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AUTHOR’S NOTE

DIFFIDENCE SUGGESTsS some brief explanation of the
origin of this very personal book. 'I’hroughout my life
I have kept a series of irregular but dgtailed djaries:
they dlcd away when my life seemed humdrum,
flowered when it appeared interesting: I suppose*that
they were the result of an itch to write? Once I
showed some of them to a publisher, with the result
chronicled on page 279. After that, they lay un-
rcgarded for twelve years. Theh my friend Alan
Moorehead, while staying with me in Italy, showed
interest in my description of Gallipoli, and read nfy
scribbles about it. As a result, he wrote his admirable
book on shat campaign, which he dedicated to me.
And I, as a result of that, wondered whether, after all,
these notes on my life might be of interest to others.
I hope that they may be so.

My thanks are due to Lettice Cooper, Lucy Mosre-
head and Santha Rama Rau, all of whom took
igmense trouble in reading the ms %nd indicating
how I could best make the immense cuts required by
the cxigencies and costs of printing. Without their
guidance, the task would have baffled me.

Althougl}l have made many personal deductions
from personal experience, this is not a moral tale: its
intention is to amuse and entertain, and thus, in my
own small coinage,srepay a tiny part of the debt I
owe to_English literature.

L. F.



FOR
LETTICE*COOPER
WHO WAS REALLY RESPONSIBLE

Th¥n how should 1 begin
To spit out all the butt-ends of my ways and days ?

No, I am not PRAnce Hamlet, nor was meant to be :
Am an attendant lord, one that will do

To swell a progress, start a sccne or two . . . .

T. S. ELIOT - THB LOVE SONG OF J. ALFRFD PRUFRO( K

ItY @ funny business,” my father said at last. ‘I don’t scem to get any
urther with it at all. I weder if we've taken the wrong track - I won-

ler if everyone’s allﬁays been wrong ?*

C.P SNOW -THL SLARCH



Chapter One

‘EVERY TIME THAT you are naughty,’ said Nannie, pinning together
on the top of her head the tapes which secured the large white
bow under her scraggy chin, ‘a jewel falls from *your mother’s
crown tn Heaven.’ I heard it fall. I saw it drop. Clearly,
accusingly, leaned out towards me from the blue sky that fearful
dilapidated tiara. My aunt, reading the Bible to me while I
guzzled bread-and-milk in bed, said: ‘You see, to be a Minister
of Christ is the highest calling: or even a missionary af His
Gospel? A missionary, I thought, might do: travel, the cannibal-
istic pot. Grandmamma, incredibly elegant in silk and lace and
diamonds, whispered confidentially: ‘You must learn to sit still
and not fidget: and also, that nothing matters.” At the age of five
I was commanded to read the first Times lecader to her every
morning: she told me later that she had found it more intelligible
and amusing, and less ponderous, that way. Mitchell, the head
gardener, an endearing man with a fine black bushy beard, told
me: ‘If you stick to gardening, you won’t gg far wrong in life’
I did ngt profit by that sage advice.

‘If,’ said my stepmother, ‘you don’t eat this nice boiled cabbage
for luncheon, you will have it again for tea and then for supper,
and, if necessary, for breakfast tomorrow.” Those wet squares of
cabbage haunt me still: I cannot think of food except as a kind
of medicine.s'WHy,” asked the heaimaster of my private school,
‘can’t you be like other boys?’ I did not know the answer to that
one. He padded around in sneakers, carrying a fives bat, and
hoping to catch somegns in a delicious flagrante delicto. ‘1
intend,’ said my father, ‘to engage a tutor for your holidays: he
will see that Pou have a cold jath, and attend the riding school.’
Hot baths and no horses became two of mw chief aims in life.
‘I shall expel you,’ said the Headmaster of Eton, ‘if you attebapt
to leaveghe Officers Training Corps.’ I passionately believed him
to be wrong, bt could not call his bluff. ‘If you don’t,” said my
father in 1914, ‘join the Public Schools Battalion tomorrow, I
shall cut you off with a shilling.’ I did not join. But, three weeks
later, white feathers pushed me into the Army.



“This officer,” wrote the General, quite unjustifiably, ‘is too
young to command a battery.” Demoted to Captain. ‘Not the
right type for the Diplomatic Service,” noted the Committee at
Burlington House.. Probably not: still, I had sweated my guts out
to pass the Foreign Offlce examination: many thanks for nothing.
‘A brilliant fellow,” wrote Sir Eric Drummond, Secretary-General.
of the League of Nations, ‘but unreliable.” In spite of that, I am
invited by the Italian Government to go to Rome and supervise
the recorls of the Genoa Conference: six pounds a day. I throw
it over becaust the Dutch Government asks me to take a staff of
translators and interpreters to the Hague: seven pounds a day.
But I am bowled over by Fridjof Nansen, who says I may go
with him to Greece andy Asia Minor to save refugees: nothing a
day. I go. Nansen writes warmly: ‘Thank you for all that you
have gone: I am afraid that our organisation will have to pack
up for lack of funds.” Thirty-four nations had contributed thirty-
two thousand pounds. Pause, while I think I will be a painter,
and live gloriously in Italy on twopence a day: no, it doesn’t
work. ‘Really, Mr Fielden,” says Lord Parmoor, Lord President
of the Council, ‘I shall have to get another secretary if you are so
very casual.”Quite right too: I had had enough of Westminster and
a Labqur Government to last me for two lifctimes. ‘A very fertile
brain and a charming person,’” wrote Sir John Reith to Margot
Oxford, ‘but, political fudgement — I ask you!” Well now, who
would you say has had political judgement, I wonder. .

The Home Secretary of the Government of India noted:
‘Fielden goes to sec Gandhi against my express orders: I think
*that there is a case for declaring him to be of unsound mind.’
Gandhi, chuckling on his charpoy and consulting a huge turnip
watch, remarked: ‘You must leave me nows degr child: but
remember that there is no place for a milk-and-water liberal in
this armed camp: of course, if you wish to have a job by virtue
of the guns behind you, that is ypur affair.” The Viceroy
mumbled over a mammoth silver inkpot:"“We ah verah conscious
of yourah woahk and sacrahfahcids, but I amah afrahaid we
cannotah . .. extendah your contractd With relish I replied: If
ah haveah doneah anyathing, your Excellencyahcy, it has beenah
in the tcearth of yourah opposition.” Nevertheless, the King,
stammering, draped a ciE over my head.

Freddy Ogilvie, new Director-General of the Bsc, murmur-
ed: ‘I have no option but ta accept your resignation.” Perfectly
correct: I had had the cxtraordinary idea that Nation-should-



speak-peace-unto-Nation. At the Ministry of Food Lord Woolton
growled: ‘If you must persist in employing conscientious objecs-
ors...” At the Ministry of Aigcraft Production Sir Archibald
Rowlands was more candid: ‘I don’t knoyw, Lionel, what you are
belly-aching about: you have a good salary and not much to do.’
+But I had had enough of the factories of death and the lying
eulogies of workers in them. Surprisingly, out of the blue, I
became Editof-on-trial (a short trial) of the Observer, Waldorf
Astor, ever kind and courteous, said over lunch at the Holborn
Restaurant: ‘You write very well, my dear Audax’, even Bernard
Shaw says so, but I do want you to outwrite Scrutator.” But I
could not outwrite Scrutator: war strategy bored me stiff. My
thoughts are turning to embusqués chicltens in the country when
a War Office letter flutters on to my table. Italy. The little King
pacing up and down in Brindisi. ‘At least I have saved thesHouse
of Savoy: but oh! my coins!” Mason MacFarlane grunts at me
and I could get on with him if he were not surrounded by so
many feckless 8dvisers. Admiral Ellery Stone, U.S.Navy is quite
another proposition. ‘After this Matthews affair, I shall have to
intervene personally with the President to get you replaced.’
Okay by me: another fruitless war is over anyhow. Let America
reign. Acroplanc from Rome to Cornwall, of all places. My
father is dead: and after all I am not cut off with a shilling. A
hundred and twenty thousand pounds. Qujte something. 1 am
fifty yqars old: what shall I do now? Not the vaguest idca. Death
duties forty thousand, dcbts twenty-five thousand, legacies
twenty thousand, lawyers two thousand — am I really signing all
these colossal cheques? Not so much after all. Still, I have never
had capital before. Should I go on working? Perhaps I must.
Lord Wright growls angrily: ‘I{ you must resign in this tempe-
stuous manner, you will kindly remember that you are not at
liberty to divulge what you have learned in the Allied War
Crimes Commission.” What* I had learned, I said, was that
victorious nations were vindictive. I added, just for fun, that 1
should publith every degail. ‘If you do =’ spluttered Lord Wright.
But no, I had had enougl? of burcaucracy.sl would go to Italy,
home of the irresponsible and the warm-hearted. There, h a
lovely house with a lovely garden and an extensive view, I would
forget the wofld. Easicr said than done. The world continued to
annoy me. I grunted and muttered about it. I was getting old.
‘Sour grapes!” said my friends.



Not quite what one had expected, certainly. I have gone wrong.
Ieam out of step. Where did that start? Since my mother died,
rather melodramatically, when ] was nine months old, my only
impressions of her are derived from old photographs, a few facts,
and some hearsay. Evidently she was very handsome, according
to hearsay she was wildly impulsive, and her musical composi- -
tions, someof which are still procurable, suggest a charming talent
in the manner of Chaminade. She was certainly very popular.
She had o money. To her greatest friend, later my godmother,
she confided that she had married my father because he looked
like Sir George Alexander: a rather slight foundation for a life
partnership. My father may have looked like that: he was in fact
more like Mr Jorrocks without the gaiety.

There they were, then, happily wed in the year 1895, and
settled, as my father’s mania for hunting dictated, in the depths
of the country. And they were depths. The house was twenty
miles from a railway station, gained only by trit-trot. One
January evening, when snow was beginning to €all, my father,
returning from hunting, slid from his horse at the drive gates. He
was picked up unconscious and carried into the house. Specialists
summoned (and they must have taken some time to arrivc)
declared that he had serious and incurable heart disease. He
would never be able to walk upstairs, much less ride a horse,
again. He was then about thirty years old. He proceeded to hunt
every day until he jied of cancer in his eightieth year, Sp much
for specialists.

My mother, nursing devotedly (but I should guess scattily),
had called in a sister-in-law to help her. One day she said: ‘I
have a frightful pain, and I think I am going to die.” She was
right. Specialists summoned again made a hidegusly wrong
diagnosis, operated there and then (under conditions which one
flinches to think about), and killed her. My father, still half-
conscious, was dragged to her bed so say goodbye. No onc
expected him to survive. My mother’s brother, an unattractive
gadfly who later became Mayor f Tunbridge Wéils, had been
sent for, and sat by her bedside recording her last words. I still
have those strange yellowing pages. Perhaps death makes us all
altruistic: perhaps my mother really was so. Most of her ¢emarks
are concerned with people in the village, to whom soup or
bandages or medicines should continue to be sent: there is a
passage, not ironic, ‘thanking the doctors for all that they had
dohe’: there is a wish that I should be brought up by a specified



aunt: and a direction that her dowry of twenty-five thousand
pounds should go to her brother, where indeed it went and ds-
appeared. The concluding phrase, ‘I am quite comfortable now’,
gives me an optimistic feeling about death.

As the upshot of all this, my father disappeared for seven,
years, and I was sent to live with my grandmother and three
maiden aunts in an enormous house in Surrey.

I have a persistent belief that my grandmother was a remarkable
woman. However, I am wary about this, as I kfow that grand-
mothers are apt to become legendary. Nevertheless, her pictures
prove beyond doubt that she had unusual beauty and unusual
serenity, qualitics which she never lose even when, in her hun-
dredth year, sitting upright in a chair and looking exquisite, she
imperceptibly breathed her last. I knew her daily and howrly for
the first seven ycars of my life, and for the ensuing twenty-five
of hers saw her as often as I could. No other human being has
ever made on me the same impression of unruffled dignity and
complete unselfishness. I never saw her show a trace of anger or
exasperation. Her favourite phrase was: ‘It doesn’t signify.” But
she was not indifferent to people or things: far from it.

She was no intellectual, but attracted them as a flower bees.
There was always a steady trickle of celebrities from the worlds
of science, medicine, and literature. Manuscripts and missals
were Qrought for her delight, and she was not above placing on
them a large indiarubber facsimile of an ink-blot, and feigning a
horrid alarm, vividly shared by the curator. She had a fertile
imagination, and on one Christmas Eve, when many of the
family children were gathered round the table, chafing to get at
the presentg, she caused the but!-r to present her with a huge
scarlet envelope carrying a dangling seal. Opening it very slowly
and peering at the contents, she announced with a little squeak
of surprise: ‘Gracious! Father Christmas has called, and tells me
that you may open your presents tonight! Run, children, run,
you may se#the sledge and ghe reindeer!” We ran, and could al-
most swear that we saweit, or at least haard its bells, tinkling
away down the drive.

‘Whgn T married your grandfather in 1847, she told me, ‘we
went to Bath for the weekend before starting on the Grand Tour.
It was what people did then. After supper, your grandfather
took me to walk in the churchyaxd, and spoke of the life here-
after, and I thought it rather funny, but didn’t like to say so.’
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Grandfather was a handful, no doubt: he came of ‘a line of
Qpakers but had made himself a Unitarian. His oleograph shows
him handsome and bad-tempered. When, as a child, one of my
aunts bit her small brother, he told her: “True, if you do that
,again, I shall bite you® She did it again and heard his heavy
" footstep approach. Slowly he raised her and bit her arm to the
bone. He fessed about his health, and kept a large stcam yacht,
a thousand tonner, in which he sailed the Mediterranean every
winter, He ‘gave’ my grandmother fourteen children, a chore
which kept het busy from her seventeenth to her thirty-third
year. They were raised by an army of nurses and tutors, presided
over by Dorsay, the old nurse: an endearing product of Lanca-
shire who stood no nonsegse from anybody. The children in their
holidays were sent overland to join the yacht in Lisbon or
Barcelgna or Venice or Athens. My grandmother detested the
yacht, and got off it whenever possible. From Lisbon she would
drive with postillions to Barcelona, and from Genoa to Venice,
making water-colour sketches and writing a wiwy diary. Small
wonder that in later years she seldom knew her children apart.
‘Was that,’ she would whisper to me, ‘Beatrice? It was Katie?
Of course: how stupid of me!

Nutfjeld Priory, which my grandfather had built when he
married, was (and is) a house of extreme hideosity. My rcason
tells me this, though my emotions do not. Mr Gibson, the
architect, had to keep to grandfather’s command that no wall
should be less than three feet thick. Apart from that, he was
allowed to spread himself in nco-Gothic abandon. Therc were
two crenellated towers, a vaulted cloister, thirty bedrooms, a
Great Hall with (needless to say) an organ and a minstrel’s
gallery, as well as a stained glass window as large as ghat of York
Minster, in which, in fearful colours, the joys of the Lancashire
cotton operatives at the passing of the Ten Hours Bill (which my
greatgrandfather had pushed through the House) werc appall-
ingly celebrated. The fenestration was a' riot of pierced stone:
gargoyles sprouted everywhere. The clou of the how;e was, quite
by chance I think, the grand staircase This, scen through a high
Gothic arch, flowed down to the Great Hall like a smooth river.
It was an 1Q test of the first order. The rule (obvious jo those
who lived in the house) was that you must comeestraight down
the middle of it, head erect and back straight, ncver stumbling
or wavering. Grandmamma, of course, got first prize: she float-
ed ‘down. Aunt Una, plump and practical, managed it with
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dignity if not with grace, and kept a straight line. Aunt True,
whose hair had gone white at twenty-five, and who was pregty
and a bit daft, wavered about and glanced upwards and down-
wards, left and right. Aunt Sarah, to whose, especial care I had
been committed, was mannish in stiff cdllars and uncompromis-,
ing shoes: she crushed the staircase but kept a steady line. The
guests often provided a comic turn, tacking ‘wildly between wall
and bannister. Those stairs gave me a habit of watching people’s
movements and deducing — rightly or wrongly — theit character
therefrom. I would still make considerable Hets about that
deducuion.

