cinema badly needs 
the individual approach to film-making, but when it is directed 
to such consciously arty ends as this, then it can safely be 
dispensed with. The Lady Killers is a different matter. Tasteful 
and decorative, it steers a smooth course between farce and 
comedy of character. Though I am surprised at the persistence- 
in British cinema of the comedy of murders theme (Kind Hearts 
and Coronets, Knave of Hearts) this further variation is skilfully 
written, by William Rose, whose Genevieve script is one o f the 
most visually comic of any comedy ; and directed, by Alexander 
Mackendrick, whose talent for comedy was evident in The Man 
in the White Suit and Whisky Galore. Its value in British cinema 
lies in its independence of theatre or novel for its theme. Apart 
from the hours of good quality entertainment provided over the 
years by Ealing studios, their encouragement o f such independence 
deserves the highest praise and should reap rich dividends in 
future years.

TELEVISION

Fruits of Rivalry
by JAMES CUNNINGHAM

WHAT SORT of a month is it for television if the best items 
are adapted from other media ? From a purist viewpoint 

not a happy one, but considered with an eye to the future it could
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prove valuable in technical training. I t is a  good thing for 
television technicians to learn their craft by attempting to mould 
good material into television form. Othejlo, for example, came 
over remarkably well. Admittedly it had the advantage of an 
excellent cast, but this was no piece of statically photographed 
theatre. The action was broken down into innumerable camera- 
positions and good use was made of the close-up, perhaps the 
most expressive device television possesses (and no less effective 
in this medium than in cinema from which it was obviously 
borrowed). This production, with last year’s equally successful 
Romeo and Juliet, sets a standard which an orthodox film company 
would have difficulty in reaching. The B.B.C. has thus built 
up quite a reputation for the televised play.

I.T.V., still in its honeymoon period, cannot afford to neglect 
quality entertainment, and its superb production of Turgenev’s 
A Month in the Country (for which Robert Homer, most 
comfortably at home in tasteful period films, was called in as 
director) has still to be bettered on commercial T.V.

Rivalry can bring about feats impossible without it, and perhaps 
the B.B.C.’s presentation of Carl Zuckmayer’s The Devil’s General 
was itself inspired by it. A t any rate the production sparkled, 
with Marius Goring playing a Harras who bore at first a distinct 
resemblance to Trevor Howard (who acted the part on the 
London stage), but who later settled into Goring’s less forceful, 
more subtle personality. The play itself has loose ends, the 
narrative at times loses itself in prolix conversation and at least 
one im portant character is blurred even in the original, but such 
is the power of the central character that all clings firm right to 
the end. W hat is essentially a  study of character lends itself well 
to an intimate medium, and in this Rudolph Cartier production 
it certainly triumphed.

If the standard reached in televising plays on both services is 
gratifyingly high, doubts and fears about I.T.V.’s future standards 
are already beginning to creep in. Theoretically, advertisers have 
no control over the programmes arranged by the I.T.A. They 
simply buy time. But obviously they will want their products 
shown when the largest possible number of viewers have their 
eyes glued to their sets. And the I.T.A. is not so philanthropic 
that it can afford to  ignore the advertisers’ demands for more 
shows aimed a t a mass-audience. Recently a group of them 
simply threatened to withhold their support unless a certain 
minimum percentage of viewers was guaranteed. Such dictatorial 
action is bound to  have an effect on I.T.A. programmes — in 
fact the first symptoms are already evident. The more openly 
“ cultural ” programmes are rapidly diminishing. Associated- 
Rediffusion’s documentories, such as Colin Will’s The Wide 
World or Foreign Press Club, have been cut from half-an-hour 
to a quarter and, no doubt, this will be the first of many such 
alterations.
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NEW BOOKS
The Autobiography o f  an E liza b e th a n : William Weston. 
Translated by Philip Caraman (Longmans 18s.).

HE ENGLAND of Elizabeth I has always been billed as a
great age. Did not Hawkins begin the great slave trade 

and Drake . . . “ well you wouldn’t exactly call them pirates ” 
. . . and Tamburlaine the greatest of all heroes . . . As C. S. 
Lewis remarked, it was medieval to make your hero jack-the- 
giant-killer. The rennaissance required that your hero be the

“ Thou nature art my goddess ” says Edmund in King Lear, 
and Edmund represents substantially the ruthless materialist 
gangster who was everywhere managing public affairs in Elizabethan 
England. The horrors presented in the Elizabethan playhouse 
were not due to the macabre imaginations of the dramatists, as 
is so often suggested in modern criticism, but to the fact that 
these horrors (“ out vile jelly ”) were common occurrences beyond 
the “ iron curtain ” of the Channel. England was the police 
state, Walsingham its Beria. Common crime, as the rogue 
pamphlets of Hannan, Awdeley, and Greene indicate,, was left 
to such masters of criminology as Dogberry and Verges. 
Ideological crime was tracked down painstakingly and efficiently 
by an army of well trained, well organised and well paid spies. 
One had merely to “ inform ” on ideological deviation in a man 
of substance in order to gain a reasonable percentage o f his 
confiscated goods.

The police state had a highly efficient propaganda machine, 
so efficient that it has gone on functioning down to our own day. 
After studying the social history of the period from individual 
records one finds the shadow history of such popular historians 
as H. A. L. Fisher unreadable. They are as unreadable as 
Pravda would be to a refugee from a Soviet labour camp, and 
contain nearly as much in the way of truth.

Evelyn Waugh’s Edmund Campion was an excellent rejoinder

giant.
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to the tradition o f  shadow history. Philip Caraman’s translation 
of John Gerrard’s autobiography (Longmans 1951) added con
siderably to our knowledge of the detail which Evelyn Waugh’s 
study had suggested. Now Caraman has given us a modem 
translation of William Weston’s autobiography, annotated with a 
wealth of historical notes.

In Weston one is all the time aware of the spark of greatness. 
It speaks in his style and in his sense of awareness. He succeeded 
in turning his long spell of “ 18B” incarceration in Wisbech Castle 
(where many such “ political ” prisoners were moved, from 
London, at the time of the Armada) into the opportunity to form 
a religious seminary. So great was his success that the Council 
eventually ordered his segregation and removal to the Tower 
where he remained until the accession of James I.

Although the book is an autobiography, it tells us less about 
the fortunes o f the writer than do the extensive notes of Philip 
Caraman. W hat it does provide is an excellent social document, 
a  description o f what a devout, highly intelligent and careful 
observer, who travelled many roads in late sixteenth century 
England, saw and found significant.

There is a  description of an attempt to brow-beat a Catholic 
student, Marsh, at Oxford. When arguments failed he was so 
suffocated between two feather beds that two days later he died. 
The editor notes that Lawrence Humphrey, the Vice Chancellor, 
Regius Professor o f Divinity and President of Magdalen did all 
in his power to rid the University of Catholicism, stocking his 
College with a generation of Calvinists and filling the Divinity 
School with a tradition of fanatical anti-Catholicism. For 
“ deviationists ” lower down the social scale there was forced 
labour. The Bishop of Winchester in 1586 offered to give the 
Council two hundred “ most able and strongest able-bodied 
common and inferior sort ” of Papists to serve as labourers in the 
Army in Flanders “ besides the numbers of that kind already 
there” . Between, 1585 and 1591 seventy-five Catholic priests 
and layfolk were hanged, drawn and quartered.

