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ANALYSIS
H E Russian visit was a serious matter, laughter should be
postponed. What emerged was serious; not the disagreement on
all important matters, which was inevitable in the circumstances,
but the revelation of Russian strength in vital spheres. It is clear
at last to the general public that Russia has made a remarkable
technical advance. This is due in part to the free present of so
many German scientists at the end of the war, but not wholly.
The Russian success is due to two principles which have nothing
to do with communism; in fact we have recommended them for
years. The first is that their civilisation rests largely on the
scientists; these men and women have been consciously rewarded,
promoted, cherished as an elite of the nation. The second is that
Russia has space and resources which are large enough to pro
vide an independent civilisation, and has used them to develop
another way of life in economic insulation from outside inter
ference and world chaos. These are the real lessons of the
Russian situation, which are now revealed; our readers will not
find much mention of them in the rest of the press, except by
implication.
Europe can easily attain a far greater success by use of these
same two principles, without adopting communism in any degree,
or the denial of liberty in any way. We have far more potential
scientists and technical possibilities; we have in Europe/A frica
a greater space, and twice the population of far more advanced
European peoples. The Soviet results can be left standing, once
the European peoples take into their hands with set purpose the
living room of Europe and white Africa, and decide science is
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so important that statesmen (in the words of a book written nine
years ago) should live “in the company and inspiration of scientists,
as the Medicis lived in the company and inspiration of artists.”
Science and Freedom
Our resources in space, natural wealth and skilled population
are far greater than the Russians’; our means, too, will in the
end be more effective, because they will derive from the leader
ship of free peoples by a government charged by these peoples
with a high task, and not from the bureaucratic machine of an
eastern tyranny imposed on peoples long accustomed to slavery
and rendered submissive by physical division and illiteracy.
Tyranny had a flying start, but its troubles now begin, partly by
reason of its own achievements.
These are the lessons: the European people must emerge from
these small separate rooms, which have now become as obsolete
as the divisions of men in the middle ages, into a living room
which can give them the strength of union, and the means to
develop a twentieth-century civilisation in freedom from the death
throes of nineteenth-century capitalism. Let the scientists be given
not only the pay but the status of an 61ite of the nation; scientists,
like soldiers, work rather for honour, or like artists, for the pure
joy of creation.
Twixt Downing Street and Claridges
The practical results of the Russian visit were summarised
most aptly in The Times report of a comment by the experienced
Dr. Adenauer: “The Chancellor called the London statement
a model of its kind: it was long and contained nothing: ‘you
can read it from beginning to end and backwards’ he said ‘and
still find nothing’.” The psychological results of the London jam 
boree—the Eden benefit—were more considerable. Few events
have done so much to improve international relations since that
long-remembered Olympic Games when a justly celebrated boxer
from the sunnier climes of Europe made his teeth meet in the
chest of the American champion.
For futility in practical results, there has been nothing like it
since Ramsay MacDonald set out to solve the world’s economic
problems in the Geological Museum of South Kensington. But
it must be admitted that Claridges was a little gayer at the last
Russian party, when by felicitous coincidence M r. Chaplin was
4
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present to share with the British Prime Minister the full limelight
of his most inspired scenario. Charlie—Anthony—you have never
been so wonderful.
Sir Anthony Eden, as he drifts from conference to conference
and from party to party, becomes more than ever a twin soul
of the grand old queen MacDonald, not only in the turgidity of
his utterance but in every vapouring posture of an empty and
meaningless career; at the end of the full comradely and banquetly
treatment in the forthcoming sensational appearance in Moscow,
the characters should be positively identical. He will soon have
reached the “ on and on and up and up ” stage, that dream con
dition when recurrent conferences, and the concomitant social
occasions, fully and happily engage the entire energies of such a
psyche, and provide a perpetual excuse for never seriously getting
down to anything. Meantime the Kremlin implements its soften
ing up process, the remains of Empire disintegrate, and economic
crisis stealthily advances in the homeland. It is a measure of the
profound unreality of present conservative thought and action
that this old world conversation piece, in the modern jazz setting
of a slapstick film, temporarily restored the Prime Minister to
party favour; until, of course, events again catch up with him.
The Worst of Both Worlds
The method employed at this conference was foredoomed to
failure for reasons we have often given. But the result was more
serious than we expected; it left international relations far worse;
(e.g., the tragic-comic frogman incident: a few jumped-up brats
in one of the innumerable secret services take over the inner
government parlour, when government itself is so wet that it has
dripped down the stairs). The main reason for a worse-than-usual
failure was that the basically wrong method employed gave to
every ill-conditioned whelp the chance to be rude to the Russians
at private dinner parties. Thus once again Edenism gave us the
worst of both worlds. We could have got results at the expense of
a row by the method we advocate: meeting the Russians con
stantly in open conferences on neutral ground, and in a serious
business atmosphere of hard debate. They could then be crossexamined before the public opinion of the world until we get free
elections and general disarmament, or until they lose both the
moral and political position of every Communist Party in Europe.
It would mean a row, but it would get results; and it would be
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a serious row, for reasons which the Russians could at least
understand and respect. But these whispered pleasantries behind
closed doors, which lead to nothing—and can lead to nothing,
because there is no effective pressure on the Russians to concede
anything when world opinion is absent—were accompanied by the
extremes of personal rudeness at the silly festivities which took
up most of the time. The Russians clearly left in a great rage;
and no wonder.
The Disarmament Conference
Meantime, the disarmament conference in London, which was
the only current effort to do something practical, broke up with
nothing achieved; although both sides for obvious reasons now
want the reduction of certain conventional forces, since they became
obsolescent. The reason is (once again) that the conference was
conducted behind closed doors, and all effective pressure of public
opinion was thus excluded. The Russians will give nothing; why
should they ? They will only yield ground which has been made
politically untenable, or will move onto ground which becomes
politically desirable ; e.g. the reduction of conventional forces when
nuclear developments have made their employment too dangerous.*
We can only get something we want, and the Russians do not
want, after hard, public debate in which world opinion has been
swung to the side of the west. Private diplomacy accompanied by
public clowning gives us always the worst of both worlds. W e get
nothing worth having from the Russians, but the general softening
up process further disintegrates the resistance of the democracies to
communism. Sympathy is also won for the Soviet leaders when
they are treated with rudeness at private dinner parties instead of
handled firmly in open debate, when toughness is appropriate,
expected and not resented.
“Hamstvo”—For Once We Agree
“Hamstvo,” commented Kruschev after a “ social evening” with
the Labour leaders—apparently meaning loutish or churlish—
and for once we are in full agreement; no language has ever pro* The Russians won a tactical advantage by discarding part of their now
redundant mass directly the conference was over. As we have often
noted, the future lies not with heavy concentrations which can be wiped
out with atomic weapons, but with light mobile forces of highly-trained
specialists, which in this Russian strategy, could be effectively used for
infiltration, sabotage and street fighting on the economic collapse of the
West which they hope will follow the relaxation of military tension.
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duced a more wholly satisfactory description of the Labour
leadership than this happy word, Hamstvo (to anyone with a
working knowledge of both the American language and the
Southern German dialect, the felicitous conjunction of Ham and
zwo (zwei) suggests irresistibly the two egregious principals
Bevan and Brown.) The over-ripe comedy came near to bursting
at the Labour dinner party. The guests of Labour were evidently
treated with the utmost rudeness. Sections of the Conservative
press seemed to think this was all in the game: an M.P. who
talked to Mr. Kruschev said: “I don’t think there is a smile left
in him.”
Let us be clear: it is our business to fight these gentlemen, and
we do— in the ring, which is the place to fight. But we do not
invite guests to a dinner party in order to insult them. That is
the way of the whelp; a drivelling boy who lacks either the
capacity or the courage to fight in the ring; a minor unpleasant
ness you might expect occasionally to meet in a decadent society,
but not among men regarded as statesmen.
It appears that not only Mr. Kruschev, but also his son were
the butt of this dinner table. Mr. Kruschev became enraged, and
was in no mood to respond gently to matters which should
properly have been raised in open business conference and not
at private dinner parties.
Mr. Bevan’s Classic Slapstick
M r. Bevan, who was in no way responsible for the inauspicious
beginning of the evening’s hilarity, finally added his own con
tribution of classic slapstick: “ You can’t bully me,” shouted Mr.
Bevan at Mr. Kruschev—in the same comradely phraseology he
was accustomed to employ to Mr. Deakin on more appropriate
occasions. Mr. Bevan found it easier and safer to bark his brave
defiance, and to wag his little oedipendage, at a London dinner
party—with a London policeman outside—than he would have
done in the Eastern European dungeons where his social demo
cratic comrades were at that moment sitting, while he dined and
wined with their gaolers. So Mr. Kruschev was much put out by
this unmannerly reminder of “ unhappy far ofE things” .
But, fortunately, he had fully recovered his “vigorous spirits”
before leaving. When told that “hearts were heavy” in the British
government at his departure, he replied that they must keep their
hearts “more healthy for a trip to Moscow” . Then “ Mr. Gro-
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myko proposed a song and Mr. Kruschev suggested an English
one” . So all ended more or less well, just as it began; pure
clowning reigned again. Mr. Kruschev and M arshal Bulganin
went on their way, yielding nothing, but, also, achieving nothing.
Their Indian smile, like Sir Anthony Eden’s Geneva smile, had
vanished at the firm resistance of the British public to a game
of dangerous make believe (Eden’s cocktail charm, too, seems to
have swung a little weathercock-wise in the draught; was he quite
as agreeable to his guests as he would have been, if it had been
roses all the way?). But one thing must be admitted; in terms
of old fashioned manhood, these two experienced bandits showed
up very favourably beside our smooth boobies.
Come Out Lord Bcaverbrook, the War is Over
Lord Beaverbrook has discovered that the last war was all a
mistake. After an interval—both decent and safe—of some 17
years, he returns to his position of 1939. The peace shares were
sold hurriedly as trouble threatened, and are now bought back
on a rising market.
Hi-Fi Christiansen duly records; “W hat an unnecessary war
it was. The immediate purpose you recall” (a happy touch this
effort at recollection, “the couch” for Lord Beaverbrook) “was
to save Poland. Millions died—she has remained in bondage. For
her it was all in vain.” He omitted to add that Poland had now to
remain in bondage not only without military, but also without
political aid, because Beaverbrook now leads the chorus of syco
phancy for the Soviets.
But the whining voice continues from the confessional:
“Though Britain won the war, a terrible price was paid. O ur
power has declined,” sagely concludes Mr. Christiansen, as even
the Egyptian toe reaches his imperial posterior.
Yet the loss of empire might have been avoided if the crusader,
and a few like him, had stood firm for what they believed in
1939. It was possibly the consciousness of ignominy that induced
him to lead the persecution of those who did. The stricken of
1940 now rise again—to repeat a legendary signal, as Lord
Beaverbrook returns 17 years too late to the high seas of peace.
“You may come out, the war is over.”
He has duly come out in a new crusade. It was left to Hi-Fi
Gordon to drum Germany out of Europe and into the arms of
Russia in the last words of a Sunday Express leading article:
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“ why not accept the right and obvious answer and let Germany
stay divided.” In the succeeding issue he added a minor im
pudence to his major insolence by drumming out of the Foreign
Office some minister who had spoken a civil word about the
Germans: “it is the last department in which such a fellow should
ever be permitted to serve” . All of which is surely a new high,
even for Fi, in the pretentious clowning of the pompous harle
quinade which preludes the last act of the Beaverbrook panto
mime.
Where is the Crusader ?
But why is Lord Beaverbrook not again heading the Empire
crusade—or the new Europe (destruction of) crusade? Why does
the lightning of the platform not reinforce the thunder of Fleet
Street? Can it be he now reckons that the empire has been lost
since he scuttled in 1939; so lost, that even supporting Eden
cannot make things worse? But Lord Beaverbrook’s public will
never permit so vital a personality to plead age and infirmity at
the obvious height of his power of intellect and ebullience of
character, which are illustrated each day afresh by the leading
articles and gossip columns of the Daily and Sunday Expresses.
Also he has recently led such a happy and carefree life that he
seems younger than ever; we understood he looked a broth of a
boy on television. Let him take heart and emulate the 81-yearold Adenauer, who now steps forward without a challenger—
after seven years of heavy office—to shoulder easily and con
fidently another five years as Chancellor of Germany. He is four
years older than Lord Beaverbrook and fit as a fiddle, fighting
fit. Perhaps it is more invigorating to be the main opponent
rather than the main appeaser of bolshevism, within the ruling
circles of present Europe. Nevertheless, great action again
demands Lord Beaverbrook : away with these retirements in the
first month of every year, succeeded by eleven months of
assiduous wire-pulling over the long distance telephone; Britain
needs crusaders again. We yearn to meet Lord Beaverbrook once
more, toe to toe in the ring. A living European faith awaits the
open assault of a dead dream; dead because the old empire and
all its great possibilities were sold down the river with peace in
1939. Let Lord Beaverbrook leave the comfortable but inglorious
castle of high finance; mass circulation and the television studio.
The British public would like to do more than just read him and
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see him; they would like to meet him again on the platform. He
is still a chicken; surely, still a “ fighting chicken” .
Mr. Crowther’s Real Opinions
Mr. Crowther’s retirement front his distinguished editorship of
the Economist was, in itself, an event of some importance, and
became an event of signal importance; in his last issue he said
what he really thought. An intellectual honesty has always been
the characteristic of that journal; it is, perhaps, now the only
really serious publication in the weekly or daily press of the
British Isles. But, in his valedictory number, M r. Crowther went
further and “confessed all” . (Some readers will recollect the dis
cussion once aroused among the historically minded by Disraeli’s
cryptic deathbed utterance; “If I had been a nihilist I would have
confessed all” . Was this an easily comprehensible reference to his
own suffering, in connection with the tortures of contemporary
nihilists in Russia, or did he mean that if he had been of a more
anarchic temperament he would have told the world what he
really thought of the British aristocracy, after some years as their
idolised leader?)
Mr. Crowther, from the innter sanctum of City-cum-Treasury
confidence, told us at last just what he thought of the present
triumph of statesmanship in providing perpetual boom and full
employment with the newly acquired neo-Keynsian technique,
which it is claimed has for ever eliminated not only a major
depression but even any form of trade cycle; with the new “ builtin stabilisers” the ship cannot even roll.
Mr. Crowther’s final judgment was;
“ . . . full employment has persisted since the war all over
the world, and it has certainly not been due to successful
economic planning all over the world. Is it not much more
likely that British full employment has been mainly due to
this worldwide conjuncture than that the policies of the
Labour and Conservative government have created it? M ore
over, when one looks at the specifically British problems,
such as inflation and the balance of payments, it becomes
obvious that the failure is pretty complete. W hat real reason
is there to suppose that the degree of success will be any
greater when, some day, through a shift in the wind, it is
once again the forces of deflation against which a govern
ment finds itself battling? We may not inconceivably find
ourselves back in the position of the thirties.”
It is not so much Mr. Crowther’s apprehension of a possible
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change from inflationary to deflationary conditions that disturbs
us, as the complete uncertainty and lack of any clear direction
which he indicates in the authoritative circles where he moves.
Realities of Commonwealth
The last issue of the Economist under Mr. Crowther’s editor
ship contained also some remarkable reflections on the validity
of the Commonwealth after the disintegration of war, and the
application of principles born of war-time propaganda:
“ Setting the bounds of the Commonwealth wider still and
wider . . . is hardly a definition of function. The new mem
bers will find it easier to grasp what it is not than what it is.
It is not, of course, the Empire they knew; the C.R.O. will
speak in very different accents to them than does the Colonial
Office, even in these days. It is not an alliance, even of the
loosest kind; to use words used recently in the Pakistan par
liament, it does not in any way abridge their independence or
curtail their liberty to have free foreign policies of their own.
They can espouse policies that bring them into con
flict with other members to the verge of war;
- nobody yet knows whether even going to war with
another member requires resignation. But these contradic
tions form the only conditions in which Canada, India
or Pakistan will stay in the Commonwealth, or in which
newly-emancipated colonies will join it. . . . There is no
community of religion, culture, language or race among
Commonwealth members. Even the community of forms of
law and government is dwindling. . . . What then, it may be
asked, is the worth of so negative an association? For
Britain, the Commonwealth is a gentle let-down, a featherbed
of fine phrases and outward forms, to ease the psychological
impact of the loss—now approaching its last phase—of a
powerful Empire. . . . The new way of parting friends has
prolonged Britain’s influence in a way Holland might envy
and France may soon sadly miss. It has given a short respite
in which the adjustment can be made to the real loss of
power.”
Such is the considered summary of the Economist. Yet it is
on this bed of shifting sand that the life structure of the British
people now rests. A friendly outside observer put it succinctly;
“ About 16 per cent of the dollars needed to balance
Britain’s national books comes from the rubber and tin of
Malaya, where the Communists fight on in the jungles and
the ever great city of Singapore almost within their grasp.
Another 8 per cent of Britain’s hard currency income comes
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from the cocoa of Nigeria and the Gold Coast—and the
Kremlin campaign for Africa is now beginning.
‘‘Above all, oil from the troubled Middle East is quite
literally Britain’s life blood. Even a very brief interruption
in the Middle East of oil shipments, lasting only a few weeks,
would bring the whole British economy to a grinding halt.
Then the effect on the rest of Western Europe would be
hardly less disastrous.”
Mr. Joseph Allsop in the New Y ork Herald Tribune, 11.4.56.
The Trick of Robbing the Colonies
Within Britain the queue for the confessional begins to
lengthen. Mr. Nicholas Davenport writing in the Conservative
Spectator on April 13th, stated:
“ . . . allowing for our U.K. deficit of £318 million the whole
sterling area ran into a deficit with the non-sterling world of
£181 million-against a surplus in 1954 of £97 million. The
U.K. was mainly responsible for that shocking result by
reason of its £400 million rise in imports, and its £140 million
fall in invisible income. But the Dominions contributed. While
the colonies earned a surplus in trade with the dollar area of
£130 million, the Dominions and other sterling countries ran
into a deficit of £108 million.”
Finally, almost completely covered by other people’s white
sheets, came the penetrating Mr. Wincott:
“We appropriate to ourselves the dollar earnings of our
colonies and fob them off with sterling balances for which
not only do we fail to provide adequate satisfaction in terms
of goods and services—these balances have risen by over
£350 million since the end of 1951—but which we then pro
ceed to erode by a steady inflation averaging 5 per cent per
annum.
(Financial Times, April 24th, 1956.)
A Contrast in Policies
Can Mr. Wincott have been at a public meeting in the Porcbester Hall a week before, on April 16th, when he would have
heard:
“Yet the Tory and Labour Parties staked the life of
Britain on the hope that these countries would always allow
us to appropriate the dollars they earned and to give them
instead blocked balances of sterling in London, which the
Government has been doing its worst to m ake worthless by
inflation. A government foolish enough to believe that trick
would work for ever would believe anything.”
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It seems that the most acute minds in the world of practical
affairs are beginning to recognise facts which have long been
obvious. How long will it be before they also accept the conclud
ing words of the same speech:
“ The immediate measures were to concentrate our remain
ing strength on guarding the interests vital to our life; and
to raise, pay and honour as saviours of their country, a
regular army to do it. The long-term measures were, to join
with our fellow Europeans in building a new civilisation in
Europe and White Africa which would give us—through fair
work and trading—all the vital supplies we could not long
continue to obtain by exploiting the old colonies. The old
colonialism was dead. Let the new Europe live.”
But Mr. Macmillan cares for none of these things. He is occu
pied with the credit squeeze to lower our export costs, with the
object of competing successfully in world markets against Ger
many and all other European nations; against Japan, India and
the cheap labour systems of the East; against America with her
mass-production for an assured home market, whose surplus can
enter world markets at knock down prices; and against Russia
who virtually declares her intention of depriving her slave labour
of the enjoyment of a substantial proportion of their still exiguous
production, in order to dump it against us on world markets by
going one better than any British tender at any cost. Mr. M ac
millan, too, is seriously pre-occupied by his little experiment in
premium bonds, which has incurred for him as much trouble as
if he had nationalised gambling and practically solved his
budgetary problem. He might as well be hung for a sheep as a
lamb; it is more in character.
EUROPEAN.
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FATHER HUDDLESTON
AND APARTHEID
by DIANA MOSLEY
Naught fo r Your C om fort by Trevor Huddleston (Collins,
12s. 6d.)