I was very fortunate — or my mother was very wise — in the
matter of Aunt Sarah. She was a duck and a darling. She was the
only woman I have ever known who had no trace of vanity.
Although very handsome, she never looked into a mirrqs if she
could help it: the absence of mirrors was a feature of all her
dwellings. She parted her hair in the middle and drew it back
into a tight bus. She never used cosmetics or powder. Her clothes
were severe and she disdained hats whenever possible: at home,
she would cram on an old cloth cap in inclement weather. She
was a fearless horsewoman, an exceptionally good swimmer and
diver, a gifted gardener, and a true Christian. And she was the
soul of fun. Given me to play with for seven years, she was
desolated when my father removed me, and fell into a nervous
breakdown which lasted for two years. Thén she took a house in
Percy Strcet and devoted herself to rescuing prostitutes. It was
not a great success, and she married an attractive clergyman, and
at forty-two produced a son. From then on her life ran smoothly,
with an increasing and charming family. My life took me further
and furtheg away from her, but, when she died at the age of
nincty-four, I still loved her more than I have ever loved any
human being. Once she left me in a toyshop, saying, ‘You can
pick what you like: I will be back in an hour.” She came back to
find me red and flustered, saying ‘Difficult, difficult, difficult!?
So she took.enc away, saying: ‘Now you get nothing, as the result
of feebleness.” That sutmed e up. .

If Nutfield is ugly, its setting is superb. Situated on the spur of
a hill sgventcen miles south of London, it is (or was) as lonely as
Devon or Wales. Behind the house, thick woods of beech and
rhododendron rise stecply: from the terrace on the south, the
ground drops away in a smooth green robe to the lake below,
and rises again to other woods. Beyond them stret&s an immense
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view: on clear days the sea sparkles on the horizon. The gardens
der for a mile along abrupt slopes, and here my grandfather
planted every rare tree that he could find. Even if today it is the
Headquarters of Naari, dotted with hideous huts, it was once
a Paradise, and a privat€ one. I am all for Paradise being private.
Life at Nutfield was held firmly in a framework of habit and
ceremony. As the hands of the grandfather clock which stood
beside the organ moved towards eight in the morning, doors
would softly open upstairs, the sound, followed by that of rustl-
ing skirts, pertolating through the gallery to the Great Hall.
The descent of the staircase would be made by the famyly and
guests. Arrived in the Hall, they stood: no one said good morn-
ing, no one spoke. As thg clock struck eight, my grandmother’s
door, in the centre of the gallery, opened: and presently she
floated down to us. She smiled but did not speak, continuing
past us through the Gothic arch beyond the organ, and entering
the morning-room. We followed, and arranged ourselves on small
gilt chairs round the walls. Then the servants, .who had been
waiting at the green baize door in strict order of precedence,
headed by the cook and butler, filed in. I suppose there were
about twenty of them. Grandmamma read prayers — brief — from
a book which she had printed for these occasions. Then she rose,
and wished the servants good morning: they filed out. She would
then make some optimistic remark about the weather, and we
went into the dining-room, where breakfast was set at a huge
circular table in the window-embrasure, overlooking the immense
view.
- And what a breakfast it was! A feast far different from the
mingy hurried breakfasts of today. There were always six or
seven silver dishes sizzling above spirit lamps: kédneys, sausages,
eggs in various form, kippers, haddock, devilled chicken, kedge-
ree, and of course porridge and cream and brown sugar. On the
opposite sideboard were the cold dishes: peach-fed York ham,
ghstcmng tongue, cold turkey, grouse,' partridge, pheasant,
guinea-fowl, and home-made brawn. And, naturallygfresh warm
home-made cottage loaves and sconts, and butter from the dairy,
salted and yellow as a buttercup. A delicious profusion. No
doubt people were starving all over the world, as they arg today.
That melancholy fact no more affected the splcmdour of those
breakfasts than a million bad painters affect the beauty of a
Rembrandt. Life is unfair, ang will be.
After breakfast I read The Times to Grandmamma, and she
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talked to me about the estate and the people on it, the political
scene, and the latest literary developments. She treated me #al-
ways as an adult. She then attended to her correspondence, which
was voluminous. Apart from anything glse fourteen children and
their descendants, however vague she was about them, made
considerable claims. I, meanwhile, stretched myself on the carpet
underneatlt the ebony and ivory desk which was so like her, and
gave myself up to the fairy tales with which she pjovided me
lushly. The brothers Grimm, Hans Andersen, Andrew Lang, The
Phantastes of George MacDonald, Alice in Wonderland, Prince
Perrypets, and so many more: I was soon lost in a world of
dreams. Towards eleven o’clock, Grandmamma took her pony
and trap and did a round of the estate. This was a business
which she took very scriously: she was aware not only of the
health or illness, but also of the character and temperament, of
every man, woman, and child on it. She was immensely popular,
and indeed respected for many miles around: had she stood for
Parliament she would have had a thumping majority. She was
not, of course, alone in that: plenty of landlords felt their
responsibilities keenly, It was only after 1918 that the absentee
landlord came to dwell in London and rejoice in Tatler photog-
raphs.

Meanwhile I was free to wander, and wander I did. Filled
with ideas of gnomes and elves and fairigs, I saw them all. I
spokes confidentially to the great redwoods, snuffling against
their soft bark: and they answered me. I sat under the weeping
acacia, knowing that she was dangerous and might at any
moment enfold me. I was well aware that the oak and the beech
could be trusted, but that the ash and the birch were false and
could catch» me‘In their long fingcrs. I had my special garden, up
the hill through a tangle of rhododendrons, where a tame toad
came to my whistle. It was understood that nobody else came,
except at my invitation There stood the great trce known for
miles around as the High Becch, of colossal mossy girth and
sprawling 1dbots: to her I cqnfided my innermost secrets. Forty
years later I made my way through an increased tangle to sit
again bencath that smooth trunk: and I kissed it, and knew the
strange joy of animism.

Children, ¥xcept on festive occasions, seldom came to the
house; the exception was my cousin Noel Stone, for whom I
cherished a hero-worship which *was amply justified. He was
charming, gentle, wise: he was the nearest thing I had to an elder
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brother: to my everlasting loss, he was killed in France in 1918.
I mever went to parties. There I was, a precocious, elderly little
boy: a prig: and very vulnerable. I had had a magjc childhood,
which suited me to .perfection. It was not a preparation for the
turbulence to come. I dij not learn to be a good mixer, I did not
learn ambition, but I did learn to be on excellent terms with
solitude. Afd since,” whatever we may say, we are «all solitary
throughout life, I am humbly grateful for those seven gentle
years.

Presently there appeared at Nutfield a dazzling being whom 1
knew as Dodo. Dodo was something quite new. I did not find
her beautiful, possibly l#ecause she conformed to Edwardian
standards with which I was unfamiliar: thin lips, dogged chin,
a statuesque lack of warmth (Queen Alexandra, I suppose, was
the model). But she exuded an atmosphere of wealth and luxury.
My grandmother and aunts, though dressed by Mr Worth, were,
if not exactly dowdy, very sober in dress. But Dodb was superbly
elegant. Her constantly changed gowns and furs and rings glit-
tered and glowed. She condescended to play with me, and al-
though in some recess of my mind I knew that she was illitcrate
about fairies and trces, I was flattered by the chinchilla and
Parma violets. I knew obscurely that there was a great gap
between her and my grandmother and my aunts: they were
extremely courteousj)ut conversation did not flow.

I did not of course know that she was engaged to my father:
and had I known it would have meant nothing. She was the
daughter of Thomas Ismay, who had founded the White Star
Line and was wealthy far beyond the Ficldens. Neither family
could claim aristocracy, but the Fieldens had a three-gencration
start on the road to gentility. Dodo, already an Edwardian, was
a trifle vulgar by Victorian standards. She had been brought up
to social climbing by way of titled* guests, bridge, racing, cos-
metics, scent, and other social quirks which Nutfield deplored.
On her side she deplored intellectuals, art, and do®diness. The
chasm which opened between her and«Nutfield was wider and
deeptr than any that existed betwcen, say, my grandmother and
her servants and tenants. .

I was taken to London, and at St George’s, Halover Square,
dressed in a white sailor suit, I distributed ‘favours’, walking up
and down the aisle and handing lilies of the valley, wrapped in
silver paper, to ladies in feathered hats whose frothing skirts
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filled the pews ‘Isn’t he sweet? The stepson, you know,’ they
whispered. It was all a mystery to me. There was a receptiop,
with a red carpet and an awning, in Cadogan Square. I was led
down, and my head poked into the waiting brougham, where my
father and Dodo strangely sat, I knew that they were going
‘abroad’, which seemed exciting. But my father, whom I scarcely
knew, fnghmned me with his long face.

I said: ‘Good-bye, Dodo!” My father said: ‘In future you will
call her Mother.” Black rage filled me: I saw the now ethpty tiara
in Heaven. I screamed: ‘Never! Never! Never® had was re-
moved? a hideous blot on the festivities.

So, a new life began.

My father, it seems to me, was an unusual man. But I may be
wrong about that. Perhaps men with limited minds are far more
usual than we care to allow. Certainly my father went through
lifc in blinkers of his own making. What he did not like he did
not choose to see. What he liked were horses, hounds, and foxes:
and very little clse. Connected with those came the inevitable
accoutrements: saddles, bridles, scarlet coats, white breeches, top
boots, velvet caps, and stables of staggering expense. He kept
fifty horses, and half as many grooms to look after them. He
hunted on five days cvery week, on the sixth he did his accounts
and attended to any business which a masgership of foxhounds
involved, on the seventh he went to church’ (not attending to it,
but for example), and afterwards conducted guests round the
stables and kennels. That was his life. His philosophy was based
on it. Until his death in 1944, he would stoutly maintain that no
war could be won without cavalry. He saw the world like that,
and nothing wotlld change him. ! le was a perfectly sincere man.
He never, as far as T can make out, had the smallest doubt about
his aims in life. Furiously opposed by his father, he refused to go
to any University, and went to a veterinary collcge instead. For-
tunately for him, his father died when he was twenty and left
him a coupfe of hundred thousand pounds. From then on, he
could please himself. .

No onc can plumb the depths of the human hcart, but I ¢hink
that my father was largely indifferent to houses, family, food,
heat and conffort. He had a cold bath every morning, breaking
the ice in winter, until the end of his life: a hot bath, he once
told me, made him feel ill. He detested all ‘made-up’ dishes, and
frequently sent them away, demanding cold beef, which I think

«7



he would have preferred for every meal. He had no interest in
cJothes except as a convention: he wore stiff chchr collars in
summer and winter, and ordered the same .dark sujts every year.
He recognized the.necd of a wife, but his idcas were oriental on
that subject: the female must be there, she must run the house
and bear children, and she had no right to absent herself. (My
stepmother took this well, and rather liked it.) He never went
out to a meal, never stayed away in a strange house, and never
(it is hardly nccessary to add) went willingly to that fearful
‘abroad’. (My stepmother once took him to Oberammagau: two
cars were necessary, one to take them and one to follow with
stores of bacon, marmalade and cold beef: it was a frightful
failure.) All in all, I don’ think that my father would have cared
one jot if he had had to live in a wigwam in direst poverty,
provided that he could hunt the fox.

My father’s views on Art will now, I trust, be fairly obvious.
His reading was confined to Surtees and Whyte-Melville, on the
rare occasions when he was ill. He never visited a picture gallery,
never went to a concert (any such idea would have been daft),
had no interest in architecture or sculpture. He must have had
some vague ideas about great painters, but I think he pushed them
out of. his mind. (The only comment I ever heard him make
about the lovely Canalettos in his dining-room was ‘Well, so that
old tower’s fallen down at last’.) He thought in all sincerity that
painting and music were occupations for ladies. That 1 man
should paint or play the piano was, to him, a decadent horror.
He refused, naturally, to allow me to have drawing lessons, and
kept the piano locked against me. He wanted me - and quite
rightly, from his point of view — to be a Master of Foxhounds.
I was a terrible, a shattering, disappointment. €nder his fright-
ful tuition I learned — partly thanks to my long legs — to have a
good seat on a horse, and to control it: I also learned to hate
horses. I also learned to hate him. It was an unreasonable hatred,
because my father was a just and not unkindly man: but no
hatred is more stubborn than the hatred of those ‘who confer
obligations which we cannot fulfil.

It-did not, obviously, occur to my father, after his marriage
to Dodo, that my removal from Nutfield would preduce a
confusion of thought — now called schizophrenia — from which I
should never recover. For seven ycars he had allowed me to be
submitted to one code of behaviour: now for another ten he gave
me another, diametrically opposed. My grandmother had taught
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me that gentleness, repose, tolerance, self-effacement and solitude
were life’s best prizes: my stepmother insisted that ambition,
ruthlessness, gregariousness and success were the essentials: fly
father did not worry himself about ethics or behaviour, so long
as I ‘went well to hounds’. Thus I became and have remained
tolerant and intolerant, gentle and ruthless, ambitious and timid,
worldly and yet solitary: a walking contradiction in germs, to be
summed up by various people, according to their tastes, as un-
rcliable or unpredictable, unstable, disloyal, or plaim eccentric.
In these days, when so many complaints are heamd about young
delinqyents, and education — or psychiatric brain-washing — is
skied up as a cure-all, I sometimes wonder whether parents,
rather than their children, are in need o( reform. It seems curious,
to say the least, that degrees and examinations are required for
teachers, but no sort of test is demanded for prospective parents,
who are responsible beyond all others for the behaviour df each
younger generation.

Returning from their honeymoon in Germany, my father and
Dodo took themselves, and me, to Foston Hall near Derby. Nut-
ficld was certainly no gem of architecture, but it was at least
built of grey stone and set in a superb situation. Foston was
mauve Victorian brick and slate in a dull landscape. Here began
the squares of cabbage, the tutors, the cold baths, and the horses
(or, rather, the ponies). I was utterly lost } a strange land. My
father’and Dodo were remote and frightening people. My grand-
mother and aunts had treated me as a loved equal: at Foston I
was an unwanted child. Nature, which had seemed so great a
friend at Nutfield, retreated at Foston: the Derbyshire trees had
nothing to say jo me, nor I to "em. Fostdn was then a very
isolated plate: an hour and a half in the brougham to Derby, and
nothing ncarer than that. I do not remember that any children
ever came to that house. Visitors were grown-ups of the hunting
and racing clans. I was unhappy with the deathly hopeless un-
happiness of unloved childhood. I was so unhappy that I became
ill. I don’t know whae ailed®me, but I remember being wheeled
around the garden on a kind of bier, upon which I had to lie flat.
I wanted nothing but to run back to Nutfield. My stepmother’s
naturaf exaspgration with me must have begun at about this time.

In spite of all that, I wrote a novel. I suppose it was prompted
partly by loncliness and partly py the Nutfield addiction to
literature and its lack at Foston. It started, God knows why,
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with the ‘rescue’ of a ‘forlorn maiden’ on a ‘deserted beach’, and
went on to improbable Hans Andersen adventures in improbable
parts of ‘the world. I wrote it all out carcfully in copperplate,
and illustrated it with full-page pen-and-ink drawings: it was
also bound in green ribbon. Proudly one evening I handed it to
Dodo, who was writing letters at her desk. She riffled through
the pages, said, “What a funny child you are,” and handed it back
to me. I never tried that again, and it was not until fifteen yecars
later that.I began, owing to the kindness and encouragement of
Kingsley Mar-in, editor of the New Statesman, to write for
publication. Not that that calls for any sclf-pity: had I_been a
born writer, my stepmother’s indifference would not have dis-
couraged me. I was not a born writer, or at least had not the
necessary perseverance, and so I was deflected. Probably the
world was spared a lot of rubbish.