The England that one finds in the writing of Weston, or Gerrard, 
occasionally comes to the surface in the pages of such Protestant 
historians as Hallam. For example the latter’s Constitutional 
History o f  England, which includes all the usual calumnies about 
the Jesuits’ political affiliations, states on page 116 : “ The common 
law o f England has always abhorred the accursed mysteries of 
the prison-house ; and neither admits of torture to extort 
confession, nor o f any penal infliction not warranted by judicial 
sentence. But this law, though still sacred in the courts of justice, 
was set aside by the privy council under the Tudor line. The 
rack seldom stood idle in the Tower for all the latter part of 
Elizabeth’s reign.”

H.B.
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Franco o f  Spain  by S. F. A. Coles, (Neville Spearman, 21s.).

BOTH IN AND OUT of the New Statesman and Nation people 
continue to attack General Franco. Since the vast majority 

do so out of ignorance, it is to be hoped that this book will 
meet with more success than it deserves, for Mr. Coles is fair 
and unprejudiced.

Franco o f Spain is a collection of essays on Franco and Spain 
rather than a straightforward biography. Such questions as 
Gibraltar, Spanish neutrality during the recent war, and the 
origins of the Spanish Civil War are thoroughly examined. 
There is even a chapter entitled “ Jewry in Spain ”, in which we 
learn that there are not more than 3000 pure Jews in the country. 
Mr. Coles, like many people, is indignant at the irresponsibility 
and hypocrisy which have characterised the behaviour of successive 
British governments towards Franco ever since 1936, culminating 
in the diplomatic boycott by the United Nations ten years later. 
Such behaviour received its fitting rebuke at the hands o f the 
Spanish people themselves when 300,000 of them gathered in the 
Plaza de Oriente in Madrid to chant “ Franco, si ! Rusia, no ! ” 

Quotations are used with devastating effect to demonstrate 
the stupidity of Franco’s non-Communist enemies. One o f the 
best is the response of the British Ambassador to Count Jordana’s 
suggestion in 1943 that they should exchange views on the European 
situation : “ I  am not accepting the Minister’s view that Russia 
is the great danger to Europe. Nor am I accepting the Minister’s 
view that Russia will embark on an anti-European policy . . . ” 

Politics apart, this book is infuriating. It spent two consecutive 
nights in my wastepaper basket and several hours in the flowerbed. 
Mr. Coles is a shameless snob ; his favourite ploy is the 
description of eminent people as “ my good friend ” . I t is no 
concern of the reader that he once lent his saddle blanket to 
Lord Chetwode at the New Delhi Hunt, or, apropos o f nothing, 
that he knows four Spaniards who were intimately acquainted 
with Lorca. But in spite of this and its many irrelevances,
I have no hesitation in recommending it, since Mr. Coles knows 
his history and speaks with authority.

R.B.

A  Fox Under M y Cloak  by Henry Williamson (Macdonald 15s.)

MR. WILLIAMSON has succeeded once again in transporting 
his readers forty years back to the early days of the first 

World War. The gods have not yet finished their sport with 
Philip Madison ; perhaps the only unrealistic impression we receive 
among so much (and such painful) realism is the feeling that 
Philip must bear a charmed life : Mr. Williamson cannot allow 
him to be killed since there is still so much to tell.

The battle scenes are extraordinarily well described, the author
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insists that we suffer every shade of terror, boredom, discomfort 
and pain in company with his hero. When Philip is on leave 
in his suburban home, or when he becomes an officer and feels 
out of place in the officers’ mess of a  rather smart regiment, he 
suffers boredoms and terrors of another sort. He is an unsatis
factory son, lover, soldier, bankclerk (his former chief complains 
that when he joined up  he left his stamp-book in an awful mess) 
and in this volume he becomes an unsatisfactory officer. But at 
the end of the book, back in  France, he is beginning to turn into 
something more ; he has now developed a sort o f fatalistic courage 
which is almost heroism, and which was probably the only courage 
worth much in  the trench warfare o f 1915 when spectacular acts 
of bravery were suicidal.

This book is, I  imagine, so true to  life that it would cause an 
almost physical discomfort in men who fought in the first war, 
or in women who remember the last days of leaves, or the sight 
of the telegraph boy approaching their door. Nobody but Mr. 
Williamson could have done this quite so skilfully.

D.M.

The R e tu rn  o f  A r th u r  by M artin Skinner, (Chapman & Hall, 
12s. 6d.).

■ ■ POEM  of the fu tu re” , the author calls it —

7 sing the future  — much in the same spirit 
As Scott or Ariosto sang the past . . . .

and I find that the year is A .D. 2000. I  run to the bathroom 
for the pills that calm. They’re not necessary : this is not, I 
discover, Science Fiction, bu t Hardy-land revisited. Magic by 
Merlin. A rthur returns from Avalon to  lead a West-country 
Resistance movement ; his followers m ust be fearless, strong . . . 
with uncomplicated sex-lives.

This time I  mean to have things better managed,
No Guinevere shall trouble my return . . .

Yes : Mr. Skinner has a truly rural vision of the future. Here, 
as well as witchcraft and wizardry, we have meadowed landscapes, 
rooks a-cawing, dirty work behind the cowshed. A symphonie 
pastorale, in fact. N othing inter-planetary. I’d  always felt — 
hoped— that Orwell and the others rather over did it  all. And 
I shall snap my fingers now at Moon-men, Mars-men and 
book-jackets covered in wires and rockets. If  2000 A.D. turns 
out to be anything like this, I shall probably be a fairly contented 
old man with a  furtive affection for dairymaids.
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Some critics, old enough to know better, have compared The 
Return o f Arthur with such mighty works as The Rape o f  The 
Lock and Don Juan. This is absurd ; and it does a disservice 
to Mr. Skinner’s labour, his genuine — if pedestrian — skill. 
It’s a long poem — yes ; as long as the average novel ; one has 
nothing but praise for the author’s industry. But at no point 
does it begin to be real poetry. It can be read, like the average 
novel, at a single sitting ; no need to pause, to ponder, to turn 
back a page. No need, really, for the Notes at the end of the 
volume — unless to mention favourably one or two contemporary 
writers who, in their turn, have extolled Mr. Skinner on the 
inside of the wrapper.

A dventures in the S k in  Trade  by Dylan Thomas (Putnam, 9s. 6d.).
DVENTURES IN THE SKIN TRADE  is the story of a

natural who broke out early one morning from the 
constrictions of Llaregyb, Under M ilk Wood, and ran away to 
London, where he got a beer bottle stuck on his finger and 
suffered other grotesque humiliations. The outcome of the flight 
will never be known, since the career of the Simple-Celtic-Simon 
hero, the fantasy-Dylan, was cut short by the better-known Dylan’s 
death. Or rather, we should say, Dylan Thomas’s death precluded 
any revival of his interest in a pigeonholed, if not abandoned, 
manuscript. We know how long it took him to bring Under 
Milk Wood anywhere near to com pletion; probably the 
picaresque, dotty, bawdy Adventures would never have been 
finished at all.