T

HIS book should be read by the sentimental opponents of
apartheid; it is almost guaranteed to turn them into convinced
supporters of Mr. Oswald Pirow’s proposals for total apartheid1.
Cliche-ridden, badly written, grisly with inverted snobbishness
and tiresomely self-adulatory; nevertheless, as a first-hand account
of conditions in the Johannesburg slums it is interesting and
revealing.
Suppose you are a black man, a Bantu, living in a slum near
Johannesburg. You travel to work in the city, not forgetting your
“ pass” because to be in a white district without a pass is a
criminal offence for a native. A t night you go back home to a
dirty, over-crowded, badly built shanty town. Y ou enjoy yourself
playing in a jazz band, but on the whole life is hard and restricted,
and you feel sure, with your intelligence and skill, that you could
do better-paid work than the manual labour which is all you are
permitted by the Government to do. You strongly disapprove of
the Tso Tsis (Teddy boys) in your slum, who terrorise the district
with their gangs and stick a knife into anyone they dislike. W hat
would you do about these various discontents?
Would you line up behind a much publicised white clergyman
who bums with indignation at the absence of “equality” between
the races ? (Father Huddleston even tried to prevent the destruction
of a sordid slum and the transportation of its inhabitants to a new
housing estate called Meadowlands, provided by the Government
a few miles away, for political reasons which he exposes in his
book. He was unsuccessful; the move took place. “They are
happy in Meadowlands. All right, all right, let us adm it it,” he
writes angrily.)
1See The European, No. 6.
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O r would you support the Pirow proposals for total apartheid,
which would give you a black empire of your own—not just a
native reserve, but a vast, rich region—to administer in your own
way; where you could be a doctor or a philosopher or an architect,
or anything else you pleased (provided you could sell your skill to
your fellow negroes), and where, if you felt so inclined, you could
oblige a white man to carry a pass, and arrest him if he forgot
to bring it with him?
Father Huddleston assumes that the highest ambition of the
blacks is to whine their way into the schools, the administration,
the hotels, even the swimming pools and golf courses of white
South Africa. (One of his sillier complaints is: “ There is no pro
vision anywhere, so far as I know, for African golfers, except on
links of their own making” .) He is against segregation in any and
every form, and approves of mixed marriages. A t the same time
he admits that the three million white South Africans, some of
Dutch, some of English descent, are all agreed upon this one
subject—segregation. If they are to be swamped by the blacks
one of two things must happen: either three million changes of
heart, or violence on a terrifying scale. Does he sincerely believe
that the first can occur, and, if not, is he prepared to face the
second?
His book makes constant reference to Christ’s teaching; but it
must be remembered that millions of South Africans, even white
ones, are Christians too, and all out of step with Father Huddle
ston. Christ washed the feet of the disciples. Father Huddleston,
determined to go one better, washes and kisses the feet of the
negroes. Suppose yourself, once more, to be a black man. Would
you not ask yourself: “ Why does this man wash and kiss our
feet? Is it not that, according to his religion, one should force
oneself to perform the most disagreeable tasks in order to demon
strate one’s humility?” If this black man had a grain of self
respect would he not refuse to be the object upon which Father
Huddleston can discharge his deep (and quite unconscious) feeling
of other-ness?—however sincerely the gesture is made.
Father Huddleston is now back in England, making political
speeches against South Africa, advising us to throw her out of
the Commonwealth (this would be another severe blow to
England’s precarious economy). On arrival he was presented with
a bouquet by a black man. “I feel like a prima donna” he said, as
reported in the News Chronicle.
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Mr. Strydom1 announces that the Union of South Africa spends
“far more per capita to assist and uplift the non-white population
than any other power with territory in A frica.” This fine record
does not interest Father Huddleston. Political power for the
natives, not “paternalism,” is his goal. In British G uiana the
natives have the vote. In 1953 they voted the Communists into
office, so the elections were declared invalid, and they had their
Constitution suspended. This year they are to vote again, but
“whoever is elected” says the Governor, “I shall not be shy in
taking risks nor in correcting things if they go wrong” ,2 i.e. if the
electors do not vote for the right people. The trouble with the
South African Government is that it has never learned to behave
with the fantastic hypocrisy which comes so naturally to English
democrats.
Meanwhile Father Huddleston is among us, and we must hope
he will not use what influence he may have to prevent or retard
slum clearance in English cities. He will find a small but growing
coloured population in some districts, helping to make more slums.
M. Alfred Fabre-Luce once wrote a brilliant essay on Catholicisme et Mechancete. Father Huddleston, though not catholique
(he and his friends belong to a tiny independent sect which refuses
to acknowledge the Pope) has a certain mechancete.
It is strange, in a book where love is mentioned on nearly every
page, to find, in relation to the Government of South Africa, such
an all-pervading atmosphere of hate—in its emasculated form,
which is spite.
If the Pirow proposals were adopted, black labour could enter
the Union to work, if the wages attracted it, but without acquiring
citizenship. Similarly, inhabitants of the black empire could
employ white men, technicians and scientists, if the wages
attracted them, to help them develop their territory. It is possible,
however, that they would not require missionaries; black clergy
can preach and sing hymns with the best of them, and have a
quite special talent for extempore prayer.
'Reported in Reynolds News, 22/4/56.
2 News Chronicle, 26/4/56.
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THE PRESS:
BRITAIN’S SACRED COW
by MARTIN PRESTON
H A T is the job of the press? The answer ought to be, “ to
publish news,” but as we know, the outline of Miss Mon
roe’s bust frequently encroaches on that vital function. Frivolity
displaces thought; all news, no matter how serious, is written to
entertain rather than inform. Even comment is prostituted to the
single aim of entertainment, so we witness the rabid foamings of
Cassandra in the Daily Mirror, and in The People Gilbert H ard
ing is the new Delphic oracle on everything from toenails to tooth
brushes.
A vulgar press is regrettable, but provision of accurate news
and informed opinion is of the highest importance. When these
are warped and debased, the activities of the press become a
matter of political importance. Present-day events, and Britain’s
position in the world, are too serious for the newspapers to be
filled with the confessions of call-girls and Soho gangsters to the
exclusion of important matters, and for a distorted shadow of the
truth to be allowed to masquerade as accurate news.
The press lords protest it is democracy to give people what they
want—but even in a democracy it is felony to supply a man with
poison to take his own life, no matter how much he wants to
commit suicide. And after giving people “ what they want,” the
press lords still expect them to vote intelligently at elections—
or do they? Sir William Haley bluntly calls their attitude “ hum-
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bug and nonsense.” He told the Manchester Literary and Philo
sophical Society:
“ Even when it is attended by so-called success or by high
profits, such an abdication of leadership is an empty and
stultifying occupation. That way lies an essentially un
educated nation. That way lies the abandonment of Demo
cracy, and the growth of regimentation and intolerance.”
(Manchester Guardian, 16.3.54)
and Lord Attlee says, “ You are getting today papers that have
no point of view and are only entertainment. The danger is that
they prevent people from considering serious m atters.” When the
political views of a few powerful men debase what is left of news
and opinion, drastic reform of the press becomes a necessity. Lord
Beaverbrook admitted to the Royal Commission on the press: “ I
run the paper purely for the purpose of making propaganda.”
Ultimately, there is only one way the press can be forced to
carry out its essential function, telling the truth, rather than its in
essential one, entertaining, and that is by Government control.
But this is most undesirable—I have no desire to see Fleet Street
an annexe of Westminster. Reform should be aimed at spreading
control, not concentrating it. The freedom of the press for which
the William Cobbetts went to the stocks and defied feudal barbar
ity was a freedom to attack fearlessly social distortions of the age;
a freedom to speak for the people, not for press barons or party
machines. Where, today, are papers of the calibre of the Daily
News, which stood against the Boer W ar and the use of the Black
and Tans, despite immense unpopularity? The days of the great
editors are gone, and their successors are ghost-writers for the
views of a few powerful men. Fleet Street has become a temple
of distorted preaching: “ Press freedom,” Britain’s sacred cow, a
religious principle merely to question which releases a torrent of
vituperation upon the questioner. As a working journalist, I am
in a stronger position than most to call for a searching examina
tion of this freedom.
If we had a responsible press then the advantages of freedom
would be unquestionable, but the press’s condemnation by many
public men, and a national disbelief in the accuracy of our news
papers, shows that it is far from responsible.
Many newspapers are crude and offensive, particularly in their
M
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handling of overseas affairs. I have taken one copy of the Daily
Express, for instance, quite at random. There is a front-page
cable from Sefton Delmer (the man who finds Nazi plots under
gooseberry bushes). He refers to the Greek Government, our
NATO ally, as “ Athens hate-merchants” and “Greek black
mailers.” Inside is a report on the shooting of a negro in the
United States, carefully worded to arouse sympathy for him. It
does not mention that the negro was carrying a pistol, and was
shot as he reached for it.
Rightly or wrongly, a nation’s press is considered abroad as
expressing the views of Government and people instead of, as is
often the case, of one man. This irresponsibility damages our
prestige abroad, apart from being downright bad manners. Third
Reich minister Ernst von. Weizsacker had this to say on the
matter:
“ . . . it is not to be tolerated that the press organs of any
country should indulge in frivolous or insulting modes of
expression, insults or abuse of the leaders, Government or
ruler of any other country. I fail to see why it should be the
privilege of the newspapers to speak their mind unconstrainedly and openly about everything that goes on, or to
brand innocent persons, when I myself neither enjoy nor
ought to enjoy any such privilege. Even if I personally
disapprove of something that is being done in another coun
try, my sense of tact demands that I should not say so pub
licly. I expect a similar sense of tact of the Press organs of
other countries. The newspapers may gladly discuss conflict
ing views and opinions of happenings and events, but their
criticism must be tactful, not crude and raw as is the case
at present in certain quarters.”
(German Diary, Sven Hedin, Euphorion, Dublin).
The outrageous manners of the press provoke extremist de
mands. So, too, does its moral outlook. Exploitation of sex and
preoccupation with gangsters and drug-addicts can only have a
decaying effect on society. Ethical and Christian ideas are neg
lected, though upon these the stability of European society ulti
mately rests. “ As an almost unbreakable rule of modern ethics,
anything that is good for the Sunday newspapers is bad for the
British public” (The Economist, 18.2.56). The press has failed in
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its duty to transmit truth and informed opinion, gigantic sales
indicate only a corrosive over-dose of “ sex, sin, sentimentality and
sadism.”
What of the serious newspapers ? From a technical point of
view, how dull they are! The grey steppes of the Telegraph, the
rambling amateurish style of too much of the Manchester Guar
dian, the stilted formality of The Times'. Their chief fault is that
where the popular press mutates news and comment into enter
tainment, they “opinionate” news columns, or in journalistic jar
gon, “angle” them, acording to editorial views. (The Tim es is a
lesser offender.) Foreign news is usually considered from the
premise of the Divine Right of Britons, even when we make
appalling blunders. Our newspapers’ coverage of foreign news has
always been meagre, but angling of news further distorts an already
limited public knowledge of ideas, events and people overseas.
How many people here, for example, know the South African
Government’s case on apartheid? How many know Spain’s argu
ments for the return of Gibraltar? H itler’s peace offers were
deliberately misquoted: the little men of the press have always
pursued a vendetta against Germany. Unfortunately this attitude
of hostility has poisoned the whole nation.
The Royal Commission said:
“By consistently selecting items of news which supported its
own policy and omitting others, or by giving m ore prominence
to events and aspects of affairs having this tendency than to
others, a newspaper could in an extreme case produce in the
minds of its readers an impression totally divorced from the
truth. And it could do this while preserving the most meticu
lous accuracy in its statement of the facts reported.”
(Stationery Office Report.)
The decline in the standard of comment on affairs, and a
vacuum of new ideas, are tragic symptoms of the decline of the
respectable press. Of treatment of recent events in A rgentina the
Buenos Aires Herald said: “ Most of the comment we have come
across so far has been facile or flippant, based obviously on
coloured dispatches.” The devaluation of the serious press is
particularly distressing, because since the war its circulations have
increased proportionately more than those of the popular press.
But more serious than this decline into battered orthodoxy is
20
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the concentration of the ownership of the popular press in the
hands of a few powerful finance-groups. These have become the
eminences grises of modern times. Lord Beaverbrook admits
his attempt to control the Government in his book Politicians and
the Press. He tells how the Daily Express defeated the Minister
of Agriculture, Sir Arthur Boscawen, in a bye-election in 1921.
Beaverbrook was campaigning against the embargo on the land
ing of live cattle from Canada. The candidate refused to back
him. The Express launched bitter attacks on Boscawen saying the
embargo kept the cost of living high. The Minister was defeated
by 276 votes. Later, admits Beaverbrook, there was “ An agree
ment between the Ministry and myself not to oppose Sir A. G.
Boscawen at the Taunton bye-election, provided that a Royal Com
mission should be appointed and report quickly on (the
embargo). . . .
The agreement was kept and the Minister
returned.”
Concentration of ownership makes it almost impossible to
launch a daily, and eases the way to a united newspaper front
against any movement with new ideas. Eilbeck, whose recent plan
to start a London evening paper, foundered for lack of backing,
said it would cost a million just to get his paper on the streets,
plus “ vast resources” to counter the “ vigorous counter-attack” of
other evenings. Having control of most dailies of importance
circulating in this country, the finance-groups do not like new
comers.
The six biggest groups control 78 per cent, of daily circulation,
as well as having wide interests in Sundays, weeklies, periodicals
and independent television. Three finance-groups alone control
54 per cent, of daily circulation. The actual figures are: Mirror
group 18.2; Rothermere group 17.9; Beaverbrook group 17.3;
Daily News group 10.9; Kemsley group 7.4 and Odharns group 6.1
(Economist, 19.11.55, corrected figures). Control of periodical
and book publishing is less easy to discover, but there, also, is a
tendency towards monopoly.
News through the air, via radio or TV, is rigidly reined to the
two biggest parties, which exclude all unorthodox thought. We
have the ridiculous situation in which a man like Oswald Mosley
is granted a 15-minute programme on American TV networks,
reaching 60 million people, but is denied even five minutes on
British radio.
A further unsavoury influence on the press is the advertisers’.