The 'mauve episode of Foston was fortunately bricf, and ended
when my father and Dodo moved to London to await the arrival
of my half-sister. I was despatched to Nutficld, where I recover-
ed instantly. But, as soon as my sister was safely born, I was sent
to the house leased for the occasion, 20 Hertford Street, Park
Lane That then luxurious mansion (I believe it is now a block of
flats) had an automatic lift, a marvel in 1903. I took myself up
and down in it continually, until Nannic recounted a grisly tale
of two charwomen in an adjacent house, who had got stuck
between floors while che owners were abroad, and were discover-
ed, grinning skelingtons (that was how she told it), six” weeks
later. After that I gave the lift a miss, and have never since been
quite at ease in automatic lifts.

Life in London was planned for me to the last detail and
minute. I had a governess, an incoming teacher of French, an-
other of mathematics, another of Latin. I attended a gymnasium
called MacPherson’s, a dancing school, a fencing master, a riding
school (of coursc), and a swimming bath. The fencing was
splendid fun: I found myself quite good:'but that was my only
experience of it. The dancing school was repulsive- I was quite
ready to dance, but my car was offendec by the bangcd piano,
and my nose by the sweaty little girls I had to partner. Rldmg in
the Row was easy after the country, though fraught with some
terrors: what would happen if the pony bolted ¢nto lim;,hts-
bridge? But the swimming bath was nightmare: here I encounter-
ed for the first time my step-cousin Charles, of the Ismay clan,
destined to be a thorn 1n my side, and held up as an example, for
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the next ten years. He was everything that I was not: beefy,
tough, active, talkative, extrovert. My father and step-uncle
attended the swimming bath and said: ‘Jump in! Charles jump-
ed: I didn’t. Pushed, I sank to the bottom and remained there
until rescued. It was idiotic: I learned laler that I was by nature
a much better swimmer than Charles and liked water far more:
but my father paralysed me. The gymnasium was worst of all:
some forty children attended, and all herds arouse my obstinacy.
I did not in the lcast desire to vault and climb and box and
wrestle and pant over press-ups. For some strange reason I was
placed.in the front row when we gave a demonstration before
assembled parents. Instantly I peed in my trousers, and was led
away from the shaming pool.

On Sunday afternoons, as a duty (I did not sce him otherwise,
except at the swimming-pool), my father ‘took me out’. A han-
som was called at two thirty, and when we were seated in it my
father would say, ‘Which is it to be? The Houses of Parliament,
the Zoo, or Eagls Court?’ I knew that the proper answer was not
the last: but the water-chute, the side-shows, the coloured foun-
tains, the switchback and the flip-flap were of infinitely greater
attraction than Regent’s Park or Westminster. Sometimes I dared
it but soon discovered that, alone with my solemn father (in top
hat, of course), it was not much fun. Once our horse fell down in
Hay Hill, and that was the best outing of all. Hansoms were
exciting, and I wonder if any more enga8ing vehicle has ever
been invented: one had a splendid view, with the apron doors
cosily over one’s knees: the cabby’s bent head was mysteriously
outlined against the sky when one spoke to him through the over-
head hatch, pushed open with an umbrella: when it rained, down
came the fascinating folding wir 'ow.

Presently my parents moved to Farnborough Hall near Ban-
bury. On the first evening my stepmother had a fit of hysterics
in the hall, and vowed <he couldn’t live there. I watched, en-
tranced but unmoved? It was not very surprising. The house was
arctic and uncomfortable: I suppose my father had taken it with
nothing but hunting it gin8. It had twenty bedrooms and one
prehistoric bath. But architecturally it was of great beauty. It
possessed a superb carved staircase and a unique diningroom, in
which half-agdozen exquisite Canalettos had been let in to the
walls, and a charming fricze of plaster-work arranged round
them. It also had three large natygal lakes, and a strange garden
feature called The Terrace, which flowed for a mile in a thirty-
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yard-wide carpet of mown grass along the hill, and ended in an
obelisk which commemorated something or somebody. It was
#nd is a’beautiful place. It is now in the hands of the National
Trust. )

Here I happened on my first experience of sex, though I should
not, of course, have recognized it as such. My cousin Evelyn,
aged six to,my eight, arrived for a visit. She was a charming little
person and we got on very well. It was the first time that I had
been friendly with a small girl. One day, playing in the shrub-
bery, I was séized with a desire to know why she was in some
strange way different from me. I asked her to take .off her
clothes, which she did at once, and I did the same. Greatly
puzzled, we examined oyr different bodies. We could make little
of it. We came to the conclusion that one of us — but which? -
must be deformed. The shrubbery was overlooked by the stables,
and a'groom carried the news to my father. There followed an
almighty row. We were both beaten into bruises and tears. We
had not the faintest clue as to what we had done rhat was wrong.
We were only called ‘disgusting’. I never dared to speak of it to
Evelyn again. I imagine that we both continued to think that
one of us — but which? — had a deformity which must be conceal-
ed at all costs. I don’t know what this did to our sex lives: per-
haps quite a lot. But perhaps nothing. I don’t know how parents
should deal with such a situation. The only deduction I can
draw is that the so-ctlled ‘facts of life’ should somehow be made
familiar and ordinary at a very early age.

Soon after this I was packed off to a preparatory school at
Broadstairs. This was a new blow, a veritable nadir. Stone House
was, no doubt, good as preparatory schools went: from the
moment when the four-wheeler containing mys«lf apd my silent
father turned the corner under the dripping wall, I knew that I
was going to prison. Most small boys of cight are probably not
happy about going to school for the first time, but I was and am
more allergic than most to human nature 'n the herd. My dislike
of all places — schools, cinemas, theatres, football n atches, rail-
way trains, aeroplanes, restaurants,‘publi¢ meetings, crowds, and
cocktail parties — where human beings are massed, amounts to
agoraphobia and claustrophobia combined. Even in citigs I am
ill at case. Human beings packed together arc turnerd, as by Circe,
into swine. That is why I would rather die than submit to com-
munism or socialism or any gther ism which secks, in a dotty
dream of non-existent equality, to have a merry ghastly get-
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together of all. Human beings are only tolerable as individuals.

The presiding deity of Stone House was the Reverend W.H.
Churchill. He had a drooping grey mustache, a large red nose,
and an immense sapphire ring. He wore gubber shoes, and prowl-
ed around silently carrying a fives bat, with which he clearly
derived much satisfaction in beating tender young bottoms. He
had a ham sense of theatre, and the chapel - rather a pretty one -
was hung with embroidered silk flags of various colours on silver
standards. What they represented I cannot imagine. When he
preached on Sunday cvenings, the lights were lowered, leaving
only t%o altar candles to halo his face. On one occasion he went
so far as to tell us: ‘Ah! my friends! When sin becomes a bore,
t:ere is the real tragedy.” We drew somre nasty conclusions about
that.

The chapel was, however, for me about the most exciting thing
at Stone House. True, it was a herd, but a controlled and quiet
herd. I had by chance an unusually true and strong treble voice,
and I was therefore picked to sing solos in anthems. This was fun
and, in spite of my father, gave me the beginnings of a know-
ledge of music. Again, it was exciting when relatives came, and
were seen for the first time in the visitors enclosure at the back
of the chapel: and one knew (while singing The Wings of a
Dove) that one was going out to a delicious lunch at the Gran-
ville Hotel at Ramsgate. Then came the tragic (but rather
succulgnt) moment when, at the evening scrvice, one saw the
relatives for the last time, and sang (with fought-back tears) The
Day Thou gavest Lord is Ended. I nced not say that my father
and stepmother were not among the relatives: they did not
approve of such visits. .

I can’t leave®the chapel without one other memory, which
remains astonishingly vivid. The father of one boy, Dames-
Longworth, died suddenly: he was found dead in a wood. The
mother was a well-kgown Irish beauty. She came down to the
school shortly afterwards, and by special concession was escorted
to a front bew usually reggrved for Mrs Churchill. She was
dressed with stunning elegance and, as was the fashion in those
days, swathed in long black veils which swirled from her black
ostrichsfcather hat. It was an occasion, and the eyes of the school
were upon h&. Slowly she drew off her long black gloves, and,
raising white hands covered with diamond rings, put back her
veils. The sun glittered on the dmmonds, and on the beautiful
pale face. We were enraptured: she was a goddess.

e3



Mr Churchill was a mean man: the food was nearly uneatable,
ard although we did not quite freeze I remember few occasions
so continuously cold as those Thanet winters, with the fog-horns
blaring out at sea. The masters, probably underpaid, were an
uninspiring lot. That did not matter: we were only required to
achicve a pass into a public school. I supposc we gathered a
smattering ¢f English, mathematics, and Latin. Games were held
to be much more important than work, and in these, I nced
hardly say, I lamentably failed to distinguish mysclf.

Thus five years passed away. There was not a great deal to
choose between holidays and school. Farnborough had ‘its ad-
vantages: it was more comfortable, the food was much better,
there was some privacy:ut there were also the tutors, the cold
baths, the riding school, and, worst of all, the parties. To these
last my stepmother (and quite rightly, poor dcar, according to her
views) insisted that I must go. Cricket matches, pony shows,
dances — they were all undiluted hell to me. I sct up a hideous
and irrational fuss about them. I was pushed int¢ the brougham
(two hours each way) and, once arrived, stood in a corner with
tears pouring down my cheeks, or in some such way disgraced
myself, until removed. I screamed at the idca of going to stay in
strange houses: forcibly taken, I not only wetted my bed but
also soiled it: I would not visit strange lavatorics. Small wonder
that my stepmother was infuriated and ashamed: in her place I
would have strangled me: I was a torturc to myself and.every-
one else.

Memory paints these years dead black: but of course nothing
1s ever quite that. I had a stately home, a good school, wealthy
parents, a privileged position. I was, best of all gifts, young.
I adored my small half-sister. Occasionally I escdped <o Nutficld.
Even at Farnborough, there was a boat on the lake, collections
of bird’s eggs and butterflies and stamps, outings now and then,
and the fearful excitement of a mammoth Daimler car in that
carless age. I must have enjoyed quite a lot of it. Yet I remember
that I regarded tramps and crossipg-sweepers witl envy, and
wished that I could change places with them. Whatever my
privileges, my sort of freedom, the freedom to be private and to
do nothing, a freedom to which I still cling in spite of«all the
slogans and interferences, was not among them. @

Now came Eton. I was by this time inured, at least on the sur-
face, to going to school. Befort: I left for my first term at Eton,
my father called me into his study. ‘Sit down, please,” he said.
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I felt that something dreadful was coming. ‘I suppose,” he said
sternly, ‘you have heard of sodomy?’ I gasped, ‘Yes, father.’
I had not the faintest idea what he was talking about. “You can,’
said my father, ‘get nine years penal servitude for it.’ I said,
“Yes, father.” I sat in the Daimler and wWondered. I asked Irwin,
the chauffeur, if he could please drive me at sixty miles an hour.
He was a gice man, and did so: it was thrilling, § could brag
about it. What had my father said? Follow me? Roddery? God-
damy? Somcthing to do with religion? Nine years penal servi-
tude? All very puzzling.

Afrer Stone House, Eton offered expanding horizons. It is not
a bad prison, as prisons go. It had, for me, three great advan-
tages: a room of onc’s own, lcisure togrcad, and the possibility,
on half-holidays, of slouching idly around the streets of Windsor
or the countryside. There were of course other prizes: glection
to ‘Pop’, Captain of the Boats, and so on. I did not aspire to
such. I should have been uncomfortable in a fancy waistcoat and
a buttonhole, and sport was, as it is, a closed book to me. I
marvel at the pursuit of balls by adults. I suppose that, if there
had bcen a rush to elect me to Pop, or to make me Captain of
the Cricket Eleven, I should have swelled with pride: I don’t
know: I cannot remember ever lusting after such things, When
my father died I found in his safe some old Eton reports on me:
onc of them, by Headlam, my classical tutor, read: “This boy has
a strapge and puzzling character: he coutd be brilliant but he
does not wish to excel. Nor does he wish to fail. As far as I
understand him, he wishes to avoid any limelight.’

Education is an clusive and debatable affair. The human race
certainly has made a muddle of it, so far. Perhaps it can be
divided under bour heads — cha .cter, erudition, arts, and tech-
nology. I don’t think anything falls outside these four. They are
all quite different, and all to some extent necessary. If they could
be combined cxactly to fit the limitations of personality and
ability, a perfect edlcation might result. They never are and
never can be, because inspired teachers are as rare as dodos, and
human scholars learn 4t different paces and with different tastes.
No legislation can ever solve that problem. History shows clear-
ly tha education, by itsclf, never produced outstanding men.
Heredity, cevironment, circumstance, natural talent, may do
that: not education. Nor do we really believe that it can do so:
children are sent to school not to e educated but to get them out
of the way at an awkward age.
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The value of Eton (at least in my day) was perhaps precisc!y
the dismissal, by long tradition, of education per se. Scholarship
was regarded as eccentric, the arts were non-existent, technology
was a matter for ‘saps’, and even athletics, though prized, were
not insisted on. You were, so to speak, left to fight it out for
yourself. The beau idéal, almost the idol, was the meml?er of
Pop, who was — in se far as he could be defined at all— a mixture
of glamour, good manners, and self-confidence. It was not a bad
star to follow. Tradition was ferocious: it stretched from defin-
able things, suth as leaving the bottom button of one’s waistcoat
undone, having the trousers turned up, and the top hat fiot too
shiny and yet not too disgustingly buffed, to inatters undefinable
such as a stop on all refexence to wealth or family, an avoidance
of both scruffiness and smartness, and a refusal to sneak or
whimper when — a usual and terrifying occurrence — one was shut
up for an hour inside an ‘ottoman’, with a lot of boys sitting on
top. Eton could not make silk purses out of sow’s ears, but it
could veneer them to look very much like silk forn some consider-
able time.

Since grandmamma, or my natural bent, had taught me to
read, I read voraciously during my five years at Eton, and un-
doubtedly I found my happiest hours with a book on my win-
dow-sill, or beside the fire, or discovering new treasures in the
Windsor bookshops. Nobody guided me, and my reading was
scatty. I plunged thfough Dickens, Thackeray, Reade, Austen,
Trollope, the Brontés: I also wallowed in Rider Haggard, and
the delicious forbidden fruits of Marie Corelli, Hall Caine,
Elinor Glyn, and Mrs Henry Wood. Half-way through the five
years, I discovered poetry by chance.

Whatever it may be now, the teaching at Eton then was of a
very low standard. Few ‘beaks’ had any gift of inspiration. Or
possibly we did not look for it. Among the classicists was Booker,
who taught Greek. When we were unable to remember a word
like, say, kexauka, he would bark at us: ‘What are yox? What
are you? Tell me what you are!” And we knew the answer. ‘A
corker, Sir!” ‘Yes, a corker, an ignoraat ‘corker, you great big
floundering jackass!” He had a gold repeater watch, and would
draw it out and make it strike while we were writing ag cssay.
If we looked up, he would make a ferocious faceeand demand:
‘What are you gaping at, you great booby?’ It was a bit music-
hall, but he was popular andanade some Greck stick. Later he
had a murder in his house, which much increased his glamour.
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There was Ramsay, who taught Latin, and made it obligatory to
speak nothing else in school.' For those who suddenly wanted to
pce or vomit, as boys not infrequently do, this was difficult:
to explain why one had whispered to one’s neighbour, and what,
was sheer stalemate. It was a good idea, but it necded a greater
scnsce of humour than Ramsay’s to make it work. French classes
werc a riot ofsinsubordination, and nobody learnt any#hing (why
learn frogs lingo anyway?). Mathematics were a long yawn. The
final absurdity was reached with Broadbent in the Upper Fifth.
He was a half-paralysed man in his eighties and his sight and
hearing Were seriously affected. He never entered school without
water or cabbages or confetti falling on his bald pate: mice,
snakes, and frogs were let out and chas®d: all translations were
read directly from a crib, so that we must all have had full
marks cvery time. I suppose the poor old man gave us excellent
reports. Education!