Novels of pure fantasy, i.e., fantasy untempered by obsession, 
are doubtfully of interest except to the novelist himself and his 
immediate cronies — but since the publication of the Adventures 
is part of the current salvage campaign, let criticism on that score 
be silent, and only heard applause for the piety of editor and 
publishers.

M.H.

A.J.N.

44



THE DEVIL-WORSHIPPERS 
OF KURDISTAN*
by DESMOND STEWART

MOSUL IN  THE RAIN, the kind of rain that seeps rather 
than falls, resembles those pale brown photographs of 

the first World W ar : none of the clarity of black and white, 
just a gentle blurredness from which stand out the water-towers 
in their aluminium ugliness and the smears of corrugated iron 
which patch the dun roofscape and the new portions of road which 
gleam like gashes o f wet steel. One minaret, leaning slightly, 
looks like a wilting flower. There is nothing to do, if you have 
visited the Museum, but sit in the Railway Hotel, a diving-bell 
let down into the east, as occidental as a suburban hospital in 
England. The waiters are all Iraqi Christians, familiar with words 
like ‘ John Collins ’ ; it is forbidden to play bridge in the public 
rooms ; dinner is served at eight and is ‘ off ’ by nine ; there 
are hints of England. Some of the Christians are of the sect 
known as Assyrians ; they have as little connection with Nineveh 
as the modern Mosul, although the mound which covers the 
winged bulls is only a hundred yards across the river, and the 
Prophet Jonah is buried in the Mosque of Nebbi Yunis, an attractive 
cluster o f buildings on a  hill, the low ceilinged rooms sumptuously 
carpeted ; the tooth o f the whale that swallowed him hangs by 
his sarcophagus, strangely like a swordfish snout. By train, 
Baghdad is a  night journey to  the south, Istanbul three days 
remote to the north.

The climate is as changeable as Iraqi politics. In the evening 
the sun is out, and the city seems more friendly from a high roof. 
Not flat, like most Iraqi towns, but undulant, a waving mass of 
broken masonry, o f cubes and flats, it has a Turkish air ; there
* A chapter from' New Babylon, A .Portrait o f  Iraq by Desmond Stewart and 

John Haylock, to be published by Messrs. Collins at the end of February.
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are few trees, all planted by the municipality, weedy cypresses 
outside the station, casuarinas in the locked park. The Arab 
genius for incompleteness shows in the sunlit city. The new 
streets are gashes cut through a mass of decaying and pulling 
down and rebuilding. Even the great adornment o f Mosul, its 
bluey grey marble, of a crumbly cheeselike texture, is used scrappily : 
to fringe windows, to encircle doorways, to decorate otherwise 
undistinguished and uneven walls. Many of the residential 
quarters look as if they have been bombed. -

Mosul is the last city before the mountains o f Kurdistan ; 
the plain of Mesopotamia shimmers in its heat to. the south ; 
what is beyond Mosul is more interesting than its souqs or rather 
hostile streets.

For as Iraq is a museum of past cultures, the mountains of 
Kurdistan, visible from the Mosul rooftop, are a museum o f faiths 
and peoples. To the north, mauve culminating in snow, are 
the mountains that lead to Turkey ; there, a  six-hours climb 
above the valleys, are Assyrian Christians, living alongside Kurds ; 
there are empty villages where, until Israel, Jews lived too. 
And most interesting of all, to the north east and to  the west, 
in two mountain blocks athwart the valley of the Tigris, live the 
mysterious Yezidis, whose god is the Peacock Angel, Malek 
Tawooz, whose tongues are forbidden to pronounce Shaitan or 
Iblis, (the Arab names for the Devil), and whose remote villages 
have still a sinister reputation with the superstitious.

“ If you go to the Yezidis, be sure you don 't sleep among them,” 
said Hanna, my Assyrian houseboy. “ They are bad people, 
they worship Satan the Accursed,” said Ali, my Kurdish driver, 
a Shiah Moslem. The Mutassarif of Mosul, the provincial governor, 
put his elegant fingers together and smiled tolerantly. “ In the 
past they certainly caused trouble. There were rebellions, followed 
by massacres. They are easily inflamed. They are also poor 
and ignorant, and until recently would not read or write, for fear 
of pronouncing the letter shin, which might anger their Peacock. 
Nowadays they are peaceful, if dirty. I will summon their prince 
for you — he is in the building.”

The Mutassarif’s office is still in the Turkish Serai, though 
shortly it will be moved into something more modern. The room 
is dark, the electric light is burning. There are mass-produced 
busts of royalty; the first King Feisal with elongated neck, the 
second and his unde with no necks at all. Through a gap in the
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drawn curtains the Tigris is visible, and beyond, the Kurdish hills.
Amir Tahsin enters the room with a swish of robes. He is a 

splendidly royal figure, in his twenties, farouqian, with indolent 
eyes and a rubicund complexion. His beard is as woolly as the 
fleece o f a  black lamb. Although he is the chief Yezidi, he is 
dressed in the robes o f an Arab sheikh, but the white keffia under 
his coil o f black agal has an unusual relief design, a crescent 
moon enclosing a star. We are introduced, but he has a matter 
on his mind more pressing than my desire to visit the Yezidi 
villages. Remarking in passing that the chief shrine, at Sheikh 
Adi, is unreachable because of recent rain, he changes the topic.

“ But, Pasha, I have a  suppliant. He wishes to see you.”
“ Let him come in, Tahsin,” says the Mutassarif.
The suppliant is a Yezidi faqir, old and thin and brown, with 

a Rip Van Winkle beard, and gentle withdrawn eyes. The issue : 
he has a son whom he wishes the Government to appoint as the 
teacher o f religion in  the Sinjar school.

“ How old is your son ? ”
“  By God,”  and the old man reflects, running the fingers of 

his right hand over the crinkly fingers of his left.
“ A bou t1 eighteen,” prompts his prince.
“ No, no,” laughs the Mutassarif, “ not more than sixteen ”.
“ But, Pasha, he is one of us ; he can teach our faith.”
The Yezidis possess a hierarchy with as rigid divisions as those 

of India. Beneath the Amirs, are the skeikhs ; these two senior 
orders are probably descended from Shiekh Adi and his family. 
Below them are the Qawwals, or reciters, and then are the Faqirs, 
whose brown tunic protects its wearer from bloodshed or violence, 
and who are respected for almost magical powers. Each order 
is bound to marry within itself, just as Yezidis as a whole are 
forbidden to marry outside their cult.

“ Has the boy studied religions ? For example, I am a Muslim, 
but would not claim myself competent to teach religion.”

“ He is competent, Pasha.”
“ This is what I  will do, then : appoint three or four of the 

best faqirs to examine — you choose them. If  they approve, 
he will then be appointed.”