21

The EUROPEAN
The tuppence paid on the street corner for a paper barely pays
newsprint and distribution costs. Money to pay for news-gather
ing, printing and profit comes from the advertisers. In 1955 they
provided nearly £40 millions for dailies alone. H e who pays the
piper could call the tune, and advertising interests could be another
enemy with which a new movement would contend.
Not all strayings from the ways of truth are deliberate. Few
journalists are experts in the subjects about which they write, and
in addition to technical slipups, absolute accuracy is consciously
sacrificed for wider understanding. “ Reliable” sources of inform
ation sometimes turn out not so reliable. Truth suffers under the
strain of deadline newspaper production. A story is sub-edited,
and often re-written, by a second journalist who had no contact
with the source of information. This breeds inaccuracy. On top
of this, a story is likely to be “cut on the stone”— whole para
graphs ditched at the last moment to fit a story into a page. Little
can be done to remove these technical causes except the encour
agement of greater objectivity on the journalists’ part. A new
spirit is needed in journalism, and this can only come with a
change in its status.
Why do journalists permit the prostitution of their craft on such
a terrible scale? The press is capitalist; it is run not as a social
service but as a source of profit. Spaniard Gabriel Salgado was
right when he said the press should be “ N ot a private, bu t a social
institution, because its most important function is the promotion
of the common good by supplying true news and forming sound
judgments.” Northcliffe changed all that when he found scandal
boosted sales and made more profit than news.
Says The Times: “The race for mammoth circulations has led
in some cases to a disgraceful lowering of values. T he baser
instincts are being pandered to, not only in lasciviousness— the
influence of this can be over-rated—but in social attitudes and in
conduct as well.” A reporter has to “ write for the public,”
suppress unpopular comment, and keep readers optimistic, be
cause it helps the advertisers’ sales campaigns. H e must sensa
tionalize serious news and exploit human misery and sentiment,
or lose his job. This is no dramatisation, but an unpleasant fact.
The reporter becomes hardened, like the hangman.
Journalists have a Code of Conduct, but this is an unenforceable
document, an object of derision. When at their conference this
year they were asked to instruct the executive of their union “ to
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adopt a more vigilant and positive attitude” to disreputable prac
tices, they looked embarrassed and moved “ next business.”
The Press Council is just a toothless committee, Fleet Street’s
whitewash boys.
Censures are proudly displayed, like battlehonours. It is run by the press, for the press; there is not one lay
man on it. It sits in secrecy. Even its livelier members, the
working journalists, are outnumbered by proprietors.
And
remember their organisations told the Royal Commission “ they
were not concerned with the editorial conduct of their members’
newspapers.” A t the journalists’ conference this year many dele
gates supported a motion recognising the Council as “ ineffective
and an embarrassment to the profession.”
Here are a couple of humbug specials from the Council’s first
annual report:
“The London national papers often show generous restraint
rather than expose some unfortunate person to unwelcome
publicity. . . . The press cannot possibly be convicted of
pornography in the primary sense of being devoted to the
depiction and discussion of prostitutes and prostitution.”
(The Press and the People.)
How can the present unsavoury character of the press be
changed? First, by ending capitalist ownership and instituting
syndicalisation. Transfer would present no difficulty, as most news
papers have “ house chapels” of journalists and printing workers.
These would replace shareholders’ meetings. There would remain
complete freedom for men to start new journals, in fact, they
would have more opportunity to do so than now. Once a news
paper exceeds a certain size, either in terms of capital or circula
tion, it should be removed from the complete control of the
founder and converted into a trust; the trustees being the founder
and workers’ representatives. In this way the founder would be
able to keep his influence and interest, while at the same time
provision is made for workers’ interests and eventual full control.
Syndicalisation would break finance’s control of the press, and
the power which certain press lords wield in state affairs. Transfer
of ownership from those interested only in profit and influence
would open the way to its true and ultimate function—a social
service.
Syndicalisation would result in an immediate rise in standards
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of veracity and responsibility. Pressmen, even today, have a sense
of vocation upon which foundation higher standards can be built.
With syndicalisation must come a change in the journalist’s status.
A reporter’s job is to get a story. If he can’t get it through
the front door, he’ll get it through the back—a garbled version of
it. Secrecy at all levels, private and public, is a direct cause of
press inaccuracy. Little men sit on their little secrets like broody
hens, from parish councils to Downing Street.
A free and fair press is the lifeblood of a democracy, and the
contemporary society which pretends to that proud title is being
stifled through lack of contact between the people and their rulers.
In the Latin countries—where secrecy is impossible anyway! —
the press does not encounter so much of this hole-in-the-corner
attitude, and so people are usually better-informed about public
affairs than in Britain. In the United States the press is truly
powerful, and far more responsible than here. There is a “ general
superiority of American newspapers over British,” a provincial
newspaperman wrote in World’s Press News some weeks ago. In
America the journalist has status; here he has not.
The other step to make the press into a social service is an
extension of public control. This already exists, through the
obscenity and defamation laws. The new control would be re
markably simple—a law that in future newspapers tell the truth!
Complainants against newspapers would go to court.
If they
could prove a newspaper knowingly distorted or deviated from
the truth, a fine, or in some cases personal damages, should be
imposed. If proved the paper unknowingly distorted or deviated
from the truth (a minor offence and difficult to prove) the court
would require the publication of a correction.
For constitutional reasons “ truth law” cases might have to be
heard before the courts like libel actions, but I would prefer to
see a statutory Press Council deal with all actions concerning
newspapers. It should also be a watch-dog of the behaviour of the
press, with a legal “bite” in the form of powers to fine, o r in
extreme cases close, newspapers. The Lord Chamberlain has had
similar powers with plays for centuries, and still makes active use
of them.
It has been suggested that anyone attacked by a paper should
have legal right of reply in an equally prom inent position. This is
an indiscriminate policy, but the idea is sound. Sanction of the
above-mentioned Press Council should have to be gained before
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exercising this right, to avoid trivial complaint. What we need is a
more critical attitude by papers to policies and persons, not a less
critical one. The libel laws should be slackened to allow a more
outspoken press.
The best plan for a statutory Press Council would be equal
numbers of judges appointed by the Journalists’ Syndicate and the
Upper House of Parliament, as reformed according to views
previously expressed in this magazine.
Once appointed, these
judges, like legal ones, should be almost impossible to dismiss, in
order to protect the independence of the Council.
No article on the press would be complete without mention of
the communist influence. I refer not so much to the modern
Burgesses—the number of fellow-travellers who have permeated
journalism—as to industrial control by King Street. Communists
hold key posts in unions which keep the presses turning, and
menace the nation’s radio transmission through E.T.U. control.
Last year, when a few hundred communist-led technicians brought
Fleet Street to a stand-still for three weeks, only action by non
communist printers’ leaders stopped a tide of Daily Workers flood
ing over Britain.
'I n the rise and struggle of any new movement, the hostility of
information services is certain, through their control by financegroups or the orthodox parties, and in exceptional circumstances,
by the Communist Party.
Proposals to curb the crude
irresponsibility of the press is likely to toughen opposition. But
the importance of press and radio in influencing public opinion
must not be over-estimated. Labour swept into power with a
colossal majority in 1945 despite a hostile press. Admittedly, a
new movement would face a united newspaper front plus a radio
ban, but a powerful idea backed by a strong organisation, if
attuned to the mood and need of people, can triumph despite all
difficulties.
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THE FALLACY
OF COLLECTIVE SECURITY
by R. H. PARKER
" /COLLECTIVE SECURITY ” is nowhere defined in either
V_x the Covenant of the League of N ations or the C harter of
the United Nations. The following is submitted as a working
definition :
Collective Security is a system based on the universal obligation o f
all members to join forces against any State committing aggression
as soon as the fact of aggression has been determined by an
established procedure.
There are four basic assumptions implicit in any such system o f
collective security.
First, it is assumed that States are willing to act according to the
collective interest and not just according to their own national
interests. This is the fundamental and most im portant assumption.
The first concern of any Foreign Minister is, however, necessarily
the security of his own country. Experience has shown th at only if
the needs of collective action correspond to those o f national
security will a State take part. France, for example, was unwilling to
carry out sanctions against Italy during the Abyssinian W ar partly
because she desired Italian friendship against Germany. Again,
the United States acted promptly against N orth K orean aggression
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primarily because American security interests were threatened. If
anyone disbelieves this let him consider what would have happened
if South K orea had been the aggressor. Other states followed
America’s example either because they wanted a say in the eventual
settlement, (e.g. Great Britain and France) or because they needed,
mainly for economic reasons, American friendship, (e.g. Greece and
Turkey).
Secondly, it is assumed that states are able to act according to
the collective interest : i.e., any aggressor or potential aggressor can
be faced with such overwhelming force that he will be either persuaded
or coerced into desisting. This assumption is valid only as regards
small Slates not backed by a Great Power. But aggression by
unbacked small States is rare and can usually be stopped fairly
easily by a frown from the Great Powers. The Greek attack on
Bulgaria in 1925 is a good example. It is salutary to contrast this
with Mussolini’s attack on Corfu two years before. Even small
States are not always easily stopped, however, as was shown by the
Chaco W ar of 1928 - 1935 between Bolivia and Paraquay. The
asumption is not valid when aggression is committed by a Great
Power or one of its proteges. Direct action against a Great Power
must necessarily be taken by another Great Power (or Powers) and
that means world war by another name. Suppose, for example, the
Soviet Union or one of its satellites attacked Western Germany.
The veto would prevent the United Nations Security Council from
acting and action would have to be taken by the North Atlantic
Treaty Organisation. This would not be collective security in action
but war between two Great Powers and their respective allies. In
practice, also, “ collective ” action often means action by one Great
Power alone. With the U.S.A. absent from the League, only Britain
was really capable of taking effective action against the aggressions of
Japan and Italy during the 1930s. Nine-tenths of the burden of the
Korean W ar was borne by the United States.
Thirdly, it is assumed that aggression can be determined by an
established procedure. There is, however, still no satisfactory
definition of aggression. In any case such a definition would in the
well-knowh words of Sir Austen Chamberlain, tend to be a “ trap
for the innocent and a signpost for the guilty ” . If aggression is to
be determined by a vote in an international organisation it becomes,
in practice if not in theory, not a legal or technical but a political
question. Italy’s allies Austria and Hungary were the only States
to oppose the League resolution declaring her an aggressor in 1935.
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Voting on the Korean question in the United N ations reflected the
political divisions splitting that organisation.
Finally, it is assumed that the system is not directed against a
specific power as such. In practice this is seldom the case. France
used the collective security system o f the League merely as a means of
defence, against Germany. She was not interested in Japan’s
aggressions in Asia or Italy’s in Africa. Today, the United States is
using the United Nations system as an ideological defence against
possible Soviet aggression.
From this brief analysis the following conclusions can be drawn :—
1. Collective security is ineffective when the aggressor is a
Great Power or backed by a Great Power.
2. If the Great Powers are in agreement or at least if some agree
and the rest are indifferent the system will work successfully against
small States. By the very nature of international politics, however,
Great Powers are not usually in agreement : they are certainly
not today. Since the international society is now world-wide they
can seldom afford to be indifferent.
What Hamilton wrote in “ The Federalist ” is as true today as it
was in 1788 : ‘ The principle o f legislation for sovereign states,
supported by military coercion, has never been found effectual. It
has rarely been attempted to be employed, but against the weaker
members ; and in most instances attempts to coerce the refractory
and disobedient have been the signals of bloody wars ; in which one
half of the confederacy has displayed its banners against the other.’
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SIMONE WEIL
by YVOR POWELL
N TO-DAY’S WORLD we are apt to look with bewilderment
or irritation upon many of the great figures who have embodied
Christian thought and sanctity. Their lives seem unreal to us,
often beautiful, sometimes grotesque, while some of their ideals
or ideas can now be analysed more or less simply as ecclesiastical
patriotism — and we know that patriotism is not enough !
The life of Simone Weil gives an interpretation of sanctity more
readily understood, while her restless brilliance and intensity are
a change from the somewhat fade presentation of Christianity
with which we are often asked to be content. Simone Weil
herself said that the world needs a new kind of saint, and did
not realise that she was of that very breed. That she was never
a baptised Christian is significant for us who live in a de-Christianised
era, and we learn from her that hope and hunger for the truth
will lead us to our proper home, that movements towards religion
must start from the outside, and cannot be coerced from within
the body of the Church. Simone Weil lived to the full both
Christian practice and mysterium, a silent witness, never daring
to take the last step towards participation. Her refusal to join
the Church was supported by two principal reasons. Firstly,
her intense compassion for the materialistic and de-spiritualised
masses of every country who by their own blindness, not wilful
disobedience, she felt to be cut off from the fullness of being, and,
whilst this state of almost universal deprivation existed, she
wanted to be with the sufferers, the weak and the foolish.
Secondly, she was unable to resolve the theological and philosophical
problems attached to orthodox Christianity. Although intellectual
pride is a favourite sin among Christians, and we are prone so
to brand many soarings of an enquiring spirit, it must yet be admitted
that Simone Weil did not understand the meaning of spiritual
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docility and humility when placed in a purely intellectual context.
The profound value of obedience was not appreciated by her
when there was, as there so often is, a question of the superior
deferring to the inferior when necessity demands, a matter whose
real strength she could not perceive. Like many other mystics
(and her writings leave no doubt as to her mystical faculty) she
was prone to confuse the domains of material efficacity and spiritual
fulfilment, and could not grasp the very subtle, and esoteric,
links between these two aspects of a whole.
Simone Weil’s highly trained mind was unable to accept
anything which might appeal to the emotions without the use of
reason, unless she might grasp it intuitively. Her absolute
integrity would not let her give way an inch in order to have the
happiness which an all-embracing faith must bring. It is this
integrity which is most striking about her. Again and again
she affirmed “ Christ is Truth ” , and she would accept no other
Saviour. Although a mystic she never fell into mystification,
could grasp with ease the supra-rational conceptions o f Christianity
as expressions of certain universal verities, but she could not
accept them when stated dogmatically. Her enormous erudition
placed her outside the sectarian, but her painful debates with
herself drew a graphic, if ennobled, picture of the anxiety of
large portions of the present-day intelligentsia. Her desire to
accept the whole Christian tradition was so intense th a t she was
tempted to abandon her principles and make a blind act of faith.
That she did not, and could not, gives her an enormous value,
and has made her, perhaps, the patron o f those who seek and
do not find. Her modesty about this failure to reach her goal
is most striking : a grand, stoic feeling for self-reliance in the
incomplete and suffering mortal frame.
The intellectual roots of Simone Weil were embedded in and
nurtured by Hellenism and, indeed, the whole ancient world.
Although herself of Jewish blood she rejected with horror the
Jewish religion, and the effect of the worship of Jehovah not only
upon her own race but upon Christianity as a whole. She declares
that Christ’s teaching was early corrupted by the influence first
of Judaism and afterwards of imperial Rome, and to her the
Jehovah of the Old Testament is utterly different from the Father
of the Trinity. Her intense humanity demanded a bridge between
human and divine, and she reverenced the former as much as
the latter. She was very practical, her compassion for mankind
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never clouding her judgment of it, and, although she had early
arrived at detachment of thought, she recognised in her own heart,
and in the heart of the world, the cry for a Saviour whose name
must be Love.
Her health was poor ; she suffered from the well-known
indispositions of the hyper-sensitive — fatigue, migraine, nervous
strain. None of this prevented her from plunging into the
problems of industrial civilisation, labouring for long periods
and under the worst conditions in factories and fields. From
these experiences she emerged with the conviction that she must
remain at the side of “ the sheep without a shepherd” , however
much she herself might want to enter the fold. Her essays on
educational methods, as her reports on labour, are original and
luminous documents. Herself a qualified teacher, her understanding
of the business of learning and the ends of education are valuable
for teacher and pupil alike. In her writings she shows herself
incapable of the superficial or tendencious, but there is a hint
of a lurking “ world sorrow ” which makes one suspect that her
delicate nature was too prone always to pre-cognise the evil in
the world, the real stumbling block, maybe, to her complete
abandonment to a Church which, inevitably, is as pregnant with
the errors of men as it is with the presence of God.
With the fall of France in 1940, Simone Weil’s social work
was disrupted, but her spiritual searchings were intensified.
At Marseille she met Pdre Perrin, a Dominican, and her letters
to him form the basis of her book Attente de Dieu. One cannot
help wondering if the good son of St. Thomas Aquinas was the
right choice as her guide into the vast and bewildering edifice of
St. Peter and St. Paul, and there is no doubt that it was difficult
for them to find a common terminology. But the time came
when Simone Weil had to leave France. From North Africa
she went to America in the service of Free France, and thence
to England. It was in England that she died of tuberculosis,
contracted from the hardships she refused to spare herself.
She bore what she considered to be necessary suffering with
fortitude and even when very ill, wishing to participate more fully
with her compatriots in their trials, she refused to take more
nourishment than was at that time allocated to the conquered
French — a simple gesture, unreasonable maybe but heroic.
Perhaps the world is not yet ready to receive all that she would
have had to say with growing maturity and assurance. It must
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not be forgotten that she was little over thirty when she died.
To the partisan, the bigot, Simone Weil has nothing to say.
To the wisely orthodox, or those able to appreciate the poetry
of such a life as hers, and above all to those who, like herself,
will admit that they are “ en hypomftne ” — in a state o f waiting
for the manifestation of the Divine — Simone Weil has much to
say, and provides a link between the disparate thought and
concrete belief of mankind in recent years.