Of Eton three things stand out in memory, and a fourth merits
a digression. First of the three was a classical ‘beak’, Bevan, who
onc day departed from tradition by saying: ‘Before we begin, 1
think I must rcad you a poem from The Spectator.’ (I think it
was The Spectator: 1 know it was not a good poem.) He read it,
and I was spellbound. Not only did I learn it and still remember
it: it opened the gates of poctry to me. It was an example of the
spark which a teacher can sometimes convey, perhaps altering a
whole life. Maybe I should have discovered poetry in any case:
I am not sure about that, and I salute Bevan. Second was the
fainting of a boy next to me in chapel. He was carried out and 1
thought him dead. I was instantly convinced that the same fate -
lay in store for me. The chapel swam before my eyes, sweat
beaded my fareh¢hd, I gripped the pew with wet hands. Soon I
could think of nothing else. By day and by night I trembled at
the thought of chapel. I lost weight: I could not eat. My house
tutor, a kindly man, wrote to my father saying that I had a bad
nerve-storm, and rccommending a term’s vacation. My father
replied that ite did not beliege in nerves. I became allergic to
churches. .

The third matter was more serious. The Officers Training
Corps ateEton was, like all military or semi-military bodies be-
fore 1914, a sttictly ‘voluntary’ affair. The idea of any forced
militarism was highly unpopular. Doubtless the sons of soldiers
and sailors were subjected to a steady, if half-unconscious, pres-
sure, to follow in their father’s footsteps. In much the same way,
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although every regulation clearly stated that a boy could choose
to join or not to join, to leave or not to leave the orc, Eton
tradition decreed that everyone must join and stay. Like others,
I joined. I did not like the weekly parades and drill, but they
were brief and could be suffered. I disliked more violently the
field days, when we were required to throw ourselves down in-
mud, stagger across wet ploughed ficlds and throw oursclves in
mud again, for no purpose that I could discover: and then to sit,
huddled like sardines, on long train journeys filled with bawdy

songs and bullying. But these were trifles compared with Camp.

Camp was ten days at Tidworth in pouring rain: ten tb a tent,

vicious homosexuality, greasy food cooked in Jirty dixics, latrines

made of a pole over a ditch, and all foulest instincts encouraged.

Jolly good for the chaps, no doubt.

I made up my mind that I would never go to camp again. On
my return to Eton in the autumn of 1913, I explained this to my
tutor, M.D. Hill. He pooh-poohed it. He said, not without
reason, that ten days of discomfort was of sma¥ importance: he
added, less reasonably, that if I ‘shirked’ camp I should be
excluded from all respectable careers — the Army, the Navy,
Diplomacy, the Civil Service, and so on. In vain I protested that
I wanted none of them. He would not help me: I had to help
myself.

I therefore read the Training Manual with care, and found
that, if a member of the oTc missed three parades in suecession,
he was sacked. I missed two, and then, as I had anticipated, was
sent for by the Headmaster. I had prepared a carcful brief for
‘this eventuality, pointing out that I had the right to resign.
Edward Lyttleton,cut me short. ‘I don’t want,” he said, ‘to hear
anything about your strange attitude. If you dd"notego on parade
on Monday, I shall expel you.” I retired: no boy of seventcen
could call such a bluff. But bluff it was In the then climate of
opinion, an expulsion for failing to stay, with the orc would
have brought down the Headmaster, not me. He knew it. But he
counted, like Hitler, on fear, and'hc counted right. It made no
difference, except to my rage againss Lyttleton and against all
things military. When camp came round again, I did not go.
How happy should I have been if that had banned me érom the
Army! Not at all: Kitchener pointed his accusing finger at me,
and I was cannon-fodder.

Last comes a small, but I think necessary, digression. When 1
was at Eton, homosexuality was not only common, it was a
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general rule. T am tickled by the protestations of clderly gentle-
men in the House of Lords or on the Bench, that they never
knew or heard of anything of the kind. I almost think that they
believe it themselves. It is the sheerest hypocrisy to imagine that,
if you shut boys up with one another between the ages of thir-
teen and cighteen, when sex begins to stir, and deny them access
to the opposite. sex, they will refrain, like saints, frem experi-
menting with cach other’s bodies. For some obscure reason — per-
haps it was my mother’s tiara — I was terrified of sex. I repulsed
advances but regretted it. I emerged from Eton “virginal, but
cursed my virginity. The point I wish to make here — and I think
it is a very valid point — is that, although I was and am by nature
homosexual, Eton never corrupted me. Isresent the silly old men
who prate about the ‘corruption’ of youth. Sexual corruption is
only possible among those who wish to be corrupted. The strange
belief (if we are to belicve Mr Butler in the House of Commons)
that circumstances can change a heterosexual into a homosexual,
or vice versa, is enc of the silliest fantasies of our times.

Let me pause here. I have cantered over what may be a mono-
tonous tract of country, noting points which have stuck in
memory: a dark forest, a sunlit glade, a tangle of briars, an un-
expected ditch. There remains the climate: the climate of opinion.
Climates of opinion are not ‘facts’, and in this century we love
‘facts”. Yet all history is meaningless without its climates of
opinion. We cannot begin to understand historical events (as
Gibbon so clearly saw) without placing ourselves under the in-
fluence of the opinions then current. Our own opinions will not:
do. We may think today that there should be,equal opportunity
for all, that medkcine should be t.ce, that imperialism is a bad
thing, that wars should stop, that we should travel to the moon:
these are today’s ideas, which were not those of yesterday and
may not be those of tomorrow: they are not cternal truths,
though cach generation may think its own truth cternal.

I speak hare only of the glimate of opinion in a relatively
wealthy, rural community such as Nutfield at the turn of the
century: I do not refer to climates of opinion in, say, factories
or largeg cities or gatherings of politicians or revolutionaries.
Those climatewwere different. But, at the turn of the century,
‘Nutficlds’ were common in England: isolated islands of respect-
able feudalism, they preserved a ckmate which deeply affected
those who dwelt in them. That climate now seems so remote, so
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unreal, so almost unbelievable, that it is hard to recapture even
by those who knew it, and nearly unimaginable by those who
did not. '

First, there was secyrity. Nobody since 1918 has known that
kind of security. And let me assure my socialist friends that it
was a security which applied not only to the wealthy, but also-
to their dependants. People as old as my grandmother had known
from afar the Crimean, Franco-Prussian, and Boer wars: the
last had been somewhat shocking, but had ended as it should.
Wars were the business of the Army and the Army alone, just as
order was the business of the police. Wars were won as 4 matter
of course, and they were localised and distant. Civilian families
were not affected, except by the rather rare, but glorious fall of
a member on the field of battle. England had been divinely
appointed to keep order in the world, and keep it she would. It
was not only a conviction, it was an absolute and unquestioned
certainty, that Britannia would rule the seas for ever and ever,
that the pound sterling would always buy two hundred loaves of
bread, home-brewed beer be a penny a pint, and that the person
of an Englishman could not be touched, except at extreme peril,
in any part of the globe. It followed (in the then climate of
opinien) that life as lived in England was the best kind of life
that could be imagined. It was not thought that poor and un-
educated people negded more than a bare living standard for
happiness, and in any case it was not supposed that natual laws
would permit anything else. Hubris, it may be said. Hubris no
doubt. But you cannot, simply because you live in the context of
‘today, regard it as unjust or unfeeling: that particular form of
sentimentality did, not exist. God was seated somewhere just
above London: He liked it there, and He RBad erdained the
English hierarchy.

This sense of security, of Time stopped, as it were, by the Pax
Britannica, of living in the best country jn the world, produced
a feeling of placidity. Wealth was not coveted and hated as it is
now, if only because there was nog nearly so much to buy. My
grandmother, though wealthy, was no: rich as riches went then:
she had a life interest of £6,000 per annum: her sons had each
inherited about £200,000 and her daughters £30,000. Thus the
wolf was a good long way from the door, and sitce income tax
was a shilling in the pound, and servants could be had for ten
shillings a week, there was net a great deal to spend money on.
Ostentation was frowned upon: parties were rare: alcohol (except
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for port, which was cheap) seldom appeared. In the homes of
Mitchell the head gardener, Burgess the coachman, Terris the
bailiff, Pound the butler, Hawkins the lodge-keeper, Dorsay the
old nurse — to one or other of whom Grandmamma sent me on
most days for tea — the standard of food, cdmfortt and cleanliness
scemed no different from that of the Priory. Central heating did
not exist, and Victorian furniture was mostly hard. My host did
not scruple to bat me over the head if I fidgeted or misbehaved.
I was the son of the big house, so to speak, and there was, I
suppose, a class distinction: but I was certainly umaware of i,
and it cagried no trace of servility or envy. My grandmother felt
it her duty to look after the health, education, and well-being of
her dependants and their children: it wag understood that sons,
if they wished, would succeed their fathers. The tight little com-
munity was geared to human life eternal.

Then, there was the absence of noise and gadgets. No mlotor
cars, no motor buses, no aeroplanes, no pneumatic drills, no
lorries: and no radios, no gramophones, no television sets, no
cinemas, no dance-halls. Amenities (if they are) such as these
were not missed, because they were not known. Advertisement
had not got into its giant stride: apart from patent medicines,
people were not urged to buy what they did not require. The
wealthy could buy more and better clothes and furniture, collect
pictures or china or silver, drive out in spanking carriages, eat
rare food, and live a leisured life. But 1 doubt i? these material
advantaghs — except perhaps the last one — contributed greatly to
happiness. Since food was cheap, and distractions few, life in a
community such as Nutfield, though dull by modern standards,
was neither uncomfortable nor insccure.

There was, of cqurse, London. My grandmother went there -
to Browns Hotel — twice a year: once to buy Christmas presents,
once to buy clothes. My aunts went a little more often. Clippety-
clop for three quarters of an hour to the station: chug-chug in
the train (reserved compartment) for an hour over seventeen
miles. Exhaustjng! And then London! Such clatter of hooves and
hard wheels over the cobbles ¢ did not anyone of consequence
have straw laid down in tiic road in case of illness> Th~ noise
would have been fatal. One could only bear it occasionally. No
wonder tHat, of my grandmother’s fourtcen children, seven lived
into the late seventics, four into the nineties, while Grandmamma
and her eldest daughter reached their hundred. People lived then,
because noise and worry did not tear their lives to pieces: now-
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adays we are told that they have a better expectation of life
because, although torn to pieces, they are pepped up by medicine.

Then again there was a rather pleasing (I think) dichotomy of
thought between respectability and duty on the one hand and
the gay life on the o.her. Queen Victoria had placed her black
German bonnct on England’s head, and insisted on scverity of
morals. But Edward " VII was coming along, and in spite of
divorce courts and Tranby Crofts, represented a reaction against
too much solemnity. The well-to-do, following Victorian or
Quaker (or even, one_might say, communist) principles, were
expected to make some sacrifice and sct some example. My aunts
all belonged to the Charity Organisation Society or some such
body and did their stints as required: my giandmother kept at
Nutfield what was called a ‘Fresh Air Home’ - a roomy farm-
house in which thirty children from the slums were kept, month
by month, throughout the year. At the same time a more in-
dulgent eye was turned on Mrs Langtry and Mrs Keppel than
posterity, more narrow-minded, found it possible, later, to turn
on Mrs Simpson.

So life went on at Nutfield: very slowly, very gently, very
serenely. My grandmother drew her wealth, at a remove, from
the sweated industrial slaves of Lancashire: but that fact, in the
then climate of opinion, did not register. The poor were poor,
and the rich rich. Had not my grandfather infuriated his con-
temporaries by pushing the Ten Hours Bill, which saved the
children from fourteen hours work? Could more be expected? In
the context of the times it was a realistic view. My grandmother
would have been prostrated with gricf if anyone had cven sought
to convince her that her wealth flowed from misery. No one did
anything of the kind, since no such views werg current. You were
wealthy and you lived accordmgly Today cquality is the slogan,
but there is no equality in nature. The Welfare State is an ad-
mirable project, but so long as it is national and not international
it is only an extension of the same disparity between wealth and
poverty. Fifty years ago individuals were rich or poor: today
nations are rich or poor. The d:visior. of wealth and poverty
becomes vertical instead of horizontal: at onc time it is between
rich and poor in all countrics, at another, between rich countries
and poor countries. The manual worker who draws Ris twenty
pounds a week is exactly as innocent or gu1lty as my grand-
mother was innocent or guilty: he does not think of the coolic or
the ryot any more than my grandmother thought of Lancashire.
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But human beings continue to live off one another, and in the
process somebody must lose. Just as my grandmother and her
class were taxed out of existence to benefit the English working
classes, so the English working classes will be overtaken by the
millions of Africans and Indians and Chinese who are still com-
pelled to live at a lower level. Once you start equalization, the
*wheel runs on until, at some point, you revert again to natural
inequality.

Old men, suich as I am, doubtless always look wistfully to-
wards the good old days, and angry young men cysse them. The
process is repcated in every gencration, and always greeted as
something quite new. In my young days therc was a tag (now
thought repulsive) about ‘knowing one’s place’. It’s not a bad
thing to know. If you know your place™nd stay there you may
be fairly happy. If the only place that anyone knows is the front
scat of a Rolls Royce with a mink coat and a television set and
a large income, the rat-race is bound to be ferocious. So I shall
continue, unrepentantly, to think that, all in all, Nutfield was a
happicr human tommunity than any I see in England now.

However, I have attempted to describe only a comparatively
wealthy community in a time of prosperity. Had I been born in
the slums of Manchester, I should undoubtedly think that life
had greatly improved today. We are all victims of circumstance:
and until civilization reaches a point at which every child born
on carth is assured of food, warmth, and shglter from the cradle
to the grave, all thinking about wealth and poverty, justice and
injustice, privilege and cquality, will be muddled thinking. I am
biased by my experience, but then, so is everyone else.






Chapter Two

What did you do in the Great War, Daddy?
) RECRUITING PLACARD 1914

HAVE No FEAR: this is not a book of war. The war of 1914 has
been described with great eloquence by gifted writers and poets:
in that it differs from the war of 1939, which has been chronicled
at great length by soldiers and statesmen. The 1914 war flamed
up suddenly into a crusading fire for a peaceful but still agven-
turous generation: the 1939 war was a thunderstorm already ex-
pected by pcople depressed by clouds. I cannot exclude 1914,
because my life, dike that of many, was completely changed by it.

Harried by white teathers, patriotic songs, and candid friends,
I joined the Artists Rifles. I did not do so because I thought that
they were artists, but because their headquarters happened to be
round the corner, and also because 1 hoped that the name would
annoy my father. It was in fact a good deal rougher than any-
thing I had anticipated. I was five foot five inches when I left
Eton. In,the ensuing year I grew to six foot two. I was therefore
a gangling youth, with small physical reserves: the long route
marches every day, with a hcavy pack and a rifle which seemed
to bore into my thin shoulder blades, were exhausting: I found it
difficult to keep awake on guard duty at night.