“ No, do you examine him here in Mosul.”
“ W hat do I  know of your faith ? ”
The old man gives way. “ Then let him be examined in the 

Sinjar, as you propose.”
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“ I will help you, I  promise. But we must not have people 
saying that we appoint as teacher one without qualifications.” 

The old man withdraws, salaaming gently, and Tahsin invites 
me to visit him at the Sindabad Hotel at two o’clock. Then he 
will give me an introduction to the chief men in any village which 
I like to visit.

Left alone, the Mutassarif smiles charmingly, as perhaps some 
Americans may smile when they have shown a visitor a squad 
of Red Indians, feathered in their reserve.

“ They are strange people, Mr. Stewart, but not bad. Dirty, 
yes, except for civilised ones, like Tahsin. They are not to blame ; 
we should only blame a few men, those who first turned them 
on this path.”

“ Who can tell me about their religion ? ”
He gives me what I prove for myself is the true answer, “  no 

one,” with any accuracy. Lacking a literate priesthood, they 
also lack theology, and no one Yezidi will agree with another 
about the names of the seven angels, or other important issues. 
All the secrets of the religion are handed on orally by the Qawwals, 
from one generation to another.

“ They arc a mixture of everything. They practice baptism, 
their names are Moslem, in Kurdish form ; Saydo Hamdo, the 
old man you saw, his name in Arabic would be Sayid Hamid. 
They study the Koran, but if they possess a copy, they paste over 
the name of Satan. They honour trees and streams. They pray 
to the Sun. Outside the shrine of Sheikh Adi there is a black 
snake, six feet high, carved on the wall. In a cave they have a 
phallic column which the women hug, in order to become pregnant. 
They are brave, and the hills are covered with the bones of Yezidis 
who have died for their strange faith.”

After lunching in the prosaic Railway Hotel, I found the Amir 
on the upstairs floor of the rickety Sindabad, sitting supreme 
amidst five of his followers, all of them solemn, handsome men, 
their black abbas decorated with their favourite colour, a purplish 
red. (The colour blue is abhorred by Yezidis.) Coffee was 
brought, then very slowly, explaining that he had only completed 
primary school, Tahsin wrote out a message in Arabic asking 
the Mukhtar of Baashiqa to show me ‘ the Yezidi shrines and 
the Christian churches and anything else desired ’. The prince 
made me read the message, to assure him that it was correctly 
written, then called for blotting paper, and solemnly folded it and
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enclosed it in an envelope, whose flap he licked and closed. 
“ If I can help you at all, you must come to me here. Ask me 
any questions.” The Amir, I knew from books, gets his money 
more from his position as cult-leader than as landlord. Every 
year he carries the image of the Peacock Angel from one part of 
the Yezidi world to another, Syria, Turkey, and Iran (the community 
in Soviet Russia is beyond his reach), and the faithful contribute 
as generously as they can. I therefore asked : “ Can you tell 
me why your people are called Yezidis ? ”

He thought, then said quietly, “ I am not versed in religion. 
I cannot tell you that. Others may be able to.”

No one was. There are two theories about the name : one, 
that it represents a corruption of the Persian Yazdan, the name 
for the good spirit, the opposite of Ahriman ; the other, that 
it derives from the Caliph Yezid. The second is more generally 
accepted. Yezid was the second Omayyad Caliph, of the dynasty 
who seized control over the young Islamic Empire, after the first 
four successors o f the Prophet. A  handsome, worldly man, 
delighting more in poetry and pleasure than in prayer, he was 
responsible for the death o f Muhammad’s grandson, Hussain, 
an event which has made his name hated in the Moslem world. 
After about a century, the Omayyad dynasty was overthrown, 
and the power in Islam passed to Baghdad and the Abbasid 
Caliphate. The Omayyads had represented the rule of rough, 
knightly Arabia, preaching, if not practising, a stern morality ; 
the rule o f Baghdad represented a more humane and perhaps 
more decadent way of life ; the Abbasid Caliphs were no longer 
pure Arabs, but partly Persian, with Turkish mercenaries to 
support their power ; their courts were cosmopolitan, and Jews 
and Christians played prominent roles as architects, doctors and 
men of learning. Under this rule, some theorists argue, the chief 
area of dissatisfaction was southern Kurdistan, the mountainous 
area north of Mosul. Here, the wild, courageous Kurds, who 
had supported the Damascus Caliphate, were in constant rebellion 
against the new rulers o f Baghdad (the Kurds have always been 
as good rebels as the Irish) and to show their opposition began 
to exalt Yezid, the most uncompromising of the Omayyads. 
An Arab traveller of the 12th century, A1 Samari, supports this 
view : “ In  Iraq, in the Jebel Halwan and in the neighbouring 
country, I met numerous Yezidis. They lead the ascetic life in 
the villages of this mountain and eat hal (a kind of plant that
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strengthens the will against hunger during fasts). They mix very 
little with other people. They believe in the imamate of Yezid 
and maintain that this Caliph was in the right road.” A t this 
time there was no mention of Satanism as a distinguishing 
feature of the cu lt; that was to come later.

Baashiqa is the chief Yezidi village near Mosul, and after some 
minutes bargaining a taxi agreed to take me there and back for 
two and a half dinars (£2 10s. 0d.). We crossed the Tigris by 
the steel bridge and passed Nebbi Yunis on the right and the dull 
mound of Nineveh on the left. (The hill on which Jonah’s tomb 
stands is one of the palaces of Nineveh, still not excavated). 
After Mosul, the country at once opens up into a sweeping plain, 
green in spring and spread with thickly growing flowers, exotic 
anemones and simple wildflowers of the English kind. In the 
bright sunshine the mountains to the north shine a pale pink, 
and then at their feet a black smudge shows. I  look at the sky, 
there are no clouds, it is not a shadow, though it has the intensity 
of dense shade. As we turn off on the Akkra road, towards 
the foothills, the driver explains that the black smudge, so remarkable 
in this saffron landscape, marks the Yezidi groves. As we draw 
nearer, the black that had been as intense as that o f Yezidi beards 
turns to the dark green of olives, and amongst the green there 
are tall white cones, fluted and cleanly whitewashed, the spires 
that mark the tombs of Yezidi saints.

I was wondering what the Mukhtar would be like, when, as 
we bumped towards the village, I saw a young man in a blue suit 
cycling towards the stone houses and the high church tower. 
He looked very like a youth who had been sitting'in the first row 
of my class for the last half year. As I slowed up, he recognised 
me and almost fell off his cycle.

“ You here ! Not in Baghdad,” he exclaimed.
“ Are you a Yezidi, Yusif ? ”
“ No, 1 am an Orthodox Christian.”
“ But you can show me round ? ”
“ Of course, it is my village as well as theirs.”
We left the taxi near the Catholic church, since inside the 

village the streets are rough and muddy. There was a crowded 
coffee shop, no different from any other in Iraq, except for the 
faces and the black beards. The Yezidis are of Kurdish origin, 
but long centuries of inbreeding and persecution have set them 
off from their fellows, and they have developed a recognisable

50



THE DEVIL-WORSHIPPERS OF KURDISTAN

unity of appearance : in general, their faces are handsome, if 
melancholy, dignified but rather withdrawing. Their women on 
the other hand are extremely beautiful, and delight in ornaments. 
None of them is veiled.