D irg e F o r A L a n d in g
by LAWRENCE P. SPINGARN
HO heard the shouts, the keels that groaned in sand
And guessed that from this hour the land was green ?
Not gun-fire nor the spear that shook to earth
Could pierce the leather coat o f paradise.
The primitive grows coy. Blood from the moon
Has stained the amulet, all rich devices ;
Shaved men break rock along the royal road ;
The girls in Mother Hubbards meet the whalers
With fruit for scurvy, smiles tasting too ripe ;
A phonograph wails from each dark verandah
And where tin cans patrol the dimpled beach
The raving, sane infanticide is hanged.
Coral and cross must loiter in such hands ;
The wind shall tax the sportsman for his sails
And circumvent the diving captain, guard
The red canoe that flees the hurricane.

W
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M en and Books IV
SCIENCE FICTION

by DESMOND STEWART
HOSE who believe that literature is as intimately linked with
life as wife with husband may discount science-fiction. They
must agree, however, that its popularity is an event for the sociolo
gist, a symptom of a new interest of homo legens: that voracious
caterpillar has turned from the cabbage of detective fiction to this
nylon-sheened substitute.
W hat a dead substitute! The world of Dame Agatha Christie
may not be deeply realised; the rotters or the Belgians or the stock
brokers may not be introduced for themselves, but only as poten
tial corpses, corpse-makers or corpse-avengers; yet the decor still
has some slight connection with a perceived world. Conan Doyle
and Simenon create worlds, on the other hand, with as much
reality as those made by Stendhal or George Eliot. In science fic
tion, however, the authors seem never to have realised what should
be a truism: if you are going to portray people on the Moon (or
Venus, or Andromeda, or Galaxy X2-7) you must, to obtain the
reader’s suspension of disbelief, make all but the central pre
posterous idea absolutely believable. In your rocket of titanium,
the men should be real, the women should be real, the dialogue
should be real, the personal conflicts should be real. Yet the
glossier the machines, the pettier the men in them, the blanker.
They don’t even have halitosis, that modern disease, let alone piles
or diarrhoea. Their love (he in a space-suit, she in shorts) is like
tooth-paste; it only needs squeezing, and out it comes. But one
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cares for their love no more than for a ninepenny tube in some
one else’s hands; the ray-gun fires, Thalia is incinerated, and we
turn over without emotion. Was Thalia an asteroid or a woman?
We do not care.
Robert Heinlein occupies, in the blurbs of this new fodder, the
role Dame Agatha has long held in purveying the older cabbage.
He himself modestly states that his stories “ were not written as
prophecy, nor as history. . . .
They are of the “'What-wouldhappen-if ’ sort, in which the ‘if , the basic postulate of each story,
is some possible change in human environment latent in our
present-day technology or culture.” The interest is in the change
to the environment: new methods of killing, moving, or indoctrin
ating man. The object of the ray-gun, the moving road-belt, the
hypno-control, is of less interest.
Yet someone called Henry
Kuttner makes high claims for Mr. Heinlein. I shall quote his
words at some length, as presumably Mr. K uttner is an expert in
the field.*
Robert A. Heinlein is probably the best story-teller in the
science-fiction field today. If I were backed into a corner and
forced to tell why in one sentence, I ’d say, “ Heinlein’s got a
sense of proportion.” Literary and scientific techniques are
very useful to a writer, but I don’t think the study of them is
necessary. They are intellectual concepts. M an is also an
emotional animal. . . . Unfortunately, too many science-fiction
stories might have been written by robots or spirits. . . .
Now Heinlein does something that is vitally necessary to good
writing: he perceives people. . . . H e knows how they feel.
He has felt that way himself. . . . H e has accepted member
ship in the human race. I don’t think you can be a good
writer unless you do that. I ’m biased, I know: I like good
writing, and I have a great deal of respect for it. . . .
This is almost as much an American document as General
Patton’s oft-quoted speech to his soldiers about to invade Sicily.
The belief that the writer does not have to study “ literary tech
niques,” the slightly pejorative use of the word “ intellectual,” the
implied assumption that some writers don’t accept membership
in the human race, the very American (and not uncharming)
admission, “I’m biased, I know: I like good writing,” all these
could have started hares amusing for a malicious European to
chase on a dull day. I’m not going to chase them. Instead, I ’m
* Revolt in 2100, New American Library.
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going to chase the assumption that Mr. Heinlein produces real
characters, with a sense of reality and a sense of proportion. For
this is the great expectation which Mr. Kuttner’s introduction has
aroused: that this science-fiction writer will make men and women
at least as real as most Americans.
Following Wyndham Lewis’s technique (he called it the Taxi
Driver technique) I investigate the dialogue by opening two of Mr.
Heinlein’s stories at random.
The first is called Let There Be Light. In this, a beautiful young
she-scientist instructs a Humphrey-Bogartish he-scientist in a new
way of making cheap light:
“ The problem seems to be essentially one of confining radiant
energy to the visible band of frequency.”
“Y ou make it sound so simple, bright eyes.”
“ Stow the sarcasm. That is, nevertheless, where the loss comes
in with ordinary electric light. The filament is white hot, maybe
2 per cent, of the power is turned into light, the rest goes into
infra-red and ultra-violet.”
“ So beautiful. So true.”
“ Pay attention, you big ape. I know you’re tired, but listen
to mama. . .
“A while later, the he-scientist has come up with a bright idea.
‘That’s it, kid, that’s it! Now if we can find a crystal that can
be cut to vibrate at the frequency of visible light, we’ve got it—
a way to turn electrical energy into light without heat losses!’
“Mary Lou cluck-clucked admiringly. ‘Mama’s good boy. Mama
knew he could do it, if he would only try’.”
This dialogue needs no comment. But strangely, it pairs with
the dialogue in another story, Gulf, also opened at random, in
another collection. In this, the hero, chased by criminals because
he is a courier carrying a secret method of turning a planet, such
as the earth or moon, into a star, joins an underground of scientific
supermen. His initiation into the techniques of this elite (with a
very masonic vision of the future) and above all, into their new
language, Speedtalk, is at the hands of a woman scientist called
Gail. H e had met her earlier at the ranch (which is the hideout
of the supermen). He had taken a walk in “a fresh pair of walk
ing shorts and new sneakers.”
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‘It was a beautiful day. He was drinking it in and eyeing with
friendly interest a desert lark when a young woman came round
the side of the house. She was dressed much as he was. allowing
for difference in sex, and she was comely, though not annoyingly
so. “Good morning,” he said.
She stopped, put her hands on her hips, and looked him up and
down. “Well! ” she said. “ Why doesn’t somebody tell me these
things?”
Then she added. “Are you m arried?”
“No.”
" I’m shopping around.
Object: matrimony.
L et’s get
acquainted.”
“I’m a hard man to marry. I ’ve been avoiding it for years.”
“They’re all hard to marry,” she said bitterly.
Like Mary Lou, Gail is brilliantly clever.