In July 19rg4,e'shirking’ camy I had escaped to Nutfield.
There, at breakfast at the round table, I heard of the declaration
of war. It did not then scem to have anything to do with me:
another war for the Army. My grandmothcer said something like
‘Dear, dear!” or ‘It doesn’t signify’; Aunt Una remarked that
probably Anshony would have to go to France. We were only
three: Aunt Sarah was fharricd to her clergyman: Aunt Gertrude
had gone off to found a Rest Home for Nurses at Eastbourne.
Nutficld was very peaceful. All my thoughts were cn the coming
glories of Oxfard, where I should become a Fellow of All Souls,
and live a quiet life for ever. Destiny had other plans.

After a week or so, I had to resurn to my parents’ house at
Kincton, a singularly unattractive mansion which my father had
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bought in order to be near the kennels of the Warwickshire
Hunt. It was in fact so near that the stink of them was ever-
present. Here the pressure grew apace. Every post brought me
letters from Eton fricnds who had joined this or that crack
regiment, and invited me to do the same. Conversation seemed
to centre exclusively on the necessity that all ‘able-bodied” young
men should join up. (How I wished to be a cripple!) My uncle
commanded the Brigade of Guards and offered a commission.
Since I remained mutmous, even Aunt Sarah was called from
her rectory. 1o my surprise and horror, she added herself to the
pressures. “You must join up for the sake of England.” I rtmained
obstinate: was life to be just a return to an eternal oTc?

One evening my fatH:r said, ‘You will be in the hall at eight
o’clock tomorrow morning, and I shall take you to Epsom, where
you will join the Public Schools Battalion.’ I said, ‘No.” My
father repeated: ‘You will be in the hall at eight o’clock to-
morrow morning.” I was in the hall at eight o’clock tomorrow
morning. In the train, after an interval (rescrved first-class
carriage) my father said, ‘If you join up today, I will sce that
after the war you lack for nothing: I will engage mysclf to pay
you £2,000 a year, and you can do what you like.” I said mis-
erably, ‘And if I don’t?’ ‘If you don’t,” replied my father, ‘I shall
put you into a third-class business house and cut you off with a
shilling.” I wondered what he meant by a third-class business
house: did he know himself? Better than soldiering, pgrhaps. I
was too young to think about the shilling. The £2,000 a year
had no attractions: I was sure that, if I became a soldier, I
.should be killed.

At Epsom I was measured, weighed, medically cxamined, asked
questions and then invited to sign a form. I refused. There was
a shameful pause. My poor father (it makes me sad to think of
it) pulled himself together and said, ‘Well, if he won’t, he won’t:
we all have our different views.” We travelled back in silence.
The next day I ran away to London, where a more or less
pacifist aunt gave me an attic to sleep in. But is wrs no use: the
climate of opinion had me gripped. ‘

The staggering losses in France soon made the Artists Rifles,
like other such bodies, a source of potential officers. Early in
December 1914, I found myself a second lieutenent in the gun-
ners. This seemed at least out of the fire into the frying-pan:
I thought that an officer’s life would be smoother, and gunnery
perhaps interesting. I was sent for training to Harwich and then
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Lydd. It was a cold winter: neither resort was exactly gay. At
Harwich we were placed under Major Hammersley, a Kitchener-
like figure with no conversation and much wrath. He had us up
at 6 a.m. to $ervice the guns. This meant, among other things,
picking up a hundred-pound shell, icy, slippery, and covered
with mud, balancing it on the left forearm, and thrusting into
the breech, getting onc’s hand away before, as Majog Hammers-
ley grimly said, he took off the back of it with his ramrod. I
need hardly say that I dropped the shells on my frozen toes, on
the floor, on the gun, anywhere but in the breecB, and had my
blue lands skinned. We did regular night watches, eight to
twelve, twelve to four, four to eight: sad solitary stints, with the
gun-crews calling through the cold night: ‘Tide, four foor fall,
falling.” Hammersley made us stand at opposite corners of a huge
ficld, and bawl commands: the silly man had no idea of voice
production, and thought (like so many military gentlemen) that
shouting meant strength. All our voices became whispers, and 1
lost mine for good and all: I could never again sing a note in
tune: and for that I curse Hammersley and all his stupid clan.
He robbed me of a great pleasure in life through sheer ignorance.

Lydd, though a waste of frozen shingle, was a little better.
Heie we were allowed to play with what were then monster
guns, running on rails: and some ballistic science was forced into
our brains (though never much into mine). To my unspeakable
fury, I was then sent back to Landguard Fort, on the other side
of the Harwich estuary. I don’t know what I had expected, but
not that. It was just dreary. One evening a sergeant poked his
head into the mess, where some majors and colonels were snor-
ing, while a few subalterns knocked billiard balls about, and
said: ‘Volunteess wanted for Sastern Mediterranean.” No one
took any notice. I did not dare to speak. Mediterranean? *If 1
was to be killed, I might at least see that. I sidled out, and caught
up with the sergeant on the rainy catwalk. ‘What did you say?’
He repeated it gruffly. I said, ‘Put me down.” He said, ‘Better
come into she office.” I followed him. ‘It may be rough,” he
suggested. I did not Know ¥ he was referring to the sea. I re-
peated: ‘Put me down.’

My qrders arrived almost instantly. I was to sail from Wharf
Number Sognd-So from Liverpool on such-and-such date.
Secrecy was not such as it became in the next war. I could get to
Liverpool as I liked. I had forty-eight hours. My father and
stepmother (it seems queer now) decided to accompany me. There
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was a great crowd at Euston station, cheering and waving flags.
At Rugby my small stepsister met me to say goodbye. I was sure
that I was off to my death, but it was all very exciting. I pre-
sumed that T should travel on a cattle-boat in great discomfort,
but even that did not matter. My parents were pleased: they
were ‘giving their only son’: the right thing to do. In the dusk I
slipped thrqugh the .dock gates at Liverpool.

A great surprise awaited me. I found myself gazing up at the
iron cliffs of the largest ship I had ever seen. It was the Olympic,
and on her I whs to travel. It was a thousand times more exciting
than anything I had dreamed of. I was delighted: all vcgrets
vanished. I joined the long queue going up the gangways, and,
after a long shuffle, reacked the Embarkation Officer’s desk. He
riffled through his papers and said, ‘I can’t find any trace of
your name: come back in three hours.’ (This always happens to
me: I am never on any list.) I milled around, and noted that
there was a huge number of troops on board: I believe it was
seven thousand. I realized that, after all, it might be very un-
comfortable. But, I said to myself, this is the Olympic and she
is White Star Line. I went down the gangway and into the White
Star Offices opposite. They knew all about me there: I guess my
stepmpther had seen to that. Without any fuss they gave me a
cabin ticket: B 47. Privilege, how nice. I went on board again
and was ushered into a Louis XV suite with bath. It was a bit
too much. I noticed tnat the adjacent doors were labelled with
the names of generals. I wondered if I could get away with it,
and feared not. I made my way to the bar, and there, after a
careful reconnaissance, discovered a colonel who seemed pleasant.
His name was Maurice Holmes. After a drink or two, I asked
him what sort of accommodation he had. ‘Lousy! he replicd. I
said, ‘I find myself, by some mistake I suppose, in..." I took
him to B 47. He was delighted and had his baggage moved in
immediately. ‘Don’t worry, it'll be quite all right,” he assured
me. And it was. We travelled in millionaire comfort.

My spirits soared sky-high. I was away from Fcther, away
from the dreary routines of Harwich and Lydd, going south.
Nothing mattered. Maurice Holmes was a perfect companion,
witty and intelligent, with what scemed to me a vast expgerience
of life. He was a great racontcur and I listened enghralled to his
stories. He threw middle-aged cold water on my enthusiasms, but
I did not mind. ‘I suppose yoy, know,” he said, ‘that you'll have
a hell of a time on Gallipoli.’ I said that I didn’t care: it would
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be better than England. ‘Shall I tell you,’ he said, ‘why you don’t
care?’ I said, ‘Tell away!” He said, ‘Because you think you’ll be
able to tell the waitress in the aBc shop all about it when you
get back — if you do!’ I thought this was a bit unfair, but wondered
if there were a germ of truth in it.

We passed Gibraltar and I took photographs. In those days
there was nbthing against that. We sailed on unddr cloudless
skies. The isles of Greece! And then suddenly we were at anchor
in Mudros, and everything was terrible. Mudros evas bare and
hot and hideous. Maurice Holmes disembarked, fortunate fellow,
for Egypt. I saw him down the gangway and felt alone. With a
herd of others I was rowed in a caique t the Arcadian, the head-
quarters ship which was popularly supposed to be aground on
empty champagne bottles. I was handed a ticket (which I still by
some marvel possess) ‘2nd Licut. Fielden, to embark this c:'cning
for Cape Helles’. Suddenly, I was for it. I cast about madly for
means to evade any fate. A soldier on the Olympic had attempted
to cut his throat with an army razor, but had fumbled it. When
I asked him why, he said: ‘I signed on for Home service only,
and T ain’t going to Gallipoli.” Should I do something of the
kind? (He got seven years penal servitude.) But there was no
time. Soon I was chugging in a tug through the dusk.

It was very quiet and very dark. We were instructed not to
smoke, got to show a light, and not to talk. The tug glided on
over the oily water. Indian sepoys stifled hacking coughs. Once
we bumped and slid over something. ‘The wreck of the Majestic,’
said the skipper. Turkish scarchlights from Chanak began to-
sweep across our path. Presently we were wading ashore in dark-
ness. Baggage was somchow sorted out. There were gun flashes
from the north east and from the south: Troy. We were piled
into a dugout with our slceping-bags. I suppose we slept.

In the morning a staff-captain said: ‘You to So-and-So, you
to Such-and-Such: Ficlden to Eighth Corps Trench Mortars.” 1
broke into a®cold sweat: thig was much worse than anything I
had anticipated. Trench mortars, of which I knew nothing, were
called “The Suicide Club’. Surely this could not happen to me!
“There’llbe somebody coming down to fetch you,’ said the Staff-
Captain. ‘Youscan ride, I suppose?’ I said that I could ridc. T sat
on the beach and waited. Out at sca there was a hospital ship.
I wondered whether, if I swam out®o her and arrived exhausted,
I should be taken away to somewhere else. Probably not. With
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great inexactitude I visualized, behind the small hills behind me,
a sort of oTc camp. And a very dangerous one.

After what seemed an interminable wait, a man cantered up,
leading a second horse, This was Douglas, a grand fellow who
was to be with me for a long time. I mounted, and off we went.
Douglas said, ‘I’d better lead, sir, it’s a bit tricky.” It was. He
went swiftdy ahead in a cloud of dust, and I followsd. Suddenly
he shouted back at me, ‘Have to gallop here, sir, Asiatic Annic’s
got this taped.’ We gallopped. Then he turned right and dis-
appeared. My horse followed. I found myself in a small gully.
To right and left, there were men and horses in dug-out bays: in
front, astonishingly, was a little low house built of stone with a
sandbagged roof, thrust*into and level with a slight rise in the
land. Three officers, standing outside it, gave me a friendly
welcame. Calvert, who commanded the unit, was spare, quiect,
nervous: Williams was round-faced, chubby, gay: Peake was
grizzled and grandfatherly, a ranker officer who was a sort of
nannie to everyone. Both Pcake and Williams were shortly to be
killed.

I was handed a whisky-and-soda. In those days, whatever clse
went short, a whisky-and-soda was de rigucur in every officer’s
mess. You offered it to every guest and you drank it with every
guest whether you liked it or not. We went into the little housc,
where there was just room for the four of us to sit round a table
made from crates. Biilly beef, slightly curried, and army,biscuits,
were put before us. This was the staple Gallipoli fare, which
hardly ever changed. The difficulty of landing stores was so

-great that fresh food scldom got as far as the trenches, and none
of us, during my yme at least, ever reccived a parcel or a letter.
Personally I found the bully beef and biscuits excellent. I was
delighted: it was not, after all, anything like an oTc camp.

While we were eating, a 5.9 howitzer shell whined over us and
burst with a shattering explosion just outside the hut. We were
protected by the stone walls, and the men in the unit, in their
dug-out bays, were untouched. Buyr elght men of & Scottish in-
fantry regiment, who were drawing water from a pipe, had a
direct hit: and all were killed. We ran out: in the swirling smoke
was a heap of bodies. And they were screaming. The scream of
a human male, when you hear it for the first time, s a devastating
sound. Williams and 1 picked up a man who was waving his
arms: he came up like a featlier: both his legs had been severed.
I staggered back. Williams glanced at me and said, ‘Go into the
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hut: you aren’t used to this kind of thing yet.” I did not go in:
but I was useless. A man was laid down at my feet: he had had
his liver blown away. Into the bloody mess Borg, the Maltese
cook, poured a bottle of iodine. The maa kept repeating, ‘Och!
they’ve done for me this time.” My hair rose on my scalp. Yet,
.a few days later, that became a joke in the unit, and at every
whine of shall or bullet, we would say, ‘Och! they’we done for
me this time.’’One soon becomes inured to death.

Trench mortars were unpleasant and unpopulag. We used in
the main what was known as the ‘Japanese Bomb Howitzer’. It
was a glorified mechanical catapult. Shaky and imprecise, it sent
up from the bottom of a trench, a fat 100 b bomb, generally
known as a ‘flying pig’, which soared slc’wly into the air and fell
down within a very short range. The idea was that with such a
high trajectory it spelt blue murder if it fell into an enemy
trench. And so it did. The only trouble was that it was quite apt
to fall back into one’s own. From the first shot it was obvious to
cveryone, and Mstantly attracted an enemy barrage. Therefore
the infantry groaned when we appeared.

Like everyone clse on Gallipoli, I got dysentery. Dysentery in
Gallipoli provided a curious example of human adaptability.
Since almost everyone had it, and almost everyone could not,
obviously, go to hospital, it had perforce to be played down. One
fainted on the way to the latrine, was picked up by one’s bat-
man, pus on the stool, and fainted again after shooting out blood
and pus: then, after an hour or so, onc resumed duty. There was
a plentiful supply of chlorodyne which one swallowed thank-
fully. There was no heroism about it: it became a nuisance like:
the common cold in England, or malaria in India. Occasionally
someone died, as they may die fiom malaria or pneumonia, but
mostly we recovered and relapsed and recovered again. But we
were not exactly the better for it. I have often wondered how far
dysentery alone was responsible for our failure in Gallipoli. It
certainly sapped vitality.

Nobody, ®think, hoped orgexpected that we should ever ‘take’
Achi Baba, the low hi]? hc]d.by the Turks some four miles from
the beach. The classic stalemate in France had set the pattern of
war. You held your own trenches if you could, and occasionally
made an advance of a hundred yards: that was about all. The
distant goal of Constantinople had become a farcical idea. You
did your job and saved your skin, §f you could.

The days passed, and cventually one of them brought the
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news that Anzac and Suvla had been evacuated. Hope flared up:
surely we must go too. But very soon a document arrived. I al-
ways wish that I had kept a copy of it: so far as I know, it has
never been published. Ir was a grandiloquent effusion, of which
I now only remember a few words. ‘The positions at Anzac and
Suvla Bay have now been successfully evacuated ... but that at
Cape Helles will not only be maintained, but strangthened by
strong reinforcements from the Ninth Army ... battalion after
battalion of the Turkish Army has been mown down before you,
and Cape Helles has become known to the Turks as the “Slaughter
House” ... we will go on...” I suppose that this document
was issued in order that it should fall into ‘Turkish hands and
mask our evacuation. Strangely enough, we believed it. We be-
lieved it all the more because units of the Ninth Army did arrive,
and passed through our gully. Our spirits sank to zero: we were
on Gallipoli for ever. It must have been a very successful piece
of propaganda.