From the dark depths of the coffee shop a young Yezidi joined 
us, Faiq the son of Sadiq, the handsome father of a small 
blond-haired boy called Satner whom he carried with him everywhere.

“ I have one good English friend, Lady Drower.” (Her book, 
The Peacock Angel, describes discursively a few weeks spent among 
the Yezidis in 1940.) “ She speaks about my brother, Rashid, 
in her book, but when she came, I was a schoolmaster in the 
Sinjar. I am the first Yezidi to be educated, and I have spent 
fifteen years preparing a book of six hundred pages on the Yezidis. 
It is the first book on the Yezidis by a Yezidi. I correct many 
errors, and soon I shall be taking the train to Baghdad to find 
a printer.”

As he spoke, we were climbing the hill behind the village 
towards some massive rocks. Here above the village, magical 
as the spring which burst to Moses’ wand, is the Ras al Ain, 
a clear tumultuous torrent which gives the village drinking water 
and makes fertile the olive groves. Clambering past a whitewashed 
shrine with a low, locked door — “ Otherwise we could have 
gone in ’’ — we came to a deep pool of emerald water. “ In 
summer I come here and bathe every day,” said Yusif. The 
Christians and the Yezidis, both minorities, live in amity together. 
In the village, sinister fables about this persecuted people evaporate.

As we walked, Faiq told me about the religion. He was 
charming and intelligent, but preferred to ‘ correct errors ’, so 
that 1 felt his explanations were rationalisations rather than 
objective accounts. The picture of his faith that emerged was 
about as controversial as the religion of The Magic Flute, a  belief 
in the goodness and unity of God, and an affirmation of kindness 
and virtue. The only concrete things I learnt was that the Yezidis 
still await their Messiah, and never eat lettuce. (According to 
legend, Malek Tawooz, pursued, tried to hide in the guilty 
vegetable, but it opened its straight leaves, and is evermore 
accursed.)

So rational was Faiq, the face framed in his Arab headdress 
so like that o f a  Moslem from the south, that I said to Yusif in 
English, “ I am going to risk a question which I hope will not 
be tactless ”.
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“ He is educated, ask him what you like.”
“ Before I came here,” I said in Arabic, “ I was told that there 

is one whose name it is forbidden even to mention. Is there 
such a one ? ”

Faiq did not reply at once, but pointed out some further shrines, 
this time marking the tombs of those who were martyred. “  In 
the 19th century Sultan Abdul Hamid killed eleven thousand 
of our people.” On the rolling downland they were impressive, 
these great white cubes tapering into the blue sky in long fluted 
cones.

“ There is such a one,” he said. Finally.
“ Who is he ? ”
He looked round, to see that no curious Yezidi was near us. 

In Turkish times, the chief reason why Yezidis refused to  join 
the army was the severity of the prohibition of using the name 
of Satan : the pious Yezidi was meant either to kill the blasphemer, 
or himself. “ In English, you call him ‘ Satan By using the
English word, he avoided the “ sh ” sound.

“ Yes, we call him Satan.”
“ Him we never mention. Now here is the shrine o f Sheikh 

Muhammad. We will go in, but we must leave our shoes outside.” 
Thus politely was brushed aside the crucial question about 

the Yezidis : are they devil-worshippers ?
Some travellers have suggested that they do not worship Satan, 

merely appease him. ‘ God is good, and must always do good ; 
therefore exaggerated worship is unnecessary. Satan is evil, but 
powerful and capricious; his wrath needs to  be appeased.’ 
This is subtle and not unintelligent. But it does not correspond 
to the emotional feelings of these stolid mountaineers. To them, 
Malek Tawooz is the important deity : not a baleful potentate 
to be surreptitiously propitiated, but the chief of the Angels, the 
most beautiful and the most potent. His image, with huge tail, 
slender legs and delicate head is the symbol o f their faith. 
Nor is he considered as entirely evil. In all dualistic systems 
— and the Yezidi faith has obvious similarities with the dualism 
of Zarathustra — there is an observable mechanism : first, you 
worship the two powers equally ; second, you begin to worship 
the evil one more, because it is more dangerous ; third, you 
project on to the evil power many of the qualities of the good. 
Thus Malek Tawooz is Satan, but not a Satan a t war with God. 
A splendid angel whose power may explode in evil or good,
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his assistance is gained for the Yezidis, and his enmity averted 
from them, by the honour they pay him. He is generally regarded 
as the angel to whom a rather supine Almighty has delegated 
all power in this world. If  he has briefly incurred God’s dis
pleasure, he will at last be reinstated ; then he will remember 
favourably the one people who never scorned him, never called 
him by the insulting name of Satan.

Why is his symbol the Peacock ? Anthropologists say that 
this exotic bird is a devil-symbol among both the Mandaeans 
of Iraq and the Persians. An English farmer, staying at the Mosul 
hotel, told me, “ In Kent we have a saying that the Peacock has 
the garb of an angel, the tread of a thief, and the voice of a devil.”

But a  people is more than its theology, and a shrine more than 
the man it commemorates. Whatever patchwork we construct 
from Yezidj doctrine, whatever cobwebs, the Yezidis themselves 
are men and women, living human lives, often poor, among 
scenery that is always remarkable and frequently beautiful. 
They love to dance, to sing, to  make love. Baashiqa has an 
atmosphere that, in the original meaning of the word, enchants. 
The enchantment is not from the modern Catholic church, a 
building stocked with cheap oleographs and collecting boxes ; 
nor is it from the vernacular use of stone, though that is refreshing 
after the sallow brick of Iraq ; it comes from the spirit of the 
faith whose martyrs are buried here, from the shrines, from the 
swift water, from the olive groves and the bare hilltops, from the 
bright sunshine and the myriad flowers, from the relics of paganism 
that survive with so much else in this religious scrapbox. There 
is something Arcadian in the women singing by the torrent, as 
they wash their scarlet gowns, in the shepherd boys in their 
sheepskin coats, flute ready to the lips, in the old men sitting in 
their coffee shop, and in the children playing without a shadow 
of schooling on their horizon, as natural and innocent as the 
lambs that scatter around them. Nowhere is this primitive 
innocence more present than in the temple. It is indeed a temple, 
not a church with pews, nor a mosque with central fountain and 
prostrating worshippers, nor a synagogue for the people to meet. 
It is on the outskirts of the village. First, there is a small walled 
yard, and at its threshold you leave your shoes. The courtyard 
is bucolically cheerful ; there is a pile of corn, a sheep wanders 
in, there are vistas of olives beyond the wall, there is stone curiously 
carved. And beyond, so that it was visible even as you crossed
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the threshold, enticing and mysterious, a very low portal to pass 
which you must crouch, and beyond that a darkness, a  darkness 
sinister and attractive, pricked out with four sharp lights that 
dangle on a tray from the apex of the domed roof. Standing at 
the well in pure white is Hussein, the bearded gochek. He is 
the guardian of the temple, like a Greek priest in some long- 
crumbled shrine of Demeter.