She instructs.

Speedtalk was not “shorthand” Basic English.
“ N ormal”
languages, having their roots in days of superstition and ignorance,
have in them inherently and inescapably wrong structures of mis
taken ideas about the universe. . . . The structure of speed talk
did not contain the hidden errors of English; it was structured
as much like the real world as the New Men could make it.
Joe progresses under Gail’s instruction.
By a circuit Gail had thoughtfully added some days earlier
the machine answered with a flourish of trumpets, loud applause,
and then added in a cooing voice:
“Mama’s good boy! ” (Same italics as in previous story; the
author’s italics.)
He turned to her, “Woman, you spoke of matrimony. If you
ever do manage to marry me, I ’ll beat you.”
“I haven’t made up my mind about you yet,” she answered
evenly. “Now by this word, Joe—— .” ’
So much for the dialogue. It may explain Speedtalk; it hardly
creates character.
The physical description perhaps brings the future to life, even
if the dialogue does not? Sir Walter Scott, after all, could write
bad dialogue and yet evoke the past. Can M r. Heinlein create
the future worlds, if not the future worldlings? Alas, he lacks
the gifts of H. G. Wells, C. S. Lewis or his own compatriot, R ay
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Bradbury, in this direction. Indeed, judging by the way in which
he uses language, one can sense that English is not altogether satis
factory as a medium of expression.
“ What is it about the body of a human woman that makes it
the most terribly beautiful sight on earth?” one of his characters
asks, and then caps his own rhetoric:
“ I found myself quoting: ‘How fair and how pleasant art thou,
O love, for delights!
This thy stature is like to a palm tree, and thy breasts to
clusters of grapes.’ ”
Only an American very insensitive to the visual elements in
language could have written this. The American “ breast ” is not
at all like the Semitic breast (one remembers the many breasted
goddess of Ephesus) which can be compared to a drooping cluster
of grapes. Either the grapes grow strangely in 2100, or the tautjerseyed female in shorts on the New American Library cover is
unfaithful to Mr. Heinlein’s “conception of pulchritude.” Much
more likely, the quotation from the Song of Solomon is simply
dragged in, as being from an approved source, and being about
feminine beauty. Language (before Speedtalk) is so imprecise that
its visual elements are safely blurred.
Since literary interest is excluded—and this exclusion is as much
the fault of the subject, an unexperienced future, as of the author
—what interest can these daydreams have? Like many bad forms
of writing, science-fiction offers an escape from the dull, from the
humdrum. Instead of casting off the quotidiar by going more
intensely into life—Proust, Virgil, Shakespeare, Stendhal, D. H.
Lawrence all show life redeemed from dullness by the intensity
of vision—the lazy citizen leaves life altogether for a world of
fantasy. The purveyors of this fantasy provide the pegs on which
can be hung the daydream.
W hat is strange is how unpleasant most of the daydreams are.
Earlier escape literature—desert-island fantasies, mill-girl to
duchess romances, etc.—usually drew the stagnant or the uncom
fortable to more exciting or more exalted vistas. Perhaps in the
horribleness of the dreamed-of future science-fiction offers the
critic the most to bite on. Perhaps these unpleasant dreams, these
solitary voyages through space with their sadic undertones, tell us
something about the here and now, if they tell us nothing reliable
of what is to come. An analogy to this aspect of the subject
is provided in the books about savages in the 17th and 18th centur37
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ies. In the time of Hobbes, books about savages underlined the
“ red indian” aspects of primitive people: their violence, their
cruelty, their brief, brutish lives. In the time of Rousseau,
travellers had discovered the idyllic pagan, untroubled by
economics and religious bigotry. One takes one’s choice—
innocent or bloodstained savage—and on one’s choice one erects a
superstructure of politics.
The Red Indians and the Polynesians were probably much the
same as other men and women, good in parts, in parts bad. The
books about them were interesting for what they said about the
writers, more than for what they said about the savages. So per
haps with the future: books about this unvisited country tell us
much about their authors.
The earliest writers about the future find their symbol in the
naif Jules Verne: in him the ebullient 19th century carried to
greater triumphs its technological successes. Balloons, submarines,
aeroplanes, were only extensions of the already achieved railway.
H. G. Wells, with his optimism, his cheap irreligion, his easygoing
one-worldism, composed a daydream suitable for Fabians. From
the beginning, nevertheless, sombre shades obscured the scientific
paradise. In the end, the shades blotted out the light from the
illuminated picture, and Wells died as pessimistic as Job, but
without Job’s faith. A graph of Wells’ writings would mirror the
break-up of Edwardian society, would register a peevish Edward
ian’s rage at the irrational but splendid movements of the century.
Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World and A pe and Essence are
two stages in a sensitive and prophetic writer’s awareness of the
barrenness in a technological society: a writer, who, nevertheless,
chose to live in America. Huxley was the friend of D. H. Law
rence, and Lawrence’s hatred even of motor cars is echoed in H ux
ley’s view of the future. But it may be objected that writers like
Huxley and Orwell are not science-fiction writers at all. They
start with certain assumptions about men and politics, and then
use the device of the future to warn those in the present. This
objection is in one sense valid: the naif science-fiction writer is
far more revealing, simply for his unanalysed assumptions: for
what Collingwood called the “absolute presuppositions,” those
metaphysical assumptions which underly all value judgments, even
when, underlying, they are not examined.
The American writers of the future lack a coherent world-view
of the subtlety of Huxley or Orwell. Yet Mr. Heinlein has
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political interests: his Revolt In 2100 imagines an America ruled
by a “ Prophet,” who is a mixture of Huey Long, Brigham Young,
and Adolf Hitler: the exponent of a revivalist fanaticism abetted
by technological magic. But the vision is naif, even if Mr. Heinlein’s unsubtle prose bangs the hated word: Macarthy! into our
skulls, as we read him. And the revolt against the Prophet shows
no great originality in Mr. Heinlein’s political sense. The
opponents are all Masons, against the Prophet because he sup
presses Freedom, and because he discourages Scientific Research.
Mr. Heinlein’s climax, the sacking of the Prophet’s Palace, shows
that science-fiction can be related, not too distortingly, to modern
life:
But the battle was over; we encountered no organised resist
ance. We went on down and down and down and found the
Prophet’s bombproof. The door was open and he was
there.
But we did not arrest him. T he Virgins had gotten to him
first; he no longer looked imperious. They had left him
barely something to identify at an inquest.
“H e no longer looked imperious.” T hat no one, ever, any
where, should look imperious—that is, perhaps, one aspect of the
American dream?
But Mr. Heinlein is at the head of the field: at least his works
have a consistency of under-inspired prediction. His books have a
timechart of the future to which he is faithful. The future is to
him what Wessex was to Thomas Hardy: and inside his county,
he gets the villages right, and is more or less consistent: a drab
American future into which I dread to live.
What of the field, however, the writers whose works fill the
books on railway bookstalls? Printed on coarse paper, bought by
bored schoolboys and American sergeants? The field is vast,
but has recognisable characteristics.
A part from the scientific
jargon, which is to 1956 what scholastic jargon was to the middle
ages, there are things in common. The first, and the most striking,
is the emptiness of the characters.
They are concerned with
science, and that is all. They want to get their spaceship to
Andromeda, they want to protect their spaceship from marauding
Martians. But they themselves are utterly empty, utterly undiffer
entiated. The second thing that impresses is that they live in an
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empty universe, that when they “ take off ” from earth, it is from
an empty (or emptied?) planet. This is not stated explicitly. But
it inheres. The rocket zooms up from a plain in California. The
reader has the picture of an empty world: no teeming India with
its bazaars, no China with myriad fields, no Europe with people
leaving their offices to queue for the gallery at the opera, or to
stand in the drizzle outside football stadiums. It is a world in
which only the scientists matter. A world in which the individual
stands at the centre of an empty stage, test-tube or “ blaster-gun ”
in hand. In the shadows there are no human beings, no brothers
to Agamemnon or Aegistheus, Falstatf or Macbeth. Only some
where “off” there are the sliteyed, tentacular, cylinder-bodied
“them,” to be burned up on sight.
Yes, the word I have been looking for is solipsism: the absolute
egoism of those who exclude all others from the possibility of
comprehension. Science-fiction writers are solipsists. Themselves
in the middle with their destructive gadgets, us nowhere: unless
we annoy them, and we become the allies of Ming, emperor of
space, and the raygun turns on us. The rocket shoots skywards
from a planet in which nobody lives any more, from which every
one has been excluded, except the other scientists at their radarscreen, watching the rocket traverse emptiness. A nd how the
books come to life (of a kind) when the earth is away, and when
empty space is around! Then the scientific spirit leaps to the
controls, and after light years, miraculously covered, adventures of
violence and hatred, with no holds barred, with no restrictive re
ligious prohibitions on the cruelty and the annihilation, seize the
protagonists in their futurist clothes. Science-fiction is the first
great manifestation in writing of solipsism. Solipsism itself is noth
ing new; many mental derangements have solipsist elements: the
insane create a terrifying external world as empty of reality as it is
full of threats. The lunatic of the Kremlin was a solipsist. Per
haps every human being has the solipsist in himself, in potentiality:
the small screaming child with a hatpin or a raygun in his hand,
brandishing it at a formless but threatening outside.
If we read science fiction in this light, we are at once chilled,
not bored. It reveals, we suddenly realise, more than we thought.
It is not just fodder, not just a drug. It is also the revelation of
perilous underthoughts, of perilous chilly hatefilled assumptions
about the world. Yes, it is sociologically important. But not cheer
fully, not entertainingly, like the child-training habits of the M anus
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described by Margaret Mead. The mentality that we all pretend
to hate, that devises gas-chambers, thousand-bomber raids, or
Hiroshimas one week, Nagasakis the next, is that perhaps the
mind of science-fiction, the mind of the readers of science-fiction,
the mind, therefore, of ourselves? Do we, with certain groups of
people, envisage “annihilation” ? Do we, with the loaded world,
envisage in fits of rage its emptying, except of ourselves, crowing
on the ashes? These questions are not rhetorical. In the last
decade the civilised world has come to an uneasy peace based
precisely on this possibility: that both sides can annihilate the
other. Science-fiction is no longer to be taken as a joke, despite
the ridiculous costumes and the empty characterisations. Who
knows, the child reading Mr. Heinlein today may be a general
tomorrow. The child reading the rest of the field, the lesser talents,
the minds without even a masonic sense of justice, he tomorrow
may be president of a hysterical republic.
Yet our urge to censorship, our desire to bum the books, to
imprison Mr. Heinlein and his colleagues, ceases. It would be no
good, like most censorship. The writers of the lurid tales are
not to blame. They are only revealing ourselves to ourselves.
We are an age of fast cars carrying over vast motorways people
with small imaginations. It is no good stopping the typewriters.
We must kill solipsism in ourselves and in our generation. But
how to do that? In another context Voltaire recommended the
cultivation of gardens as the best activity. The observation of
visible nature might be recommended: real animals, real flowers,
real human beings; the reading of books about real people. But
it is easy to recommend, and for those with gardens, farms or
libraries the recommendations are in any case unnecessary. But
what monstrous dreams come out of our monstrous cities, at night,
as the advertisements flicker, as the petrol fumes waft over square
miles of tarmac, only the publishers of science fiction know, who
have the figures of their sales. They could tell us, if they would,
how many millions find in these barren daydreams something on
which to brood, something precious enough to buy.
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A DIARY
HE English do not excel as present givers. B. and K., who
arrived loaded with attractive gifts for their hosts—mettle
some horses, sable stoles — were obliged to accept in return a
casket decorated with a picture of the interior of the House of
Commons. It is true that they retaliated by producing a box with
a portrait of Sir Anthony Eden on the lid (was he wearing his
Russian hat?) and also with some enormous oil paintings of roses,
and steamers on the Volga. Nevertheless, the whole episode
reminds me of the story of the exchange of gifts between an
Armenian Bishop, who gave a 9th century jewelled cross, and an
Archbishop of Canterbury who bestowed, in return, a bible in
English printed by the S.P.C.K.

T

★

★

★

A buyer, described as a French bibliophile, paid 3,020,000
francs for the manuscript of M. Andre M alraux’s L a Condition
Humaine. At another sale a few months ago the manuscript of The
Moon and Sixpence, by Mr. Somerset Maugham, fetched almost
as much: £2,600. On the other hand a lot consisting of a tooth
and a lock of hair of Napoleon’s, with the Legion of H onour he
wore, only made £38 at a recent auction.

★

★

★

Alles neu macht der Mai, in the words of the song. The ravages
of the terrible cold in February and M arch were soon smothered
by fresh leaves and blossom in Northern France; but many ever
greens have died. Box and yew hardly appear to have suffered,
but privet and laurel look as if they had been scorched by a great
fire and honeysuckle, which keeps its leaves all winter, has had to
have wreaths of brittle brown removed, to allow new shoots to
appear.
The estimate that half the roses in the lie de France had died
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of cold was unduly pessimistic. Losses in the South are much more
serious, and the sort of person who fills her cellar with hams at
the outbreak of a war is now hoarding barrels of olive oil.

★

★

★

Chapters from New Babylon A portrait of Iraq by Desmond
Stewart and John Haylock* have already appeared in The Euro
pean. But as the book is a portrait it is even better read straight
through. All aspects of life in Iraq are depicted; the authors
intimately know what they are describing, unlike the week-end
visitors who subsequently publish travellers’ tales. They also
possess the literary gifts to be able to convey to the reader the
sights and smells and quality and beauty of the country and the
character of its various inhabitants; not forgetting the foreign resi
dents with their sad club life and pathetic Hunt Ball ending with
D'ye ken John Peel.
There is a perfect account of Baghdad races, which ends: “The
spectators know nothing of Anglo-Saxon sang-froid. When they
win, they surge in a whooping mass to embrace the victorious
jockey, their turbans flying, their eyes bright, their tongues shout
ing the praise of God. When they lose, they shout equally loudly
and tear their losing tickets into desolate confetti.”