Soon, however, we were ordered to ‘report to the beach for
fatigues More significantly, we were instructed to ‘burn all
papers’. (Even then, though we began to hope that we were
destined to leave, we did not yet believe in a full-scale evacua-
tion.) The burning of papers was not an casy job. Smoke (cxcept
by night), and glow (except by day), had to be avoided. Calvert
and I, the only two remaining officers, crouched over a brazier
which was constantly dowsed with water. Calvert was gow in a
profound state of depression, because his wife, whom he adored,
was expecting a first child and he had no news. This made him
largely indifferent to what went on.

The men of the.unit were, without exception, old soldicrs of
some ten ycars service. They were tough. Curiously enough, and
to my own great surprise, I got on well with them. They thought
me a comic sort of baby, but the quecer feeling that I was a gent
carried enormous weight. Was it a bad feeling? I don’t know
now. I only know that they never let me down, and always,
while I was with them for the years of the war, they nursed me
through every crisis and ncver failed in their loyalty. I owed
ttem an enormous debt, and I salute any of them who may read
this.

The evacuation of Cape Helles was the most dramatic event
that I shall ever know. Only very slowly did we get around to
the idea that the whole Armyswas leaving. And with that know-
ledge came terrors, elastic stretching of the nerves. The beaches
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were enfiladed by the Turkish guns in Troy, and every five
minutes or 50 a salvo would explode. It was known now that the
front line was held more and more thinly, and that the Turks
could quite easily descend on the beackes. It was said, perhaps
intentionally, that the Turks castrated and tortured prisoners.
A horrid fear was engendered: a horrid fear that one might get
left. On one occasion I was sent up to a distant gdlly to fetch
something: I remember my sweaty panic: I should be wounded
by some stray shell, at the mercy of the Turks.

At nights we worked on the loading of guns and ammunition.
The séa, at first calm, began to be rough. It became difficult to
load heavy stuff on to lighters in the syrf. On one unforgettable
night, the Navy sent all our lighters back from Tenedos, saying
that the sca was too rough to unload them. The remarks about
the Navy were unprintable, and I cherish an anger to this day.
They could have taken the lighters somewhere: the last thing was
to send them back to the beaches. We had to unload them and
push the stuff tnto the cliff caves again.

Our last night arrived. We were instructed to stand by for
cmbarkation. We sat on W beach. We now knew that there was
no one in the front line and that the plop-plop of rifles, dimly
heard, was caused by their automatic discharge through sand-
weighting of the triggers. There was nobody at all between us
and the Turkish Army. The men were negyous. Calvert had re-
treatedeinto a melancholy of his own, walking up and down and
muttering. On our left were the ruins of the fort of Sedd-ul-Bahr,
and on them a French poilu was perched, giving a shrill trumpet-
blact every time that he <saw the flash of the guns in Asial
Eighteen seconds elapsed befor~ the shells arrived. Eighteen
scconds onc counted. Then there would be a flash and a roar:
and a scuttering of men and mules. In front of us was the beached
stcamer, the River Clyde: with a bridge of boats connecting
her with the shore. Every now and then a voice called through
the darkness ‘Unit 304, down to the boats’. Men ran: the trumpet
shrilled: thé shells cxploded Out at sca, red lights moved. At
4 a.m. our turn camec. We ran down, and across the bridge of
boats. As we were running, the trumpet shrilled. The shells fell
on cithar side of the bridge, deluging us. Then we were running
through the €l/yde, were on the tug, were putting out to sea.
Calvert, hysterical, stood on the bridge and laughed: “There they
go, and we are off!!" Soon we were on a deck crowded with
slecping figures. Happy, I slept.
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Interlude in Egypt. This is fine. The retreat from Gallipoli is as
disorganised, though in a different and less critical way, as the
retreat from Dunkirk twenty-five yecars later. The Gallipoli
army, flung on to the beaches of Alexandria, stays there, for the
most part, for six months. Perhaps Authority is uncertain about
redeployment - Salonika, Alexandretta (there are rumours of
another landing there), Palestine, Mesopotamia, Italy, France,
India? Or perhaps transport and equipment is lacking. A small
unimportant ynit like ours was forgotten altogether. We had no
orders and Calvert was indifferent: the men were free to amuse
themselves in Alexandria, which swiftly became a very gay city.
My uncle by marriage, Dr William Hunter, had arrived in Cairo
after dealing with typhus in Serbia: and my very enchanting
aunt had joined him there. Moodily Calvert agreed that I could
go. I bound myself in a luxury suite at Shepheards Hotel. Beatrice
Hunter was pretty, amusing, intelligent, and a keen Egyptologist:
she was a friend of Quibell, the Curator of the Muscum. She
took me in hand and whisked me through museums, bazaars,
mosques, and down to Luxor. Suddenly, as one who awakes, my
eyes were opencd to man-made beauty. The sleck regal cats, the
tragic handsome Pharaohs, the great lotus columns of the tem-
ples the iridescent tear-bottles, the scarabs, the jewcls, the mum-
mies in their painted coffins, filled me with a new delight. And
Shepheards was gay; full of laughing pcople: nobody secmed a
whit depressed by the Gallipoli fiasco. The sun poured down:
every moment was a new experience: I was alive: I was nineteen,
and life was grand.

After a month, Calvert recalled me. He was departing, and
the unit was to be.merged in a new siege battery under a Major
Burrows. Our first chore was to dig gun replacements for coast
defence. It was an easy, undemanding job: nobody worked very
hard: there was a limpid sca to bathe in, and we uncarthed a
beautiful Roman pavement. Burrows was a Theosophist and in-
troduced me to the works of Madame Blavatsky and Mrs Annic
Besant. Having been close to suddcn decath, T h&d had some
thoughts about an after-life: and I found Theosophy thnlhn;,
(For two years, despite Army fare, I lived on a vegetarian diet
and wrote down all my nightly experiences on the Astzal Plane.
Then I forgot all about it). I cannot say that my eontribution to
winning the war was very great at this time: indeed I never
thought about the war at all. In the 1914 war, as in others before
it, that was a possible thing to do.
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Along with many others of my generation and immediate
experience, I was, not perhaps surprisingly, in a mood of rather
exalted romanticism. Like a curtain falling on the first act of a
play, the Gallipoli adventure, brief, vivid, abrupt, had cut me
off from the sheltered life of parents, teachers and humdrum

_development. I had commanded men, escaped death, gained con-
fidence, and discovered an entirely new world. I was young, tall,
slim, and, as far as I could gather, not ugly. I had never had
scxual relations with anyone, and my virginity teased me: partly,
perhaps, because there was a good deal of bragging about sexual
prowess among the troops in Egypt then. But at nineteen (at any
rate in my case) thoughts about sex arc apt to soar into cloud-
cuckoo-land, and physical facts are mis%d over by romance.

In the cvenings in Alexandria, I used to sit alone (the habit
of solitude being always with me) on the balcony of the Mpham-
med Ali Club, a luxurious institution to which all officers could
belong. It was a splendid place for one who preferred the stalls
to the stage: fram it one looked directly down the Bond Street of
Alexandria, the rue Cherif Pasha. Egypt was then at the height
of its exotic dazzle as a mectingplace of East and West, and the
street was one of the most colourful places in the world. Soldiers,
mostly young, were everywhere — British, French, Italian, Sene-
galese, Indian, Gurkha, Australian. Grecek, Italian and Egyptian
civilians, moncyed by army pickings, swept past in what then
scemed gleck cars or sparkling carriages. Evcn poverty, in the
guise of street-vendors or beggars or dragomen, dressed in gaudy
rags, appeared glamorous and gay. The slanting sun touched the
crowd with a red glitter. It was my first view of the East. I did.
not come to it, like the hero of Conrad’s Yoxth, from a devast-
ating shipwreck, but I did come .rom the beaches of Gallipoli,
and its brilliance enfevered me. I felt as if I had been transported
on a magic carpet into an Arabian Nights Entertainment. Ad-
venture, surely, must await me.

Through the glitter and movement of the strect there came,
every evening at the same hour, like some royal barge cleaving
through a crowded waterway, an cquipage which outshone all
others. It was a victoria drawn by grey horses, and it secmed to
me the gerfection of clegance. From spokes to shafts it was so
polished that it might have been of cbony: silver bridles, silver
lamps, silver hubs, shimmered against the black. In it, alone, sat
a woman who to my innocent eyes appecared the most dazzling
creature in creation. (And so potent was the spell that, across
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nearly fifty years, I feel its thrill.) The lady was dressed, always
differently, with a sumptuousness which fell just short, but not
very far short, of vulgarity. Diamonds glittered under a low-swept
hat from which osprexs or ostrich feathers curled. I thought her
a mixture of Lady Deadlock, La Dame aux Camelias, and Rider
Haggard’s She. I also thought her remote as the stars: I was wor-
shipping a goddess from afar. But my heart leapt up to the
victoria more than it would have done to any daffodil. Each
evening I was bewitched.

Suddenly the eyes of the goddess flashed in my direction. I
turned round to see at what or whom they might be tlashing:
I could see nothing. I roved my chair so that I was alone, next
day, in a corner of the balcony. This time, unmistakably, there
was a smile. I could not believe it. She has, I thought, mistaken
me for some acquaintance. Nevertheless my legs, one cvening,
carried me down the steps and set me walking after the victoria.
Did it stop? It did. And, as I came up to it, the goddess leaned
out and cxtcndmg a small gloved hand, said (what an anticlimax)
‘Bonsoir, mon am:’. And in a flurry of silk and lace she descended,
and walked into a teashop. I, innocent idiot, walked on. Doubtlcss
there was a cackle of laughter from Olympus.

Why did I walk away? Shyness, ignorance, innocence? Or did
I not really wish to meet the goddess face to face? At this distance
I cannot tell. But tlie result was to arousc her attention — and
resentment. Next day and on days following, as I wafked to or
from the club, the victoria drew in to the curb beside me, and
.the greys, slow-stepping, walked at my pace. I looked away. To
become the pursued rather than the pursucr was, to my young
mind, something of an affront.

Clearly it could not stop there. With infinite caution (so I
imagined) I sat at the bar of the Mohammed Ali cluband chatted
with the barman. He, like all his species, knew about cverything
and everybody in social-sexual circles. With great tact (so I
supposcd? I got around to the victoria. He laughed. ‘You mean
that trollop Marica? A good bint] but she’s married to a Turk
and kept by old Achmed Bey: anyway, she’s slept with everyone
in Alex, Better watch your step.’ I was dismayed but_not con-
vinced. Barman’s gossip, I thought. It did not match my vision:
I would not believe it. A few days later the victoria passed me,
and in it, with Marica, sat Gourlay. Gourlay was fat and florid
and vulgar: the most repulsive subaltern in Egypt. It scemed
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incredible that he should sit beside the goddess. He had, by some
chance, I said to myself, been introduced to her, and she was
graciously giving him a lift. A day or two later I cornered him,
and - with a brash stupidity — said, ‘Did you have a nice drive
with Marica?’ He looked at me with contempt. ‘A naice drive,’
+ he mimicked me. ‘I had a jolly good grind, if that’s what you
mean.” Withethose words a goddess fell with an alnfighty thud
into limbo. Suddenly I was in a mad rage, not only with Marica
and all her sex, but also with my own stupidity, ignorance, and
failure. I rushed into the brothels of Alexandria. They were
legion, and (in the absence then of cinema and radio) the most
usual form of distraction for the troops¢I wanted, I suppose, to
revenge myself on Marica and on all women. Like a dipsomaniac
who is weaned from alcohol by overwhelming and sickening
doses, I procured a satiety which revolted me. Women, I decided,
had nothing to do with romantic love.

This partly romantic, partly squalid, episode is germane to my
story for two reasons. In the first place it is true, and strange,
and still vivid: in the second, it may have considerably deflected
my life. I do not know — nor does anyone else — when and why
homosexuality occurs: perhaps the Marica muddle was a symp-
tom rather than a cause. Freud says that you can never make a
homosexual into a heterosexual, and vice versa: that the pattern
is fixed at birth. But somctimes, when Iehear people talking
about tle dangers of the ‘corruption’ of the young by homo-
sexuals, I wonder how far the heterosexual young may also be
‘corrupted’ by the wrong kind of woman. Heterosexuality also
has its perversions. Had I had a romantic affair with Marica at’
that romantic moment of youth, my attitudé to women might
have been a different one: as it was, I was romantically bruised
about women in gencral, and the two years of all-male society,
then a part of war, which followed, did not help to correct my
estrangcment.

While this was going on. I had embarked on another and
different actfvity. Hugly Bucller — perhaps that was his name, I
cannot now be sure — was an Australian actor-manager who had
a perfectly correct idea that, in the absence of other diversions,
the largest theatre in Alexandria could be filled to capacitv by
almost any tripe. I became, God knows why, a member of his
repertory company. We staggered through a mass of plays, The
School for Scandul. The Second Mrs Tanqueray, The Rivals, His
House in Order, The Truth, The Gay Lord Quex. We must have
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been frightful. It did not matter: the house was always full: we
got tumilltous applause: we even got flattering notices in the
local press. Hugh was a good producer and a bully. He would
keep us up all night, sitting away at the top of the gallery and
shouting “‘What’s this? A funeral? Start the scene again! or ‘Not
a single word have I heard: start again!’ or ‘Can’t you use your
legs? Are you paralysed? Walk straight down stage!” or ‘Put
your voice up, up, up! Hey, come out to the front and put your
voice up!” He.frightened me so much that I scarcely knew what
I was doing when on stage, but he did give me back the use of
my speaking, though not my singing, voice.

All this came to an akcupt end when I was ordered to Sollum.
It was just as well that I was. I was very nearly on the mat with
Major Edwards, who had succeeded Burrows. He thought that I
did not work, and his thought was right. I did not deserve
Sollum, but it fell into my lap. Sollum had been the scene of a
dashing little exploit by the Duke of Westminster — at lcast he
figured as the hero - against the Senussi, and a holding operation,
known as the Western Frontier Force, was put in there. I was
promoted to captain, and put in charge of a half-battery of
captured German howitzers. With me (I cannot now think why)
came the men of the trench mortar unit, I had one subaltern
under me. I also had a pair of horses. I was, more or less, on my
own. As often happens — perhaps as always happens — respons-
ibility made me a much better man. .

Sollum was altogether a lucky dip for me. Many people might
have been bored by it, but, if you like deserts, as I do, Sollum is
‘(or was) a Paradise. The bay, twenty-five miles across, sweeps
round in a scimitar curve of silver sand, and from it red cliffs
rush up eight hundred fect to flat desert above. In the little
port the water, emerald green, is so clcar that you can sce
a rusty anchor two hundred feet below. I had little to do save
for keeping the guns in trim and organising practise shoots round
the perimeter. For the first time I enjoyed ndmg there was
nobody to tell me what to do and I wgs quite athome in the
saddle. I used to gallop by mysclf over the desert which never
changed, except for the mirages, unbelievably complete with
palms and minarets and gleaming water, shifting into nething as
one approached them. I found the strange old Roman wells, dry
vaulted caverns which must once have collected water, and, with
the aid of our instruments, plotted maps of the arca. I played
water-polo with the men in the translucent sca, and got much
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ducked for my pains: but I had become a good swimmer. With
my subaltern, Caldwell, who was a Roman Catholic, I argued
much about religion with no result. I went out on a minesweeper,
and for the first time heard that extraordinary thing, Marconi’s
wireless — a voice actually speaking over the water at a distance
.of a mile! And I fell in love with a blond young man called
Stced, who seemed to me Sir Galahad. I would nosmore have
declared my love than I would have screamed in church: and I
don’t suppose I saw Steed more than a dozen times, and always
on formal occasions — a meal in an officer’s mess, a military exer-
cise, a foray with the Camel Corps, a walk with the tame gazelles
which he kept. And I never saw him aggin. But I needed to love,
not to be loved: and my love gave a shimmer to Sollum.