“  Each year he fasts forty days in winter, and another forty in 
summer,” says Faiq. My feet are cold from the greygreen marble 
underfoot; the smell of incense from within charges my nostrils, 
provokes some other sense. “ His training takes twenty years, 
and now he has the gift of hearing what the God says ; soon 
he may prophesy.”

The gochek looked at us, and through us. His candid eyes 
were indeed those of a seer.

“ May I enter the shrine ? ”
Faiq spoke to the gochek.
“ Yes, he says, if you give him a karamia afterwards.”
We paused at the threshold ; it is tabu to tread upon it, one 

must walk over it. Above the lintel, in Mosul marble, there is 
an Arabic inscription telling that Faiq’s father, Sadiq, had repaired' 
the shrine ; at both sides there is a simplified carving of the 
Peacock Angel. We step in. There is nothing, only the lamp 
hanging from the roof, and a sarcophagus concealed behind a 
cloth ; and yet there is everything, the whole tradition of man’s 
feeling towards God. We wait, then return into the sun. The 
gochek gives me an elaborate blessing in return for my hundred fils.

Having seen the shrines, having heard about the many times 
they were destroyed by the Ottomans and others, we slowly 
wandered through the evening village to Yusif’s house. He is a 
man of substance ; his father, now dead, had been the village 
schoolmaster, and his uncle is the Orthodox priest. I  am 
presented to his mother, a gracious woman who does not wear 
the veil. His sisters busy themselves in preparing what I  am 
assured will be only tea, but turns out to be a  repast o f rice, chickens, 
Kurdish bread and hdme made jams. In  dusk, in the sitting-room, 
by oil lamp, Faiq plays with his little son and tells me about the 
shrine at Sheikh Adi, further up in the hills. There, in  Spring 
and Autumn, the great Yezidi feasts take place, the baptisms, 
the joyful dancing. It is the site of a Christian monastery, in 
a valley full of trees and water, secluded from the world. What.-
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he tells me about Sheikh Adi I supplement from my own knowledge, 
correcting dates and smoothing down eulogy. The Sheikh was 
born in Lebanon in 1073, near the ruins of the great temple to 
the Sun at Bahlbek, and lived to be ninety. As a  young man, 
he went to Baghdad and there studied theology, making himself 
a  pupil of the great Sufi mystics of the time. In 1122 he retired 
to the valley where his shrine now stands, and there a community 
grew up around him. There is no question but that they were as 
orthodox as it  is possible for Sufin to be : Islam has always regarded 
mysticism with some suspicion. How then did Sheikh Adi, the 
orthodox Moslem saint, the friend of Sheikh Abdul Qadr Gailani 
(whose tomb is still the chief shrine in Baghdad), become the 
semi-divine founder of a cult that worships Malek Tawooz ? 
No answer is certain, owing to the lack of written history and the 
bias o f enemies. What is probable is that many of the Sheikh’s 
disciples were Kurds, still loyal to the Omayyads, hostile to the 
rule of Baghdad, ignorant, imaginative, carrying deep in their 
hearts memories o f cults and beliefs far older than Christianity 
or Islam. In  a generation or two they had changed the teachings 
o f Sheikh Adi into something the old saint would never have 
recognised. I f  this is so, it would not be the first time in history 
that a  great man has been totally misunderstood by his successors. 
The great snake, kept permanently black with grate-polish, is 
only one of a host of pagan symbols in the Valley of Sheikh Adi. 
I t  is this paganism which has caused the persecution. Moslem 
tolerance, vast when compared to that of the Inquisition or Calvin’s 
Geneva, was limited to the ‘ people of the Book ’, the Koranic 
phrase that includes Christians, Jews and Zoroastrians, but excludes 
pagans and animists. And popularly the Yezidis became objects 
o f fervid suspicion, much as witches did in Europe. And their 
fate was often no less terrible.

Baashiqa shows the sunny side of Yezidi life ; it was after 
staying here that Lady Drower prefaced each of her chapters 
with a quotation from Theocritus. I t and its sister village Bahzani 
are favoured by nature and are in contact with society. The 
greater part o f the Yezidis who live in Iraq dwell in the sterner, 
more sinister Jebel Sinjar. The Sinjar are a range of mountains 
to the west o f Mosul, on the frontier between Iraq and Syria ; 
they run nearly directly from east to west. They were also the 
limes o f the Roman Empire, and the modern town of Sinjar 
is on the site of Singara, a Roman frontier town. In Roman
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times, these hills had at least the business of a frontier ; young 
Romans had to complain here of the tedium of provincial life. 
With the downfall of Rome, when the whole Middle East became 
one Moslem state, the hills lost even this significance. They 
became the end of nowhere, perhaps more fertile than today, but 
still a perfect refuge for the outcast, and here, during the centuries 
of persecution, the Yezidis came to live. There are dozens of 
villages in the bare hills, invisible as you travel from Mosul, since 
the motor road runs to the south of the range, and this side is 
steep and excluding ; the valleys run to the north, towards Syria. 
In the rain, hidden by a wad of grey, the summits seem higher 
than their 4000 feet. The road passes through undulant dismal 
plain, brown and irregular green, more like Yorkshire moors 
than anything one associates with the east, ranges of low hills to 
left and right, outcrops of marble. The Sinjar appear suddenly, 
the driver says, “ Ah, but we shall see nothing. The Yezidis 
live up in those clouds, where no road goes. Even now. It is 
there that the Qawwals take the images of the Peacock.”

And as he speaks, a Qawwal is standing in the mist by the 
roadside, a strange bearded figure with black turban low over 
his forehead. He wants to thumb a ride. “ Stop ! ” I say. 
“ Let him come with us.” The driver, a Mosul Moslem, looks 
incredulous. “ With him ? ” The mountains are. grim to the 
right, walls of a fortress dedicated to Satan. “  Besides, he would 
be dirty.” And we are a hundred yards on, and the Qawwal is 
left, and the rain continues to fall. (Here I should add that the 
Yezidi villages that I have visited struck me as remarkably clean.) 

“ What do the Qawwals do with the Peacock ? ”
“ There is one Peacock, and no non-Yezidi has seen it.” The 

driver puffs importantly at his cigarette. He has answered this 
question before. “ Only Amir Tahsin knows where it is. But 
there are seven copies, called sanjaks, and every four months 
the Qawwals take these copies to the villages. They go on horse
back, and when they come to a village, everyone comes out to 
meet them, and an auction is held, and whoever offers most, in 
his house the Peacock is lodged. When they have all gathered 
in the house, the bird, which is about this high ” — he parts his 
hands a foot to each side of the steering wheel — “ is stood in a 
dish of water, covered with a silk cloth. Are you all believers ? 
the Qawwal asks. We are all believers 1 they reply. None of 
you is Moslem or Christian or Jewish ? None. He then takes

56



THE DEVIL-WORSHIPPERS OF KURDISTAN

off the cover and falls into a sleep which yet allows him to sing 
a  kind of hymn until his head falls and he looks with blind eyes 
at the bird standing above him. Then there is silence. Some 
say this silence lasts a  very long time. Then, suddenly, the water 
under the Peacock is moved, like a river with the wind on it.” 
The driver looks hard at me to see that I am impressed. “ Then 
the Qawwal shouts that the spirit of Malek Tawooz has entered 
the image through the water. They thereupon kiss the sanjak, 
putting all they can afford in a dish, and afterwards they dance. 
All that happens over there, beyond the ridge. In Sinjar itself 
they are mixed with Arabs ; we shall see nothing of all this.”