★

★

★

The following appeared in “Comment” in the Observer
recently: “ When General Serov was asked about the Press refer
ences to his forced deportation of thousands of citizens of the
Baltic States by cattle trucks to Siberia, he replied that we had
done as much to the Fascists. Some papers commented that we
had, in fact, treated Sir Oswald Mosley and others well. That is
perfectly true: and we can be proud of the restraint shown to
them, in war-time, as political prisoners.”
Lady Redesdale tells me she wrote to the Observer:
“The writer of ‘Comment ’ thinks that we can be proud
of the restraint shown to Sir Oswald Mosley and his followers
in war-time as political prisoners. This restraint consisted in
imprisonment in the ordinary London prisons of Brixton and
* Collins, 16/-.
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Holloway for 4 years, without charge or trial. During this
time I often heard or read of politicians boasting of the great
freedom enjoyed in this country, where according to Magna
Carta, no Englishman may be kept in prison without trial.
It was hard at the time to read without a bitter smile the
effrontery of those words when compared with what was
happening in actual fact . . . Sir Oswald and his followers
were imprisoned because they opposed the war with Germany,
on which our politicians were resolved, and for no other
reason at all.”
The Observer did not print her letter.
A few weeks ago the same newspaper published a “ profile” of
Mr. Arthur Koestler, and stated that he had been imprisoned by
Vichy France. I wrote pointing out that in his autobiography
Scum Of The Earth, Mr. Koestler describes how he was arrested
and sent to a concentration camp by the French authorities during
the winter 1939-40. He had managed to secure his release, and
was living in England, by the time the Vichy government was
formed. The Observer did not print my letter.
Who cares about facts? Sir Oswald Mosley was well treated,
Vichy France locked up A rthur Koestler—neither statement is
correct, but “we find ourselves unable to print your letter, please
bear with us—our post is very large and our space limited ”
as the editor’s postcard says.

★

★

★

Driving with an Irishman from the boulevard into the Place
de l’Opera at the most crowded moment of the day, we shot over
the yellow lights, thus impeding for a moment the rush of cross
traffic, which is forbidden nowadays to relieve its feelings with a
fanfare of hooting. We were signalled, with police whistles, to the
side, and a grand-looking English-speaking policeman was sum
moned. I expected a tremendous scolding, but he simply said,
very gravely: "You must never drive through the red fire,’’ and
sent us on our way.

D. M.
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Angus Wilson’s

T h e M u lb e rr y B u sh

(.ROYAL COURT THEATRE)

Graham Greene’s
T h e P o w e r a n d T h e G lory
(.PHOENIX THEATRE)

by MICHAEL HARALD

B

OTH these productions will be of particuar interest to that
small band of cultivated playgoers which bewails the fact that
the contemporary native drama lags so far behind the contem
porary novel. I myself, though quite conspicuously free from any
taint of Francophobia, have been known to utter the wish that
the Arts Theatre might occasionally be in a position to trump an
Anouilh with an Aldington, a Cocteau with a Cary. The English
Stage Company at the Court is moved by fancies such as these,
and Mr. Wilson’s further researches into the decline and fall of
Fabian dogoodism have provided them with an opening play.
M r. Maugham, it will be recalled, once expressed the view
that a stage play is a less arduous creative labour than a novel
for the reason that an audience demands only 20,000 or so words,
and is indignant if it gets more, while a reader demands three,
four or five times as many, and is indignant if he gets less. (I
write from memory and have very likely changed his words, but
not, I think, his meaning.) An even older writer—I forget who—
years before made a similar statement which was good-humouredly
ridiculed by Shaw, who proceeded to re-write the Macbeth/Macduff duel in narrative prose, thus demonstrating a fact his readers
would probably have been prepared to take on trust, that longwinded Shaw makes inferior Shakespeare. Mr. Maugham, of
course, spoke for himself as a successful practitioner of both crafts;
and it is true that his literary and dramaturgic methods are closely
akin one to the other; that his novels and stories have yielded to
stage, screen and radio adaptation with extraordinary mechanical
ease. Myself, I incline to the view that if a writer is undecided as
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to whether his ideas should be spread over three acts or over three
hundred pages, he had better scrap them and think again. There
is a pure art of the drama and a bastard art of the novel; and
they thrive best in isolation. These comments, as I hope shortly
to demonstrate, are of some relevance to both the Court and the
Phoenix enterprises; the former, a prime example of an old dog’s
unsuccessful attempt to learn new tricks, and the latter, a skilful
but—to my mind—gratuitous adaptation of a work which was
conceived, written and widely read as a novel.
Plot, for a playwright, is a first essential. It is an attempt to
fix and harden life, to render it more conclusive than in fact it is.
The novelist, the short-story writer, usually and wisely avoids this
process, with its obvious limitations—that is, unless he chooses
deliberately to make use of it as a stylistic or satiric convention.
{When Mr. Greene, for instance, does this, he calls the result an
“entertainment” .) Mr. Wilson’s short story, Such Darling Dodos,
leaves life as it is, an unheroic drift from bed to breakfast and
back again; there are no heroes, and ideas and ideals are settled
habits as hard to lose as nail-biting or a nervous cough; nothing
is artificially resolved. It is a good story, helped by the telling.
The Mulberry Bush is an even better story—or would have been
had the author chosen to tell it in the genre in which he is expert,
and in which it must first have occurred to him. But the play
fails through his efforts to synthesise genuine character-drawing
and fine dialogue with old-fashioned theatrical expediency. I say
“ old-fashioned” , because Mr. Wilson—no doubt under well-meant
pressure from theatre folk—relies for his main effects on devices
which Robertson blasted from the stage and which even the author
of Sorrows of Satan would have scorned to resurrect. The play
begins with a dualogue laboriously contrived in order that we
shall be in no doubt about the sort of play we are to see (domestic
drama), the sort of characters we are to meet (political progres
sives; family famous for scholarship and social meddling), and the
sort of things they are likely to say when eventually they arrive
(“You get on with your mediaeval history, dear, while I study
the latest batch of prison statistics from Copenhagen” ). If M r.
Wilson underrates our intelligence, the actors are patently stupe
fied by his. The young man and the girl concerned in this opening
appear to be mouthing blank verse; but this, we soon discover,
is not Mr. Wilson’s intention, but the normal behaviour of actors
when presented with intelligent conversation borrowed from life
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instead of from the green room. After a few minutes of this,
other characters appear, and the level of acting improves a little.
But not much. And their exits, like their entrances, have no
motivation whatsoever beyond the call-boy’s summons and the
need for “a breath of fresh air” . Our need, we feel is greater
than theirs, by the time the second act is launched and Geraldine
Loughton-Moore, a flapper relic of the thirties, has dropped in
from nowhere, impelled of a sudden to introduce herself to the
septuagenarian parents of her former lover who has been dead,
by my bemused reckoning, for close on five years. . . .
Now it is true that any piece of work may be ridiculed by a
cross-grained refusal to accept the author’s convention, and I
should be perfectly willing to embrace unquestioningly Mr.
Wilson’s if I could only be sure what it is. I am not being churlish
about this play; indeed my criticisms err on the side of leniency,
for I do not wish to give pain to a writer and to a theatrical
enterprise so worthy of public interest and support. But I am
grieved that Mr. Wilson has dissipated an important subject which
he was obviously splendidly equipped to illumine. What a crew
they are, these old Padleys; refusing to allow their doctrine a
merciful death and a decent burial, hanging on in mid-century to
the ideas and ideals which decimated a generation and ruined an
empire! How accurately Mr. Wilson portrays them! How sad
that the sort of theatrical hurdles invented by fools for fools should
have tripped him, that he did not instantly sweep them from sight,
refusing as a sensible man to perform as a circus stunt! If Mr.
Wilson feels the drama to be his medium now and in the future,
let me beg him to keep clear of theatrical circles, to ignore every
body’s advice but mine, and to write to please either himself or
nobody.
The play, as I have indicated, was not helped by the production
or by the acting. I will go further and remark that I have never
in my life seen a worse production than this: if The Mulberry
Bush is a fair sample of Mr. George Devine’s direction, then he
would best advance the English Stage Company’s avowed aims by
tendering his resignation. Half the actors concerned in this repre
sentation (I do not wish to name them) should be diverted at once
by tactful means into other occupations such as Insurance or the
catering trade. There were two extremely good performances,
from Mr. Alan Bates as a young man driven understandably to
drink and violence by the family tradition of saintly humbug, and
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from Mr. Nigel Davenport, who entered the Padley madhouse as
a sane and seedy ex-minor-public-school commercial traveller, and
left it with the staring mad eyes of a homicidal lunatic—or, to put
it more moderately, of a good actor who has been hindered by
the ineptitude of his colleagues. Miss Rachel Kempson as the
Padleys’ daughter disturbed my critical balance by an uncanny
physical resemblance to a contributor to this journal; but I am
now recovered and can record that her beauty, if not unique, is
the fairest thing round The Mulberry Bush and that her intelli
gence prompted her to blush before she delivered herself of the
absurd confession that she was to be operated upon in a day or
two, and that “they” had told her the chances were “ seventy to'
one against” . The play’s third act rather hinges upon this gamble,
and the near-certainty of its failure. Accordingly I sought informa
tion from a distinguished surgeon. “ Rubbish,” he mumbled, “ in
operable, anyway . . . seventy to one! Remember Hippocrates?'
—‘Thou shalt not strive/officiously to keep alive. . . .’ ”
The same advice might suitably have been extended to Mr.
Greene’s whiskey-priest in The Power and The Glory. M ost
readers will be sufficiently familiar with the novel to wish to be
spared an account of its plot. The scene, it will be remembered,
is Communist Mexico in the 1930’s, and the central character is
the priest whose love of God and spiritual dedication is nearly—
but not quite—matched by his love of the bottle and his incon
venient physical urges. Mr. Paul Scofield gives a deeply imagined
and technically brilliant performance as the priest; I have seen
nothing better from this actor. His performance moved me, whilst
my one reading of the book, quite recently, did not. Y et it is
the book which will linger in the mind, long after the six tightly
dramatic scenes of Mr. Dennis Cannan (who ought to be writing
his own plays) and M. Pierre Bost are forgotten. They are well
produced by Mr. Peter Brooke; but the only production with any
real validity was the first edition of Messrs. Heinemann, in 1939,
and the subsequent editions of the book.
A short note about the setting of these two plays. M otley
worked wonders for the garden scene of The Mulberry Bush;
Georges Wakhevitch’s five settings for The Power and The Glory
are the most beautiful things of their kind that have been seen in
a London theatre for many a drab year—well worth the price o f
an upper-circle seat by my budget and, I hope, a stall by yours.
48

C IN E M A

Le

R o u g e e t le N o ir, S i T o u s les
G ars d u M o n d e , I V itello n i
by VINCENT MURRAY

OME months ago in an article on Claude Autant-Lara mention
S
was made of his forthcoming version of Le Rouge et le Noir.
Its arrival in London confirms its director’s stylish command of
the medium, but as a version of the Stendhal novel it falls de
cidedly short. Should one be surprised considering the length and
psychological depth of the book? Perhaps not, for any producer
sponsoring a film in the commercial cinema from an established
classic is hardly going to allow director and scriptwriter to attempt
any more than a superficial approach to plot and character. Why
should he risk a failure when a conventional interpretation coupled
with the box-office name of the original will ensure success? That
is how it has been in the past, and the result suggests it has
happened again. Jean Aurenche and Pierre Bost have worked on
A utant-Lara’s scripts before (notably on Radiguet’s Le Diable au
Corps) and have usually proided a neatly broken-down, simpli
fied version of the original for general consumption. Their work
on Le Rouge et le Noir oversimplifies to the point of incompre
hensibility. It is doubtful if those who are not familiar with the
book will be able to follow the apparently odd happenings towards
the end of the film. Autant-Lara’s own lyrical, delicate style is
out of keeping with the mood of the original, and makes no con
cessions to it at all.
This film provides further evidence that the formerly muchvaunted delicacy of Autant-Lara’s style is as inflexible as any of
the more obviously hack-styles common in any national cinema,
and is trotted out whatever the subject-matter. This considerably
lowers his value as an interpretive artist, and as his film-record
gives no evidence of an original creative talent it is difficult to
continue to regard him as one of France’s most talented directors.
A film that breaks entirely with the long-established “ film-noir”
tradition in France arrived in London about the same time as Le
Rouge et le Noir. Christian-Jaque’s Si Tous des Gars du Monde
(Race for Life is the prosaic English title) is unusual in that it
relates a gripping story in optimistic terms. The rallying of world
wide assistance for the stricken crew of a Breton trawler succeeds
with a sprinkling of dramatic hitches that underline the essential
goodwill of man to man. Of how many French film-dramas can
one say that? The director Christian-Jaque is of course no Carnd
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o r Renoir as his long series of average commercial films adequately
shows. A slow, heavy style is the hallmark of his productions and
he seems little concerned with the content of his films. And the
script-writer? Of all people, H. G. Clouzot, whose sadistic philo
sophy so pervades his own films (Le Corbeau, L e Salaire de la
Peur). His pen certainly supplied the neatly constructed plot, but
this time production-policy was out of his hands and no doubt
the original caustic observation underwent drastic changes in the
transfer from script to screen. One or two scenes obviously written
with relish (the injection of the ship’s cat with suspected meat)
are in treatment toned down, but necessarily retained for their plotvalue. The successful outcome of such diversity of ability seems
to be due to firm control from the producer himself, a delegation
of responsibility reminiscent of the normal method in American
studios. At all events, whoever accepts the responsibility the story
is extremely well told and well acted (by little-known players) and
rings true to life.
The best of the month’s releases is without any doubt Fellini’s
] Vitelloni (inaccurately translated as Spivs, which gives as little
an idea of the seriousness of the theme as did the title Four in a
Jeep of Lindtberg’s purpose some years ago). It is rare for a
vigorous national movement in cinema to retain its vigour for
very long, after the events that brought it about have subsided.
British cinema is nowhere today in spite of its tremendous renais
sance during the last war—how often is a British film mentioned
in these pages?—but films one can accurately trace back to the
flowering of neo-realism are still being made in Italy. A nd no
inferior imitations either! / Vitelloni is proof of that. N ot only
does it carry on the tradition; it enriches and refines it in a way
one might have expected from de Sica if he had tackled the sub
ject. As it is, the name to remember is Federico Fellini, a former
scriptwriter whose fascinating La Strada was shown in London
a month or so ago. Fellini’s description of a group of youthful
idlers takes us from Rossellini’s crudely generalised picture of the
effects of war on Italian society (Open City, Paisa), through the
humanising influence of de Sica (Bicycle Thieves, Miracle in
Milan) to the finely observed, dispassionate study of war’s in
direct victims—young men whose formative years were horribly
jerked out of joint by the violence that became a natural part of
their lives. Like other important Italian films its plot is slender;
what matters is the director’s treatment of the idlers and the
numerous episodes illustrating their frustrated lives; the encounter
with the fifth-rate touring company; the events leading to the
marriage of the leader of the idlers; the many sequences showing
them strolling through the streets in beautifully controlled groups.
Lacking the depth of character of de Sica’s Umberto D, 1 Vitelloni
is nevertheless an engrossing, splendidly put-together document of
a brief moment in the lives of what might be called a lost genera
tion.
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T he rest of the month’s films amount to very little. Disney’s
African Lion contains some magnificent animal shots, ruined by
commentary, overlaid music and a total absence of imagination.
Robert Rossen’s Alexander The Great bogs down in a welter of
factually accurate detail. From a scriptwriter of Rossen’s standing
(he worked on Milestone’s A Walk in the Sun) one expects more
than this even in the forbidding realm of the epic. The Feminine
Touch puts Pat Jackson back in the clinical world of White Corri
dors, but, though his documentary training shows through in the
description of hospital life, a noveletted plot prevents the desired
blend of fact and fiction.