It did not last, of course: I should have liked it to last for the
duration of the war. After six months, I was ordered, with my
men, to join a battery in Palestine. The move was not only un-
pleasant: it was also, for me, terrifying. I was well aware that it
was onc thing Yo command a small unit in the back of befuff,
and quite another to be a captain in a battery of the front line.
I did not think I could do it: and therefore I couldn’t. I swiftly
became the worst captain in the British Army. Not only was I
an abject physical coward, throwing myself into a dugout or slit-
trench whenever we were bombarded, and telling a subaltern to
take over: I was also grossly incompetent jn all my duties. The
captain of a battery was then (I don’t know what he is now) the
pivot of the unit: the major commanding was usually taken up
with administrative dutics, visits to headquarters, plotting of
future moves, discussions of range and barrage with infantry
commanders, and so on. The suhalterns were controlled by the
captain. I controlled nothing: I was a figure of fun. I deserved
to be shot out with ignominy: but Major Bagnall, who command-
cd the battery, was a man of cxtraordinary patience and kind-
ness, and he was not going to let down his captain, however bad.
His tolerance made me the more ashamed, and perhaps worse.
Shiclded b him, I did legs and less. I was about the worst
soldier in the world. *

Then, suddenly, things changed. Bagnall was piven .ed tabs
and taken to headquarters. In his place came a Major who was
- and it is saying quite a lot — even worse than I was. He was, I
think, a sick man: a pale little squirt, with no authqnty and no
decision. He was terrified of everybody and everything. Perhaps
Bagnall had subtly cducated me: perhaps I felt a surge of re-
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sponsibility. Almost overnight I changed. My cowardice fell away
like the Albatross: I felt perfectly capable of running the battery,
Quite quickly I became an efficient officer. And then the Major
was wounded or fell sick: I don’t now remember which. He dis-
appeared, and, faute de mieux 1 suppose, I became co, and
presently was exalted to temporary major. I began to enjoy the
war. The battery was my pride, and I took greas pleasure in
seeing that it was efficient. But I had reckoned without the
Brigade Commander, Colonel Moore. He - probably for good
reasons — detested me, and wished to get me out. Through the
grapevine of my still loyal trench mortar men, I came to hnow
that he wished to replage me by a protegé named Burns. And I
was now subjected to a sort of witch hunt. Moore would descend
on the battery at all hours, ply me with questions, examine my
reports and returns, be present when the battery moved, watch-
ing me. Presently he sent a complaint to headquarters, saying
that my ammunition returns were inaccurate. (So they were: you
cannot keep on firing shells and at the same time have your
ammunition returns up-to-date.) I was summoned to head-
quarters There was an odd parallel with my summons by Lyttle-
ton at Eton. I had prepared - oh fool! - a brief to show that the
battery had been efficient under my command. The General, like
Lyttleton, cut me short. ‘I think,’ he said, ‘you are a little young
to command a battery: so I shall transfer you.” I walked across
the yard of the farm with the Staff Captain, and had d'fficultv
in controlling my tears. He slapped me on the back. ‘Come. I’ll
give you a drink,” he suggested, ‘these things happen to every-
body.’ Gratefully I swallowed the whisky, but I was humiliated,
ashamed, and enraced. I had come to love the battery and the
men: at one fell unjustificd swoop, I was treated as a criminal.
From that moment, perhaps, began in me a pathological hatred
of all Little Men in Authority. In later years, I had it out with
the General. He said, ‘What could I do? Go against my Briga-
dier? And where would that have ended? What did it matter
to me?’

Demoted again to captain, I was sent to a ‘Derby’ battery on
the coast. ‘Derby’ men were then regarded as conscripts, and
thought poorly of. I was of the same opinion. I loathed the
battery and its officers and men. I was desperately unhappy. But
my unhappiness — or my experience — had cancelled out both
cowardice and laziness. With no pleasure, I did my job with
efficiency. I had learned the rigmarole and could carry it out
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I was a quite good captain, but in my heart I wanted to howl.
One day 1 was called to the telephone by HQ. Bagnall was on
the line. He said, ‘The General wants to know how' you are
getting on?’ I said, ungraciously, ‘You must know perfectly well
that I'm not getting on at all’ He said ‘Happy?’. I said: ‘No,
sir.” After a pause, he asked: “‘Would you care to come to Head-
quarters, the General says?” Ungratefully I replied, ‘Anything
better than this.’

I found mysclf working under a Major Armstrong, who was
called Counter Battery Staff Officer. Counter battery work of
those days would in these seem ridiculous. Nevertheless it was
the greatest fun, and admirably suited my capacities. The aim of
it was to find and silence enemy batteties. For this purpose we
had ten telephones, a huge map, and the power to ask the Royal
Air Force to take photographs. The ten telephones, at which one
or other of us were in attendance night and day, were connected
with various points in the front line: if one enemy battery open-
cd fire, the observer would give us, as best he could, a rough
bearing by car. When several of these bearings came in, we criss-
crossed the strings on our map (each leading from an observer’s
post) and guessed the position of the battery. Then we would ask
the rAF to photograph the map square. With a jewellers’ lens
we studied the photographs. It was a Heath Robinson procedure
by the standards of today: yet long practise soon made us expert
in it. Agmstrong went away and I took hfs place. I had become
so accustomed to the job that I had a quite accurate (I was later
able to check it) idea of where the cnemy batteries were 1
developed almost a sixth sense about it. In the back of my mind,
I knew that some enemy battery had not fired for some time and
must have moved. A couple of i _arings would tell me that that
was the six-inch in AQ § — 17; and quite often, turning one of
our own batterics on to it — could silence it.

For the first, and last, time in my army career I had a sense of
achicvement. I had an idea that I was doing something which
fitted me, and which I could do well. Perhaps this was partly
duc to the fact that » was’comparatively safe (for, although I
had learnt not to flinch disgracefully from high explosi -e, I did
not carg for it), and partly to the frecdom from commanding
men, a chore which has never appealed to me. I am often sur-
prised by the apparent desire of many human beings to have
authority over others: I dislike it quite as much as I dislike the
authority of others over me. Then again — since I was pacifist-
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minded — I pleased myself with the notion that I was engaged in
defence and not offence: I was protectmg, as far as I could, our
men from enemy gunfire. This is the classic rationalization of
aggression as a means of defence: and, of course, nonsense. I did
not stop to think that T was helping to kill enecmy gunners: had
I done so, I should, I suppose, havc fallen back on the hoary old,
argument, ‘Well, they started it.’

About a year before this, in my first and very unhappy days
in Palestine, the poets had begun to invade my mind. I discover-
ed by chance that the more difficult poems of Browning, Sor-
dello, Paracelsus, The Ring and the Book, could banish my
trembling fear under gunfire: and I gradually began to accumu-
late volumes. Bit by bif, mostly through periodicals, I came to
know the then modern poets, Brooke, Blunden, Owen, Sassoon,
Sorley: and they made me rejoice. Somebody somewhere was
clothing in words my own detestation of war. The habit of
reading poetry grew on me and added a new dimension to my
life. I wished that I could write it but knew thatd had no talent.
I also began, when I had a chance, to sketch and paint. I still
have a few pictures done in Palestine: much better, alas, than
anything I ever achieved later, when I had been to the Slade
School. Under the influence of a congenial job, my mind began
to wake up.

Since at this time of my life (and perhaps always) I had to
have a hero to worsh'p, I found onc in Atkinson, the Sgaff Cap-
tain. He was a dour north-countryman: an admirable soldicr of
indomitable courage. It was the attraction of opposites, perhaps.
It started when, one day, we were both in the front line, and 1
was trying, with the donkey’s cars (double periscopes), to spot
an enemy sniper. A german howitzer shell landed about three
yards in front of me: the donkey’s ears were blown away and |
was buried in rubble. Emerging, I found Atkinson looking at me
with distaste. ‘Do you know,’ he asked me, ‘that you've gone
quite pale? It’s a very bad example to the men.” ‘Well, damn it
I spluttered, ‘and so would you.’ ‘No,” he said. ‘Yo must lcarn
to control yourself.” A little later we were walking over an open
stretch of ground between the reserve trenches and headquarters
when a Turkish ‘pipsqueak’ battery spotted us, and thought it
would have some fun with us. The threc- poundcr shells were
small but noisy: one burst ahead of us, and then onc behind.
‘They’ve got us bracketed,” I said to Atkinson. ‘Shouldn’t we
run?’ My legs were trembling. Atkinson sat down on the ground,
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and slowly unrolled one of his puttecs. ‘Do what you like,” he
said. ‘No Turkish pipsqueak is going to make me run.’ For a
moment I balanced precariously between my fear and his esteem.
His esteem just' won. And no more shells came. From that time
Atkinson took a fatherly interest in me: he hoped to improve
me, I think, and perhaps he did: but nothing could make me a
good soldier. |

Presently we began to prepare for the offensive of September
1918. This was enthralling, partly because it was a beautiful
operation, partly because we were entrusted with’ what was a
very wéll-kept secret. I had by now an almost unique knowledge
of the enemy guns in our sector, and could see how they could be
ncutralized. We drew beautiful maps of the planned forward
movements of our batteries and their subsequent ranges. I sup-
pose that Allenby had an overwhelming superiority of men and
guns and acroplanes, and was bound to win his battle: perhaps
that happens with almost all generals. But the feint with a thinly
held line in Jordan, the sccret movement of nearly the whole
army to the coast, the sudden thrust and the wheeling movement
which nearly — though not quite — trapped the whole Turkish
Army, formed a very pretty picce of strategy. For a few weeks
I enjoyed war.

On the cvening before zero day, Atkinson and I thought —
since our part of the work was finished — that we might pay a
last visiteto our respective batteries. The general, somewhat
reluctantly, allowed us a car. We drove through the darkness up
the new road which had been made, in preparation for the offen-
sive, up to the front line. Missing our way, we drove straight in
to the front line trench. We were thrown on tp the parapet, and
the car, with its engine nicely teloscoped, stood straight on end.
The infantry laughed a good deal. The car, ruined, was put under
some brushwood, and we walked the six mules home. The general
was not pleased. ‘In future,” he said, ‘you two will not go out to-
gether.” The next day, however, the army had moved far ahcad,
and I was fdled with an overwhelming desire to see the country,
now cleared, which I Had long been studying from photographs.
I asked the general if T might have a horse. With a rot vay good
grace hegassented, warning me to be careful of snipers. I trotted
along in the glorious weather, very pleased with myself and life.
Onc by one I found the battery sites which I had studied: some-
times without their guns, sometimes with: in two cases I dis-
covered dummy wooden guns which had completely foxed me.
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Towards evening I approached the site where I knew my old
battery should be, saw it in the distance and waved: and at that
moment the horse and myself fell into a deep Turkish dugout.
We disappeared. The horse was staked and had to be shot: I got
a slashing cut on the leg. When I got back to headquarters, the
general was less angry than I had feared: he grunted and said,
‘T suppos¢ boys will be boys.’ ,

Almost immediately we were asked to ‘volunteer’ for France.
I do not know now whether this was a kind of overspill of panic
from March, or whether, cven in September 1918, the situation
in France was still bad. It was obvious that we all had t® ‘volun-
teer’, though I for one greatly regretted the glittering possibilities
of Constantinople. Soon we were sailing from Alexandria for a
destination unknown: and with T. E. Lawrence on board, a
strange and very unsympathetic figure, wrapped in anger, about
whom we had heard vague rumours, but whose acquaintance it
did not seem worth cultivating. If we tried to specak to him, he
was rude and boorish: so we left him alone. Atethat time, oddly
enough, it did not occur to us that the war was coming to an
end: we thought that we were going to spend years in France.

At Taranto we were put on to a train. There were four hun-
dred of us, four to a third-class carriage of incredible filth, which
meant that two slept on the scats and two on the floor. I was on
the floor, of course. The journcy actually lasted nine days. It was
so rough that a hundred and fifty officers fell out oe the way,
stricken by various diseases. The rest of us arrived, somewhat
battered, at Cherbourg. Here we were told that we were going to
England, that our train would arrive at Waterloo at such-and-
such time, and that we could send telegrams to our families an-
nouncing our arrival This we did.

It was very strange, after three-and-a-half yecars, to sce the
English countryside again. I had mixed feclings about it. T had
got used to sunshine, and England was drab and wet. At Water-
loo there was a great crowd, and an orgy of kissing. Suddenly I
found myself alone on the platform with another efficer whom
I knew slightly. Nobody had come to tncet us. We sat on our
valises, and talked. At first we said, ‘They’ll come presently.’
Then we knew they wouldn’t. We began to talk of the,possibili-
ties of taking an orange farm in Palestine: a nice country, we
thought, and oranges secmed to grow casily: a little ploughing
and manuring, and one picked them off the trees, crated them,
and made a deccent living. Presently, as the fog became thicker,
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we felt that we had better go. I remembered an astringent spin-
ster aunt who lived in Hill Street, was wealthy and not given to
emotion: and thither I went. Charlotte Ismay received me per-
fectly, showing no surprise and giving mz2 a hot bath (which I
greatly needed) and an excellent dinner. After it, I told her that,
since my parents had not bothered to mect me, I should not go
to Kincton aad I should not sce them again: I felt fuite con-
fident that I could make my own way in the world. I was not
upsct: I simply felt that my family no longer existed. Aunt Dot
pooh-paphed this attitude and said that I was being melodrama-
tic, and that my parents never had met anyone at stations, which
was truc. She picked up the telephone, 1ang them up, and told
them that I should be down at such-and-such a time and they
must meet me, or clse. ..

I went down, and was met. Everyone was embarrassed. The
house was a hospital, and twenty girls whom I had known in my
teens sat rounde the dinner table, disguised in vap uniforms.
They secemed to me unattractive, clumsy, and dull. My father
presented me with a cheque for £300, for my past twenty-first
birthday, and said he would now give me an allowance of £300
a ycar. I had a gratuity, and quite a lot of back pay which I had
not been able to spend in Palestine. It scemed to me that I was
staggeringly rich. Since it was still supposed that, after ten days
lecave, 1 was going to France, I was able to persuade my step-
mother to allow me to take my stepsister and her governess,
Stella Phillips — the two people I really loved - to London. I took
a suite at Claridge’s, and asked everyone I knew to lunch, dinner,
supper and the theatre. I made Arkincon come down from Dur-
ham. On his first day there, my stepmother also came to lunch:
there were about ten of us. I noticed that Atkinson seemed
strangely ill-at-case, and that there was sweat on his forehead.
I thought perhaps the room was too hot. After lunch my step-
mother, as we sat on the sofa on the right of the entrance to the
lounge (that®moment is very, clear), said: ‘Did you know that
your friend Atkinson whas a trooper?’ I said no, 1 hadn’t known
it, but in any case T had been a private. “That’s il ferent,’ s:}id
my steprgother. ‘You make strange friends ’ The next day Atkin-
son told me that he must go. I was too much buried in enjoyment
to care. He went. He wrote me a charming, heart-breaking letter
saying that he had enjoyed our friendship, but that ‘we moved in
different circles’. Pest and fiend that I was, I did not bother to
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answer. I never saw him again. In the whole of my life, I regret
nothing so much.