He was right. Sinjar is a  charming, wooded town, on different 
levels, with three streams to water it. There are a  number of 
shrines, but all of them Moslem, including one impressive domed 
place high above the town called Sitt Zaynab ; a  daughter of the 
Prophet’s son-in-law Ali is buried there.

In  the pouring rain, Sinjar looked more like a Lancashire 
village than a Satanic capital. I was taken at once to the 
Qaimaqam’s office. He was at first rather put out by my sudden 
arrival and curiosity (the traveller needs police permission to 
visit the S in ja r; perhaps mine had not come through on the 
telephone.) But soon he thawed, and summoned Sheikh Said 
to show me round. The Sheikh was an old man with sparkling 
eyes ; perhaps if he had cut his grey-fleeced beard he would have 
looked younger and less delightful. His trousers were of conical 
shape, voluminous at the top, tapering to his ankles ; a long 
doublet slumped south over his generous stomach ; on his head 
he wore the Arab keffia with agal, and he used a smart umbrella, 
furled, as his walking stick.

“ Sheikh Said will tell you about the Yezidis, he is one.”
“  He has only to look at my beard to know that,” he said 

comically. Holding his umbrella over my head, he led me back 
to the car, chatting about how good the Yezidis are. I t was a 
turn, an act, something he must do frequently on behalf of the 
Qaimaqam. I have never been taken on a quicker tour of 
inspection.

“ First, we must see the machine that makes the electric light.”
He was bored when I insisted on dismounting by the squat 

stump of an Abbasid minaret, on which the Arab letters for God 
and Muhammad were still visible. He then ordered the driver 
to  the extremity o f the village ; we went at mudswirling speed,
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past little shops and cafes, from whose interiors the dark melancholy 
faces of Yezidis watched us with grave curiosity ; saw in a  flash, 
without getting out, the tombs of Sheikh Aswad and other Moslems 
— mere cubes surmounted by mouldering domes. This done, 
we stopped at the school, which was like any other school in 
Iraq, the children charming and multitudinous, in little jackets 
and trousers, many of their heads shaved. In the teachers’ 
common room Sheikh Said and I drank tea ; there was an Orthodox 
priest with a shiny black hat like a round typewriter case. 
Then with a  swoop through the mud back to the Qaimaqam ; 
this time he ferried me under an umbrella, past saluting policemen, 
to his oflicial residence, to eat an excellent meal and drink numerous 
glasses of tea. The Qaimaqam’s attitude to the Yezidis he 
governs was pragmatic. The beliefs had less interest for him 
than their adaptation to modern life.

“ The Government has an American firm drilling wells in the 
Jezira," he said enthusiastically. “ Before, all this land, the 
island between the Tigris and the Euphrates, was desert. Now, 
when a well is dug, a village of five or six hundred people forms 
overnight. As for the Yezidis, they used to live only in the hills ; 
they were gardeners more than farmers, frightened to  come down 
to the plain. Now that they are at peace, some of them are even 
becoming rich. They go to school, they listen to the radio.”

Thus, science, in the hands of lusty drillers who spend their nights 
gambling and drinking, may change these people as Sultans and 
Shahs have failed to do. Bata shoes, radios, a hospital in Sinjar 
financed by Iraqi oil royalties, shabby but informative school 
text-books, fertilisers, these things, apprehended as the rational 
products of an industrial system, may drive out the belief in 
magical images and sacred streams. Or may this same system, 
driven to atomic suicide, merely reinforce the Yezidis in their 
belief that they are right, and that God is destructive as well as 
constructive, to be appeased as much as loved ? Our century 
has seen more powerful states dealing far otherwise with the odd, 
the heretical and the alien : Moslem Iraq deserves congratulation 
for the spirit with which it is handling the Yezidis. The 
Mutassarif of Mosul, appointing a Yezidi to teach the Yezidi 
religion, could give some lessons to statesmen in other lands.

38



LETTERS
AUTOMATION AND EGALITARIANISM

To the Editor o f The European.
Sir,

Mr. Raven in  the October number, in justifying a  higher 
remuneration and better conditions for the skilled worker, bases 
his justification on the assumption that unskilled workers are 
those who have never taken the trouble to better themselves. 
But is this wholly true ? Surely a  host o f factors contribute to 
the success, or otherwise o f individuals concerned.

And even if  it were true, this pyramidical view of society would 
preclude all from reaching the top. Some are better adapted 
to do certain tasks.

I t is true that in our competitive type of society certain skills 
require a  more costly outlay, and people naturally want a return 
for their investment, but some are not so fortunate as to possess 
the outlay. There is not equality of opportunity.

If the division of labour makes the unskilled task socially 
necessary to the whole, why should the unskilled be penalised ? 
Is his appetite not as great ? Do not his children require good 
food, clothing and housing ?

Mr. Raven says even were man to agree with the principle of 
“ from each . . . ” ,etc., altruism is contrary to all human 
experience.

“ Human nature ” tells us nothing, except that man instinctively 
wants to eat, drink, sleep, copulate and have shelter.

But human behaviour is another thing.
Behaviour is determined by the social existence at a  given stage 

in  history.
Has man never lived in any form of society where he 

harmoniously co-operated for the equal benefit of all ?
Under capitalism human worth is not recognised so much as 

profitable worth. Who can judge whether a  Bishop should be 
worth more to  a  community than a  roadsweep, or an engineer 
than a  film star ?
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Because of a dislike of Marx, or Russia, or Communism, is 
it necessary to dismiss the principle of equality o f access to what 
is produced ?

Yours, etc.,
G e o r g e  H e l b i n g e r .

134 Palace Gardens Terrace,
Kensington, W.8.

THE PROBLEM OF POWER

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

Max Thompson, in a letter in The European, says that the 
problem of reconciling liberty with authority always remains 
and is the first of the problems of power. This is only so if the 
power of government is used merely to administrate as in this 
country. 1 suggest, however, that the main task of a government 
should be to give leadership.

To follow up Mr. Thompson’s point, during four centuries 
the joint influence of Liberalism and Protestantism, because of 
their very definition, have produced in the mind of the English 
a concept of government which must be entirely negative — in 
fact, live and let live. They tend to regard having a  private opinion 
as a virtue in itself and when some authority seeks to  restrain 
them the first thought is not “  Is this going to work ? ”  or “ Is 
it worth the risk ? ” , but “ Nobody’s going to shut me up ; I ’m 
entitled to my opinion ” . Such love of tolerance has given us 
strength to put up with the cruel impotence of the British way 
of life when something really needs to be done.