THE EUROPEAN AT TABLE

A sp a ra g u s
by ROBIN ADAIR
ONSIEUR l’Abbe and Monsieur le Professeur were life-long
friends. They lived, about fifty years ago, in one of those
charming, sleepy old French provincial towns, south of the Loire,
within a stone’s throw from the Cathedral and, since both of them
were scholars of great erudition though often of widely differing
opinions, they delighted in the daily meetings during which they
would discourse learnedly and disagree gently. One thing they
shared unreservedly—a love of good food. But even here there
was one subject of controversy—asparagus. The Professor liked
his, au beurre, the Abbe, a I’huile.
They dined, each with the other, once a week and during the
asparagus season, their wonderful cooks needed no telling to serve
half with butter, half with oil. Alas, they were no longer very
young and after one of the dinners, Professor’s turn, he took to
his bed. Nothing serious, just a little rest and he would be ready
for the Abbe as usual and Maria, the latter’s Cordon bleu, pre
pared a particularly fine meal. All was ready when, with a violent
tugging at the bell Josephine appeared, Maria’s great friend
and rival, breathless and in tears, through which she managed
to gasp out the sad news that the old man had passed away.
Quite stunned, but crossing himself and murmuring suitable
prayers, the Abbe dismissed the messenger of doom and remained
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rooted to the spot, tears rolling down his cheeks. But suddenly
he thought of something, rushed to the kitchen, and stifling his
sobs blurted out: “toutes a I’huile, Maria, toutes a I’huile!”
For my own part I like asparagus both ways, and with lovely
smooth Mousseline—made like Hollandaise but with lemon juice
instead of vinegar and a little whipped cream gently beaten in
at the last minute.
There is also that delicious garniture a la Princesse for which we
use the tips only of really small spears, too tiny to serve as a
separate dish. Cook them in the ordinary way; above all, do not
over cook. Drain well, cut the tips neatly off—the stalks are
returned to the water, used for a future soup. Here are two or
three “Princesse” treatments for the tips
Saute lightly in butter with a squeeze of lemon juice; fold into
an all-cream, or a creamy Bechamel sauce. All these are p ar
ticularly indicated for escalopes of veal; supremes o f chicken—the
wings only, bone chopped off short and skin removed; filets de
sole; and a whole gigot of lamb, beautifully roasted, over which
you pour a creamy Bechamel plentifully laced with the tips. Two
delicious luncheon or supper dishes are, Crepes de Volaille Prin
cesse and Croutes a la Princesse. Plain pancakes spread with
minced or chopped chicken mixed in a Bechamel. Roll up, place
flat in a long oven-proof dish; pour over a little more sauce,
sprinkle lightly with grated cheese and brown quickly under the
grill. Garnish plentifully with tips. The Croutes are very similar
only you mix the tips into a fairly thick but creamy Bechamel
and pile onto rounds of bread fried a delicate golden brown. A
light sprinkling of cheese and brown under the grill.
The second and also eminently seasonable garniture de saison
is Clamart, that is with peas, the real petits pois, easily obtain
able now, imported fresh or tinned of French origin. M any English
country dwellers are growing them with regular monthly sowings
in their kitchen gardens. As a garnish, we can apply any of the
methods used for asparagus tips described above, but a little
fantasy may be introduced. For instance, Lamb Cutlets, cooked in
butter, either plain or “egg and bread-crumbed” . The peas,
cooked in butter, very little water, salt pepper, sugar and a small
whole onion, adding also a sprig of mint. Remove onion and mint
and pour over the cutlets. The same thing cold is quite delicious.
In this case, the cutlets are plain, not dipped in the egg-bread
crumb. Add a little white wine to the peas also sufficient dissolved
gelatine with a few sprigs of mint, finely chopped. Arrange the
cutlets on a long silver dish and pour over, carefully, the peas
and “juice” . When cold, this should produce a delicious jelly.
Whole sweetbreads braised and then finished with Petits Pois a
la Franfaise are of course wonderful.
May 1 add another old war cry? Do not kill these delicate
dishes with a plethora of vegetables, however good. Just a few
new potatoes and a plain, crisp salad.
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The G rowth o f Papal G overnm ent in the M iddle Ages
by Walter Ullman (Methuen, 42s.).
H E terms “power” and “authority” are so often misused by
the democratic press that they need clear re-definition. Power,
it has been said, cannot be destroyed; it can merely be transferred.
Authority cannot be destroyed or transferred.
The development of these concepts and their practical applica
tion was something essentially medieval, and a real medievalist
would have little difficulty in finding the reasons for modern
governmental instability. Unfortunately, Walter Ullmann is not
a medievalist in the sense that Professor Tolkien or Professor
C. S. Lewis are medievalists. Throughout his painstakingly docu
mented study one has the feeling that he is emotionally out of key
with his subject matter. He seems to be discussing medieval
notions of power and authority as if twentieth-century ideas and
practice were an improvement and not a degeneration, and his
tortuous, cumbersome style of writing does much to confirm the
impression of a mesalliance between author and subject. But the
interest of the book overrides Mr. Ullmann’s personal idiosyncracies.
The title is misleading, in that one of the most important aspects
of the study is not papal government as such but the development
of a strong power in western Europe able and willing to put
Christian ideas of government into action. The Frankish kings
who based their rule on the assumption that a king was under the
law, under authority and that his duties were to enforce and in
terpret rather than make laws, were assisting at one of the most
important contributions which France has made to European
civilisation.
Ullmann points to the etymological connection between “auctor”
and “auctoritas” . “Auctoritas is the faculty of shaping things
creatively and in a binding manner, whilst potestas is the power to
execute what the auctoritas has laid down. The Roman senate
had auctoritas, the Roman magistrate had potestas.” By the end
of the fifth century the attempts of the early Christian emperors to
“ do a H enry V IH ” and insist that they held power by their own
authority had aroused the intellectual opposition of the Church.

T

“It was against the alarmingly increasing regal-sacerdotal mani
festations of the emperors that Tractatus IV was written by Pope
Gelasius I (492-6).
53

The EUROPEAN
“When the contemporary emperors asserted, in practical terms,
true monarchical power manifesting itself in the combination of
regal and sacerdotal functions, for which Melchisedek of the Old
Testament stood as a prototype, this was a conception, according
to Gelasius, which could not prevail within a Christian society.”
Pope Gelasius states that Christian emperorship originates in Christ
himself. “Christ was the last Rex et Pontifex, the last Melchise
dek, and by ‘a marvellous dispensation’. He had discerned
between the functions of the royal and of the sacerdotal power.
Since the time of Christ no emperor had arrogated to himself the
title of pontiff and no pontiff had claimed the height of royal
power. . . . But Christ, ‘mindful of human fragility,’ had discerned
between the functions of each power. . . . On the one hand, it is
written that no one warring for God should be entangled with
secular things. The raison d ’etre of the royal power was to relieve
the clerics of the burden of having to care for their carnal and
material wants. . . . Gelasius introduces the important and fruitful
principle of functional order operating within society. To each
part of an organic whole is assigned a special function and each
member should adhere to the scope of functions allotted to him:
then there will be order, or as Gelasius put it, human haughtiness
—humana superbia— will be prevented from coming into its own
again.”
The ideas were there, and clearly formulated, in the fifth cen
tury, but they could not be applied. The Byzantine emperors had
to be written off. A new dynasty of “rough diam onds” showed
itself capable of being trained. The Carlovingians may not have
been ideal kings, and the central chapters of Mr. Ullmann’s work
are taken up with the difficulties which had to be overcome before
the Holy Roman Empire could take shape as a practical propo
sition. ft is now popular to depict the Empire in its latter stages
of decay, when little remained of the idea which had inspired it;
but the basic European stability, which the Empire made possib'e.
has much to do with the steady growth of many legal and con
stitutional institutions that have been the hallmark of western en
lightenment. Where the highest civil power is a law to itself you
can merely hope to “ please the Prince” or win the acceptance of
the forty-nine million. W here-it submits to authority the way is
opened up for the man of intellect and honesty to take an active
part in public affairs.
Charlemagne may not entirely have agreed that he ruled his
Empire by virtue of Papal consecration, but his son. Louis I.
convened the Council of Paris in 829, which set forth “ the auxilliary function of the king. . . . The king’s ‘ministerium’ consists of
ruling the populus Dei with equity and justice, so that peace and
concord are achieved. Naturally, the nature of equity and that of
justice, in a Christian society, can be determined only by a re
course to Christian principles: it is the function of the ‘sacerdotes’
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therefore to decide what is equity and justice, because they alone
are functionally qualified to pronounce upon these ideas.”
The advocates of European integration will find much valuable
material in the debates, trials and errors of this period. When
civil governments have no limits to the exercise of their powers
except the nebulous one of a journalistically operated public
opinion, one has misgivings about the transfer of such powers to
a super-government—of the same sort. Absolute power corrupts
absolutely. But were the “supergovernment” to be more in line
with the medieval conception (and the Council of Paris did lay
stress on the integration and unity of Christendom) there might
lie the answer. If one knew that there was always an appeal on
all matters of principle to an authority above the civil government,
and whose decision would be recognised as binding and valid. . . .
The medievals recognised that the question of European unity was
primarily a spiritual and cultural matter. A Catholic still feels a
European, and knows that the essence of the European idea lies
in the existence of an authority uncontaminated by power and
uncorruptible.
H. B.

The R uling Few by Sir David Kelly, G.C.M.G., M.C. (Hollis
& Carter. 1952).
HE visit of Bulganin and Khruschev has proved as barren of
results as was expected by all who understand the real nature of
communism. The round of cocktail and dinner parties was
doomed to failure because it sought to apply the diplomatic
methods of the old world in the new age of power politics. New
conditions demand new men and new methods, but how little the
Foreign Office has learned this lesson may be gleaned from re
reading Sir David Kelly’s book, first published four years ago.
Sir David subtitled his book The Human Background to
Diplomacy and it is an admirable textbook for all who would
understand the era in which the personality of the ambassador
was an important factor in international politics. (Es la persona
que cuenta, says the Spanish maxim which he quotes more than
once.) The duties of an ambassador were to state the case for
his government, to try to influence in his country’s interests what
ever social group happened to form the governing class, to keep
his government informed of the broad trend of events in the
country where he was stationed; his qualifications, common sense,,
a knowledge of history, and adaptability, rather than commercial
or technical knowledge. Like a barrister, he had to present his
client’s case to the best of his ability, regardless of his private
opinions; if he had grave moral scruples against his government’s
policy he should resign, like the barrister surrendering his brief.
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The author was well blessed with these diplomatic qualifications
and carried out his duties admirably—so long as he was accredited
to countries where diplomacy was played according to the rules.
In his first post—as a Secretary in Buenos Aires in 1919—he wit
nessed the first signs of the decay of the old order of British
wealth and power, symbolised by the Jockey Club, and St.
George’s College, by cricket, tennis and polo. Britain’s position
was being threatened by the rise of Argentinian industrialists and
“ beef barons” , and Sir David suppressed his personal feelings and
assiduously courted these gentlemen. When he returned to Buenos
Aires as Ambassador in 1942 Argentine nationalism was rampant,
and Sir David realised the wisdom of swimming with the tide
rather than attempting to breast it. While recognising Peron’s
ability, he makes no secret of his opposition to his revolutionary
ideas; he attempted to keep Peron out of office by cultivating more
moderate elements yet at the same time he maintained a friendly
relationship with Peron. Whether one is sympathetic or hostile to
Peronism, one can respect the agility with which Sir David walked
the diplomatic tightrope, and compare his methods with those of
the American Ambassador Braden. The latter’s virulent attacks
on Peron enabled the Argentinian leader to popularise the slogan
Peron v. Braden, and to portray the Argentinian political situation
as a struggle between the “South American proletariat” and
“Yankee capitalism” .
En poste in Portugal, Mexico and Belgium, Sweden, Egypt,
Switzerland and Turkey, Sir David had two periods of employment
at the Foreign Office under the “ brilliant and fiery” Permanent
Under-Secretary, Sir Robert (now Lord) Vansitlart. Was it here
that he acquired his anti-Fascist and anti-Nazi bias, so alien to his
usual tolerance?
During Sir David’s service in Switzerland (from 1939 to 1942)
he was approached by Prince Max of Hohenlohe-Langenberg, who
brought proposals which he claimed emanated from Hitler, or at
least had been shown to the Fiihrer by the German Foreign
Minister. They asked Britain to make peace and give Germany
a free hand in Europe; Germany would take no part of British
Empire or demand any reparations. Sir David writes that after
reporting to Vansittart:
“ . . . I never received from London any comment or ack
nowledgment of my unofficial reports, so there was never any
question of discussion and still less of negotiation; but it was
obvious that every day gained for the production of Spitfires
and the training of crews was priceless. . . .”
Had Churchill already decided upon that policy of unconditional
surrender which culminated in the surrender of the British Empire
and of British independence?
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Switzerland provided Sir David with an opportunity of exer
cising all his diplomatic skill—in explaining away the repeated
R .A .F. flights over Swiss territory and the occasional accidental
dropping of bombs on Swiss towns. The “ rights of small nations”
were subordinate to military expediency and varied according to
the fortunes of war; after the German invasion of Russia (and the
•consequent reduced possibility of a German thrust through Switzer
land) Sir David’s rejections of Swiss protests became more
brusque, culminating in the “ audacious statement” (his own words)
that “ they (the Swiss) should consider themselves lucky that we
were bombing targets in Italy and not in Switzerland” .
In 1949 Sir David went to Moscow as Ambassador and re
mained there until 1951. After presenting his credentials to the
nominal head of the State, President Shvernick, he asked for an
interview with the real head, Stalin. H e was only the second
ambassador to be received by Stalin and only two others were
granted an audience during his stay in Moscow. As he stepped out
of his plane on arrival he was met by four of the six M.V.D. men
whose duty it was never to leave him out of their sight so long
as he was in Russia, except when he was inside a diplomatic
house. Under constant supervision and denied facilities for travel,
S ir David was unable to establish any personal contact with any
one. His diplomatic talents were wasted; his ambassadorial travels
had brought him to a country where the individual counted for
nothing, where the maxim Es la persona que cuenta was no longer
applicable.
Sir David shrewdly warned us four years ago against false
■optimism that the death of Stalin would result in a change of sys
tem, and prophesied that personal dictatorship would be replaced
by collective dictatorship. H e advanced no answer to the question;
'Will there be war? Since the publication of the book that question
has been answered by the rapid development of nuclear weapons,
which render war too dangerous for all participants and therefore
unlikely. More pertinent is the danger of a communist victory
without war, by infiltration into western governments and by the
fomentation of industrial unrest. This threat cannot be averted
by the old diplomacy, conducted in secret; it demands new diplo
matic methods.
Will the Russians withdraw from Eastern Europe? Will they
allow free elections in the lands they now occupy—and if not, why
not? These are some of the questions which should be asked
again and again, until an answer is obtained—or until communism
is finally discredited in the eyes of the whole world. The old
diplomacy must yield to the new.
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NORMAN DOUGLAS IN
MAGNA GRAECIA
by MICHAEL HARALD
T IS VERY STRANGE that Norman Douglas’s best book
should for so long have been out of print ; one would have
thought that certain carefully sensationalised aspects of his long
life, together with the fame, the charm and the availability of
South Wind and Siren Land, would have commended Old Calabria*
to both publisher and reader. But now the book appears again in a
pleasant new edition with a crisp introduction by Mr. John
Davenport. I would fault Mr. Davenport’s jaunty directness only
when — inevitably — he comes to examine Douglas’s paederasty :
even if one were prepared to agree with him that Mr. Aldington
“ aired the question in a foetidly misleading way ”, Mr. Davenport’sthere-it-all-is-in-a-nutshell breeziness is also misleading. Sodomy
must be a little more complicated than that, one feels, faced with
this over-simplification. But this, perhaps, is both to quibble
and to digress. I will return to the map o f Calabria with the
sweeping pronouncement that anyone who loves the old worlds
of the Greeks and Romans, who is sensitive to the magic o f
Magna Graecia with its marvellous place-names — Tarentum,
Sybaris, Croton, Rhegium, Lucera, Scylaceum ; anyone who is
at all responsive to a fine, living style, to elegant and sinewy
prose-rhythms which are yet pitched on, and not egregiously above,
the level of brilliant conversation, will wish to invest in this work,,
a masterpiece which takes for subject nothing less than the
complete nature of the fascinating and shapely foot o f Italy.
Douglas’s first visit to the region was in 1907, and he revisited
it on several occasions in the next few years. The most significant
of these trips was probably the one following the 1908 earthquake
which practically obliterated the cities o f Reggio and Messina ;
certainly his account of the devastation of those cities, the agonising
contrast between what he remembered of them and what he now
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saw, contains the root of his much-debated philosophy :—
“ And, remembering the old man and his humane converse
that evening under the trees, the true meaning of the catastrophe
began to disentangle itself from accidental and superficial
aspects. For I confess that the massacre of a myriad Chinamen
leaves me cool and self-possessed ; between such creatures
and ourselves there is hardly more than the frail bond of a
common descent from the ape ; they are altogether too remote
for our narrow world-sympathies. I would as soon shed tears
over the lost Pleiad. But these others are our spiritual cousins ;
we have deep roots in this warm soil of Italy, which brought
forth a goodly tithe of what is best in our own lives, in our
arts and aspirations . . . .
“ Strange to reflect that, without the ephemeral friendship
of that evening, Messina of today might have represented to
my mind a mere spectacle, the hecatomb of its inhabitants
extorting little more than a conventional sigh. So it is.
The human heart has been constructed on somewhat ungenerous
lines. Moralists . . . may generalize with eloquence from the
masses, but our poets have long ago succumbed to the pathos
of single happenings ; the very angels of Heaven, they say,
take more joy in one sinner that repenteth than in a hundred
righteous, which, duly apprehended, is only an application of
the same illiberal principle.”
The book was begun in London in 1912, many times rewritten,
and finally completed and revised for publication at the end of
1914. It would be interesting to learn to what extent Douglas’s
decision to write Old Calabria was influenced by his reading of
Gissing’s By the Ionian Sea, which was published in 1901.
One of the later chapters of Old Calabria is entitled “ Memories
of Gissing ” . This chapter, and two other besides, are set in the
Cotrone (Croton) which Gissing visited with those eager, bookwormish rather than scholarly, anticipations and recognitions so
characteristic o f the man. A careful comparison of the two books
will reveal the greater writer’s debt to the lesser ; a debt which is,
however, poorly repaid by Douglas :—
“ The chapters devoted to Cotrone are the most lively and
characteristic in his By the Ionian Sea. Strangely does the
description of his arrival in the town, and his reception in the
“ Concordia ”, resemble that in Bourget’s Sensations.”
A few such lapses from his customary 19th century urbanity into
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18th century cattiness are blemishes on an otherwise perfect
surface.
The effect of Old Calabria is one almost of literary pointillism.
From the crowded canvas emerges, as though by a trick o f light
and colour, the author’s likeness, courteous and calm, but with
the suggestion of lurking thuggery. It is true that most great
writers leave a good deal of their personalities in their works,
but rarely so effortlessly and elusively as Douglas does here.
Let me quote just one example of this from a hundred others I
might as easily have chosen.
“ It was on this verdant, flower-enamelled mead that, fatigued
with the climb, I thought to try the powers o f my riding-mule.
But the beast proved vicious ; there was no staying on her
back . . . . After a succession of ignominious and painful
flights to earth, I complained to her owner, who had been
watching the proceedings with quiet interest.
“ ‘ That lady-mule,’ he said, ‘ is good at carrying loads.
But she has never had a Christian on her back till now.
I was rather curious to see how she would behave.’ . . .
“ To do him justice, however, he tried to make amends in
other ways. And he certainly knew the tracks. But he was
a returned emigrant, and when an Italian has once crossed the
ocean he is useless for my purposes, he has lost his savour —
the virtue has gone out of him . . . .
These americani cast
off their ancient animistic traits . . . a new creature emerges,
of a wholly different character — sophisticated, extortionate at
times, often practical and in so far useful ; scorner of every
tradition, infernally wideawake and curiously deficient in what
the Germans call ‘ Gemiit ’ . . . . Instead of being regaled
with tales of Saint Venus and fairies and the Evil Eye, I learnt
a great deal about the price of food in the Brazilian highlands.”
Douglas wrote five travel-books in all ; two — Siren Land
and Fountains in the Sand — before Old Calabria. Rereading
the earlier books one is tempted to regard them chiefly as
experiments in the form. They are both very good by comparison
with the best of their imitations, but they are, demonstrably,
imitable — and especially so in their more spurious aspects. Like
the author himself, they seem to have unfettered the worst traits
in their disciples. But the work under review would not, I fancy,
afford any such temptation to an unauthentic or uncertain author
in search of a subject and a style ; though it might conceivably
ouse a first-rate travel-writer (Mr. V. S. Pritchett, for instance)
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to envy, despair and the necessity of writing a better book next
time. Old Calabria is planned on a noble grand scale. It is as
if Douglas, the flawed classicist, has in a spirit of romantic
perversity set himself a task well outside his revealed range and
utterly beyond his own relatively modest opinion of his powers :
a Mozart, as it were, forcing himself to be a Beethoven. That
he succeeded seems to me not so much due to his great knowledge
of and affection for the region and people he wrote about, nor
to his wit, his many-sided scholarship, his civilised, ironic view
of life. These qualities were sufficient for a Siren Ixin d ; they
supply only the essential flavouring to Old Calabria. Myself,
I am convinced that Douglas made a tremendous, sustained moral
effort : the sybarite had dallied long enough with the sirens and
had come in for a time out of the sun. Douglas — if I am right
— knew the compulsion to write a great book ; the drossy doctrine
of hedonism was rejected for the long gestation ; pleasure was
exchanged for pain, the necessary pain of the dedicated artist.
The obvious question now presents itself : Can a book of thiskind be written today ? — and is there any likelihood of such a
blessed event ? Two recent comments, both by established
writers, may be noted here. Mr. Vincent Cronin, in a radio talk
(I have not his manuscript before me, and must rely on memory),
considered that the possibility is remote, the age being inimical
to work on this scale and of this quality. It seems to me that
we are too prone to the sentimental weakness of excusing our
artists by bemoaning the age. True there are, as in all ages,
excellent writers who for a variety of reasons are unable to devote
several years to a creative and scholarly work of a kind not usually
sponsored by a University or a publishing-house ; but there are
others who are able to do so, and they, presumably, are unwilling.
Douglas rejected his own age, its cultural, social and economic
restraints, in order to live and work as he pleased : his age was
inimical to his talent. The financial aspect ? — Douglas’s frequent
and necessary joumeyings across Italy probably cost him very
little ; travel today is a more expensive business. But would it
be too expensive for, say, Mr. Grahame Greene ? — to name a
highly successful author who has in the past written two good,
though slight, travel-books, who clearly is still attracted by the
genre, and whose critics and admirers would presumably be
delighted by symptoms of vaulting ambition on his part. “ The
age ” would seem positively to favour Mr. Greene ; that the
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Edwardian age hindered Mr. Douglas is evidenced by the lukewarm
reception of Old Calabria when it first appeared, a reception which
no doubt accounts for the fact that we have had to wait so long
for a new edition of a book which has been out of print for nearly
thirty years.
I do not of course suggest that Mr. Greene, or any other modern
author, is capable of writing a book as good as this oue. My
point is that there is nothing to prevent a gifted and financially
assured writer from attempting to do so. And now let me quote
another interesting opinion. Sir Compton Mackenzie, in an
Observer review stuffed with garrulous irrelevancies, makes the
point — and it is a shrewd one — that contemporary travellers
are too lightly read. Well said, Sir Compton ; we all know,
and, I hope, have learnt to avoid these trifling tusheries, these
bull-fevers, Chinese-whites and Spanish steps. But there are
honourable exceptions, the recently mentioned Mr. Cronin is
one that quickly comes to mind. It is possible that Sir Compton
Mackenzie himself is the possessor of a mind as well-stocked
with weird and wonderful samples of erudition as Douglas’s ;
that he in his time has pored over as many old books and prints
in as many museums and libraries. W hat Douglas possessed
to a degree unequalled, I think, in our time was the quality which
Mr. Eliot, in an essay long ago, attributed rightly to Mr. Pound
— the gift of seeing “ the past in its place with its definite
differences from the present, and yet so lively that it shall be as
present to us as the present.” It is a form o f superb, balanced
curiosity. And together with great physical and moral stamina,
an acceptance of the necessity of drudgery for art’s sake, it has
produced a book which must be given a place on the shelf of
English classics. Posterity should know Douglas by Calabria,
not Capri.
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LETTERS
WAGNER AND SHAW
To the Editor of The European.
Sir,
More than thirty years’ experience as a creative musician and critic
has repeatedly brought home to me what vastly better sense the
really sensitive and perceptive amateur in the French, not the
English pejorative sense, often talks about music than either the
critics or “ the museecians, these leetle museecians,” as Delius used
to call them : his respect for their opinions was of the scantiest.
In Sir Oswald Mosley’s deeply interesting remarks on the Ring yet
another striking instance of all this is forthcoming. Shaw the
professional critic (as he was at the time) does not even seem to have
grasped the almost self-evident musical fact that the Ring is, in effect
a vast symphony of which the four constituent operas are the four
movements, the whole being knit together by a cyclic interplay of
thematic matter, culminating in the stupendous recapitulation of
Gotterdammerung, of a complexity, intricacy and sustained power
that whatever your own feelings about it as music, to deny that it is
one of the towering Himalayan peaks of the human mind is to declare
yourself a hinny.
The present hostile reaction to Wagner is due to various causes.
First there is the “ sour grapes ” attitude of the contemporary
miniature masters of the “ souffle court ”, whose envy of the man
who could maintain trains of powerful and consecutive musical
thinking for more hours than they can seconds, if unengaging, is
understandable.
Next, there was that vicious practice so long maintained, of giving
whole concerts of Wagnerian excerpts, torn out of their context and
deprived of almost all their musical point, which Joris Karl Huysmans
so furiously denounced in A Rebours ; it was a practice as artistically
reprehensible as playing one movement only of a Sonata or a
Symphony.
The Wagnerian music-drama, with its seamless coat of music
differs widely from the classical opera with its set divisions into arias,
recitatives, trios, quartets, and so on, each coming to a full close,
and being so often almost self-contained entities which can be
isolated and performed alone.
That great critic, Mr. Ernest Newman has also, like Sir Oswald
Mosley, expressed great admiration for the Wieland Wagner new
Inscenierung of The Ring et al. I have not seen this on the stage, but
from illustrations and descriptions, I feel no doubt in my own mind
that Wieland Wagner owes a great deal to the Swiss genius of the
stage, Adolf Appia. This remarkable man’s designs and his ideas
upon the staging of the Wagner music-dramas are embodied in his
Die Musik und die Inscenierung. Appia was that rarissime creature, a
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producer who had a musician’s understanding of music—unlike
some of those persons responsible for Covent Garden, who appear
to think that singers are tailor’s dummies on whom any old thing can
be hung, and who are expected to sing stifled, semi-asphyxiated,
strait-jacketted, or clamped into a vice.
The Ring was produced many years ago at Munich with Appia’s
Inscenierung, but the time for it was not yet ripe. It was at variance
with the current notions of ever greater “ realism ” , to win general
acceptance ; but that in Appia we have one of the masters o f
Inscenienmg and stage design of any time, comparable to Bibbiena
(in his genre) or Gordon Craig in his very different one, I have never
felt any doubt since I first became acquainted with the Swiss designer’s
work several decades ago.
Yours, etc.,
K. S. Sorabji
Rowbarrow,
Corfe Castle, Dorset.
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