This adoration of private opinion (a more accurate term than 
private judgment, I think) has always given the decent Englishman 
a  characteristic inclination to the rebellious Left which claims 
to further the cause of the under-dog. Thus he has taken many 
years to realise that a fraudulent steamrollering anti-God philosophy 
like communism is more of a threat to all our liberty than an 
authoritative method of local government as in Spain or Portugal ; 
this he automatically condemns without considering whether it 
suits the people’s temperament or furthers their well-being. 
He is so sure that the Spaniards envy him his “ freedom ” .

Our negative way of governing ourselves has weathered successive 
storms for so long mainly because of traits ingrained in the 
English character long before Liberalism or Protestantism arose. 
It is not possible to say how much longer we can continue to 
work on this capital from the past. Viewed in the expanse of 
recorded history, our much-loved and exported system of govem-
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ment has added little to the dignity of man ; in particular it has 
made the West powerless against a dizzy financial system that 
no Welfare State can circumvent.

Europe, including these Isles, dwelt in unity once, despite their 
feuding ; and great things came of it however much we sneer 
at the Middle Ages. I  want to see the development of each 
social group in Europe under a united purpose. My unhappy 
country, as leader in the field of Nationalism, is a monument to 
the negative. As a nation we simply do not know what to do 
next. How many people dare think beyond next Christmas or, 
at best, the next election ?

If  for no other reason, it is because Mosley is the only man in 
England who offers a positive political concept that he deserves 
respect. In short, it is because Europeans have so thoughtlessly 
broken up the rule of authority in a reckless fight for liberty at 
any price, that half Europe has succumbed to slavery under a 
dynamic power that represents the very opposite of all her 
aspirations, to the danger of the whole world.

Yours, etc.,
P e t e r  B u r g e s s .

187 Amesbury Avenue,
London, S.W.2.

HOMOSEXUALITY

To the Editor o f The European.
Sir,

Your admirable remarks upon homosexuality (I think the word 
unisexuality first used in this connection by the distinguished 
French authority Dr. Marc-Andre Raffalovitch is preferable, 
in his book Uranisme et Unisexualite) so temperate, and 
compact o f humane good sense, reminded me of a correspondence 
I had twenty or more years ago with that most able and lamented 
man the late Raven Thomson. I wrote as a member of the 
British Sexological Society of many years’ standing, and also 
of the English branch of Dr. Magnus Hirschfeld’s celebrated 
lnstitut fur Sexualwissenschaft, asking what was the attitude of 
the Movement with which he was associated to the amelioration 
of the law on this matter, utterly out of touchy as it was with all 
informed and responsible scientific and medical opinion. His 
answer was in essence the same as your leader, a  thing only to 
be expected of one with his large-mindedness and his independent 
intelligence, all the more remarkable twenty years ago when 
scientific literature on the matter was deliberately made inaccessible, 
even a book o f such major importance — as important today as
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when it was first published sixty or more years ago —  Havelock 
Ellis’s Sexual Inversion could only be obtained by lawyers, 
doctors and clergymen !

Incidentally Havelock Ellis himself expresses a superlative 
opinion of Dr. Magnus Hirschfeld’s enormous treatise Die 
Homosexualitat Des Marines Vnd Weibes which he regarded as 
the most important work on the subject, from which it is perhaps 
not inopportune, in view of some of the fantastic claims made 
for psychiatric treatment, to quote Dr. Hirschfeld’s opinion of 
so called cures. These cases he maintained were either not cured 
or not homosexual ; and this is still- further underlined by the 
distinguished British authority Dr. Stanley-Jones who is emphatic 
in his denunciation of attempts at cure as “ a moral outrage ” .

Your remark on the paucity of our knowledge concerning the 
origins and cause of this psycho-sexual phenomenon is borne 
out by the rapid changes in what one is tempted to call fashions 
in medical views thereon. There have been at least three changes 
during the past fifteen years. First there was the psycho-analytic 
“ explanation ” with its prattle of “ fixations ” “ repressions ” 
“ complexes ” and all the rest of it — a perfect example of 
the scholastic logician’s fallacy of obscurum per obscurius.

Then came the endocrinological explanation.. I myself once 
heard a paper read at our Society by a distinguished surgeon, 
on the presence of female secretions in men and vice versa, and 
he produced figures and statistics to show that these female 
secretions were greater in unisexuals than in normal men.

Today we are told that there is nothing, nothing mark you ! 
in the glandular balance of the unisexual that in any way 
differentiates him in that way from the normal man.

You make an important point in exposing the myth o f the 
connection between unisexuality and national decadence. The 
case of the Samurai of Japan, of the Arabs — the addiction of 
this intensely virile people to unisexual practices astonished Charles 
de Foucauld you may remember — and I r k  might also have 
been quoted. The greatest poetry of Iran at the height of its 
splendour is full of passionate expressions of unisexual attachments 
though this is often disguised in translation by “ pious ” fraud. 
Professor Arberry the eminent arabisant has recently amusingly 
blown the gaff on the gender of the “ saki ” the “  cup-bearer ” 
the “ skinker ” and of that “ thou beside me singing in the 
wilderness ” , who is so often the object of ardently erotic apostrophe 
in Kheyyhm, Hafiz, Saadi.

Yours, etc.,
K a i k h o s r u  S h a p u r j t  S o r a b j i .

Rowbarrow ; Corfe Castle,
Wareham, Dorset.
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DIVIDED WE STAND

To the Editor of The European.
Sir,

It would seem from the recent interchange of correspondence 
between “ G.V.” and Mr. W. Douglas that they are irreconcilably 
at cross-purposes but that, to an impartial observer, they are 
both to a greater or lesser degree correct. From my own 
experience during a five month’s sojourn in Belfast last year I 
cannot agree with Mr. Douglas’ assertion that religious intolerance 
is absent in Northern Ireland. 1 will not waste time in recounting 
experiences which to me, a stranger in that country, were most 
surprising and sometimes a little unpleasant. Never having spent 
much time in Eire, 1 cannot reasonably express an opinion on 
the state of religious tolerance there.

Such intolerance in Ireland is, however, only one manifestation 
of the intolerance and prejudice which is today universal. The 
degree o f intensity appears to bear a  direct relationship to the 
size of the minority and in most cases is of economic origin. 
In Eire a protestant minority of about five per cent cannot 
constitute an economic menace to the catholic majority. In 
Northern Ireland, with a catholic minority of thirty-five per cent, 
there is a very real danger to the protestant majority, and it is 
natural that a protestant employer should give employment to 
a co-religionist, especially when, as is the case in Northern .Ireland, 
unemployment is such an acute problem.

Here in Germany, negroes, apart from members of the U.S. 
armed forces, are a rarity and are regarded only with curiosity. 
But in, say, Brixton or Birmingham, where negroes constitute 
a sizeable and increasing minority, they receive attention from 
the indigenous population which is considerably stronger than 
curiosity. The reason, of course, is quite clearly that in Brixton 
and Birmingham the white population feels an insecurity about 
employment due to cheaper competition from the negroes in the 
labour market.

Yours, etc.,
W . G .  S h i p l e y .

Schafweide 73,
Mannheim.
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