One morning, while my sister was trying shoes at Pinet’s shop
in Bond Street, the maroons blared. Across this distance of time,
I cannot imagine why we were not prepared for that moment:
on tiptoe, so to spcak, for it. But we were not. Scurrying out, we
secured a raxi by great good luck, and, with a sort of conditioned
reflex like that of everyone clse, said: ‘Buckingham Palace”
There followed an hour during which London was bewitched as
never since, and, I should guess, never before. 1945 was a damp
dull squib compared to it, and I doubt whether Mafcking night
saw such a release from tension. By the ume we rcached Trafal-
gar Square (and I cannot think why we went that way: perhaps
St James’s Street was blockcd) people were pouring out of the
houses like ants, flushed, crymg, laughmg, shouting, throwing
hats and shoes and scarves into the air, clambering on to every
cab, every taxi, every bus, every delivery wagon, every bicycle.
I see now, in front of us, a lorry filled with sacks, on to which a
whole lot of girls had clambered, tears strcaming down their
cheeks, laughing and weeping. All traffic control was gone: the
mass of vehicles, heavy with cheering people, moved up the Mall.
Through the trees, below Carlton House Terrace, an officer
perched on a milk waggon drove his horse at a gallop, the milk-
pails rattling bchind him. The war was over. And an epoch,
though we did not realize it, was ended.

I was now a person very different from the young man who
nervously slipped through the dock gates of Liverpool in 1915.
Whether the change was good or bad, whether I was better or
worsc cquipped for life, are questions answerable only if we lived
our lives twice over. Undoubtedly I was more self-reliant, more
decisive, and more adventurous, than I should have been had 1
spent those four years at Oxford. On the other hand I was more
restless and more confused. Had I been at Oxford, T should per-
haps have scen a straight dull road of life stretching ahcad and
taken it. Now I saw too many possibl¢ roads. Like all young
people — or at any rate most — I was divided in mind between
practical possibilitics, vague desires, and conventional associa-
tions I had been an undistinguished soldier and an undistinguish-
ed schoolboy, and I had (though this came later) few illusions
about my talents. If I thought about the future, which I did not
do very much, it was with a sensc of alarm: I was trained for
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nothing and I seemed to myself already old. I had a vague desire
to live someV{herc on the borderland of the arts, but since I had
never met a single musician, painter, architect, journalist, writer,
poet, actor, producer or publisher, I had no idea how such a
borderland could be reached. I also had a vague desire to get
away from people, and to live a life apart from cities, societies,
and institutiops. Again, I had no idea how such a thing could be
accomplished, My conventional associations decreed that Work
was a different thing from Pleasure — as it ought not to be. I was
aware that my father might take a strong and unpleasant attitude
if I did*not follow approved lincs, and the approved lines were
few. The Army, the Navy, the Air Force, the Foreign Office,
the Civil Service - these would pass: to become a lawyer, a doctor,
or an architect might have been just possible if (as I thought)
I had been younger, but at twenty-two I was too old for long
studics, and there was a host of much younger people coming
up. I should, I felt, be instantly condemned - and deprived of
money — if I #xtempted to become a painter or a writer or
a musician: in any case I had small faith in my abilitics. I can
sce now that I was timid and silly: but most young people are:
and the carly twenties of 1918, thrown back into the world with
a half-completed education, were curiously unwanted by society.
Older people shook their heads and thought that we had better
stay in the Army: younger people were irrijated by our tales of
war, andewanted us out of the way. Except for those of un-
doubted rtalents and decisive aims, the situation was uncomfort-
able. Among a mass of confused feclings I had one sure wish -
that T did not want to live in England. The spacious days of
Nutfield still held my affection, and I did rot doubt that the
Fnglish should govern the worl but the grey wet climate and
the conventional masks held no charm for me.

I now entered upon a decade of glorious life. I was stiff in
opinions, always in the wrong, everything by starts, and nothing
long: I was #nstable as water and I did not excel: nevertheless,
I enjoyed life to the full. The way that I chose — or that circum-
stances chose for me — was disorderly, aimless, and often plain
mad: bug, as I now sce, it was the pattern which fitted my
character, and which, lamentably, through economic necessity
and convention, I failed to maintain. My character was allergic
to all respectability, routine and repetition: steady jobs, long
service, ‘loyalty” and patient cffort seemed to me then, as they
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seem to me now, denials of life. Man is born to skim every
possible experience and enjoy them all: not to spend his whole
waking hours — Good God! - in an office or a factory, with the
carrot of an old-age mension dangling at the end of it. In this
matter our age has made its most dreadful error, and that will
be the verdict of posterity: and worst of all creeds is the famous
communigt delusion which seeks to dragoon men, Jike ants, into
‘usefulness’. A pox on usefulness! There they go, the useful scien-
tists who help to destroy humanity, the useful politicians who
muddle the world, the useful business men who pick pockets and
create anxiety, the useful civil servants binding men with rules:
there they go, tumbling into the dark, forgotten: and, as Matthew
Arnold said, ‘unfreed, having scen nothing, still unblest’. True,
Matthew Arnold also had hard things to say about the wide
ocean: but for me, at any rate, it seems preferable to be struck
by the tempest than to live in a brazen prison. My trouble was
that, instead of exposing myself to tempests, I was apt to run for
shelter.

Demobilization in 1918 was a long and frustrating business. It
was indeed such an infuriating process that in 1945 the War
Office, under my friend Sir James Grigg, took cfficient steps to
see that it was not repeated. I was sent to Catterick Camp, a
dreary place where for four uscless months I carried out uscless
army duties — long fussy drills, spit and polish, ceremonial pa-
rades. I was bored (as most of us were) by this aiml2ss prison
life. In the evenings, for want of anything better to do, I went
to the Officers’ Club and had dancing lessons. But I could not
dance. I could learn steps, and dance by myself: I could not
dance with somcane. This was not due to anti-feminism: in later
years at ‘queer’ partics I tried dancing with men, and that was
worse: it was duc to some strange lack of response to another
human body. I am oddly and unrcasonably revolted by phvsical
intimacy. I am astonished by the desire of many human beings
to share a bed with another, cven for one night, or, God save us,
sometimes for a whole lifectime: to me the idea seeens repulsive.
The Western idea of kissing is something chat I could do without:
and as for what the Americans have aptly termed ‘necking’, I
find it a hideous bore. I fail to understand why human beings
should fcel compelled to stand or sit or lic, sucking at cach
other’s flesh. The good or wicked fairics at my birth left these
pleasures out of my composition. When people pat me on the
back or ruffle my hair, my immediate reaction is to strike them.
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So, although I loved music and movement, I could not dance.

One day I happencd to attend a lecture given by Alec Waugh.
He cxtolled the delights of a university, and the value of them as
a part of experience. I was carried away. Eor a.shining moment
the four-year-dead dazzlement of Oxford was revived. Impuls-
ively I decided that I must go. And this decision was convenient,
because demobjlization was made easier for accepted students.
But to arrive in Oxford was far less easy than I had imagined.
In 1914 I had matriculated and been accepted by the House: but
now the House would have nothing to do with me, at least for a
couple of°*years: it was full of younger men, and also those from
the Army who were more distinguished, or showed more promise,
than L. I therefore had to accept Brasenose, and thereby, I
suspect, cooked my goose. BNC was then a college curiously
divorced from Oxford's intellectual life: it was the habitation of
‘hearties’, intent on sport and rowing: and I was a fish out of
water. My splendid visions of warm friendships, enthralling
studies, and brilliant honours rapidly dissolved. The ever-jang-
ling bells and monastic atmosphere grated on my nerves. When
Mr Stallybrass enquired what school T wished to take, I replied
‘International Law’. He smiled benevolently and said that no
such school existed. I said that it should exist: we had to learn to
avoid war. He suggested that I take History, which ‘would come
to much the same thing’. It did not, although {diotically I agreed.
I might hawe done well in English, and, since I was drifting to-
wards the Foreign Office, modern languages were essential. I was
a complete fool at History: those biased national accounts of
cvents have never held my attention. For two terms I sported my
oak, and waded through volumes which bored me: then I threw
in my hand, and had a splendid +* 1¢ on the river. And I went
to sce Robert Vansittart at the Foreign Office. He was an old
acquaintance, since he had been a friend of Lord Willoughby de
Broke, who lived near Kineton. I explained my dilemma to Van-
sittart, and asked him whether (since I was now more or less
committed, bye lack of other ideas, to the 10 examination) I
should stay at Oxford fot the three years necessary for a degree.
He <aid that he thought that modern languages, learnt a'road,
would be far more valuable. I therefore decided to t.v to France,
Ttaly, and Germany.

My father was, perhaps not surprisingly, much angered by my
behaviour. Not having been to a university himself, he thought
that they were a waste of time. However, once I had decided he
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expected me to stick to my decision, and the idea of ‘abroad’ was
hateful to him. He began to embark on a kind of passive resist-
ance which became a habit: it consisted in forgetting to pay me
my quarterly £75, and thus making me write to ask for it,
which, as he knew, I did with some distaste and guilt. Indeed I
would spin out my moncy at the end of cach quarter until T wgs
stony breke. Later, when I began to carn money, he frequently
forgot to pay it altogether: but by then it did not matter. In
those early years I could not do without it, because 1 was
superbly unfitted to earn money at anything. And I developed
an angry resentment at being dependent, which stayed with me
even when, in my fiftics, I inherited an uncarned income. I am
all in favour of unearned incomes for all, but I cannot escape a
feeling that such money is not quite real and may disappear.
Which of course is possible.

I did not know quitc how to go about learning French in
France. It was easicr planned than done. I asked Vansittart and
others of his circle, but the war had created a gap in the tradition
of French cramming-houses, and I got no further. I went to Paris
and stayed in a series of (nccessarily) cheap pensions, and took
lessons from a charming lady of the Comédic Frangaise who
made me stand up and declaim Racine and Moli¢re. It was a
moment of acute Anglo-French tension, and the French were
full of the idea that we had fought to the last Frenchman, did
not care that France was devastated, and were detting them
down. The pcople in my pensions carcfully shook hands with me
at every breakfast, and never ceased being rude about England
and the Fnglish. I began to feel enveloped 1n a fog of hatred.
A detestation of, Paris was born in me, and flourished: even to-
day, I cannot go there without feeling stifled It is the only city
which I have steadily disliked. And I felt at odds with the
French. Later experience taught me to modify that view: but
that couple of months in Paris bred in me an unrcasonable kind
of idea that Edward VII had been very much mistaken, and that
our proper allies were the Germans. And so I think they are: it
is, paradoxically, the closeness of out views which makes us
jealous of them. England is never really allied with a Latin
country. .

Presently I heard of a place in Blois. Madame la Marquise de
Montarby had, it seemed, accepted pupils before the war and
been very successful with them. It sounded grand: I took off for
Blois. Nothing could have been worse. The very doubtful ‘Mar-
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quise’ was a yellow old dame dying of cancer in a very small
flat: her daughter, poor, sad, sacrificing Marie-Louise, -was to
take over the teaching, which she was quite incapable of doing.
They were desperately poor, and I was tke only pupil who had
come their way since the war. Marie-Louise and I sat on the
floor in the old dame’s bedroom, while she read the Lives of the
Saints, and ocgasionally, in a hoarse voice, utteted somo comment
such as: ‘Sa langue était noire! Est-ce que ma langue est noires” -
putting it out. The position was horrid. I knew that they needed
my money, I knew that I was wasting time, and I had not
cnough ‘money to make another move. I bicycled around the
countryside, trying to discover other possibilities. One day I
found myself at a gate in a long white wall outside St Avertin.
I glimpsed what seemed an attractive house and a large garden.
There was a barking of many dogs. The gate was opened by a
tall, gangling, completely bald man, who regarded me with dis-
favour. ‘“Aucune place ici” 1 asked if I might come in. With a
bad grace he albwed it. There was indeed a charming garden,
dipping down into a valley and up a hill beyond. There were
scveral beautiful Alsatian dogs. We sat in a cool hall, and pre-
sently some white-and-gold doors were opened, and Carola de
Ritter came in. At that moment a bell should have rung in my
head. She was a beautiful woman, with decp blue eyes and a
strange scar which somchow increased her,attraction. She was
decisive testhe point of rudeness, but there was something dra-
matic about her. Abruptly she told me that she was full up and
could take no more pupils. I said that I was sorry, stood up,
and left.

I went back to Blois with my mind made up. I felt sure that
Muadame de Ritter was the right - cher for me. I sat down and
wrote her what must have been a very naive letter, in which I
said that I had liked her dogs and her garden, and that, when
she had a vacancy, I should like to come. She wrote back saying
that my letter had amused her, that she was glad that the dogs
and the garden had passed muster, and that I could come at once
if 1 was un jeune homme sérieux. She added that she had no use
for pupils who were not sérieux. I packed my bags and w-nt.

There gere four other young Englishmen in the house. Ma-
dame de Ritter was a tcacher of whirlwind rapidity, quick im-
patience, and - if you met her half-way — glowing enthusiasm.
The gifted teacher is very rare, and I was fortunate. From 7 to
12 a.m., she took each of us for an hour. During that hour, one
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was expected to have learnt twenty of the idiomatic phrases -

A gui le dites-vous? Don’t [ know it¢ ~ of which she had _accur;:-
ulated many hundreds: to read an essay in Fr.ench which she
had set the day before: and to recite by heart a passage from
a French author, dramatist, or poet. Each of us came out frgm
that hour with perspiration beading our brows: but also with,
increased cknowledge. In the afternoons the youpg gentlemen
went off to Tours to amuse themselves, or to play golf: but I
could neither afford, nor did I want, such distractions. On my
first afternoon I rang the bell for tea. The bonne who answered
said that Madame did not give le gouter. I lcaned out of the
window and saw Madame de Ritter sitting in the garden, read-
ing. I said: ‘I want tea.” Without looking up, she replied, ‘Go
and get it in Tours, like the others: I don’t provide it.” I said,
‘On the contrary, I want to stay here and work: and I want tea.’
She looked up laughing and said, ‘Foutez-moi le camp.’ 1 said,
‘No, I won’t.” ‘Very well,” she said, ‘come down and have tea
with me.” I went down, and, as I sat under the trees with her,
she suddenly became warm and charming. She told me something
about her life, that she had studied at Oxford and the Sorbonne,
and was a friend of Rénan, with whom she greatly wished to go
and work. She asked me about my past and my plans. ‘Si vous
étes vraiment sérieux,’ she said, ‘I think that I might help you not
only in French — that is easy — but also in other subjects. I know
these Foreign Office examinations.’ I said that [ was 4és sérienx
Her blue cyes sparkled, and her checks were flushed. She had
fallen in love with me. That fortunate event probably enabled
me to pass the Forcign Office Examination.

But, as always, I could not stick to anything for long. One
day, at a tennis party, I was introduced to a distinguished French
General called de Bonneval. He was an enchanting old gentle-
man and I got on very well with him. He told me that his great
ambition was to learn English I said, meaning nothing, ‘I should
be delighted to teach you.” The next day I received a letter in his
spidery handwriting. He told me that he was Governor of
Constantine in Algeria, and that if I would care to go and stay
with him au pair and teach him English, he was sure that his
threc daughters would incrcase my knowledge of French. The
invitation seemed to me exotic and enchanting: I accepted im-
mediately. I had reckoned without Madame de Ritter. Her fury
was blistering. ‘Tu n’es pas sérieux!” She wept; she was dis-
traught. So was I: but I was determined to go. (God knows I

62



have been punished in later life for my callousness towards the
few people who loved me.) I sailed for Algiers. It was a terribly
rough crossing: the thrce men in my cabin were laid out, retching
and green in the face. I stayed on deck for the thirty-six hours,
thinking that if the boat rolled over I would rather be drowned
than caught inside. Fear has always conquered seasickness for me.
* Constantine was, I thought, a dream of beauty. It Js one of
the most dramatic cities of the world. Round three-quarters of it
the river rushes in a chasm so deep as to be reminiscent of Kubla
Khan. The General lived in a Moorish palace with innumerable
courtyards, and I had a suite of dazzling rooms. The de Bonneval
family were enchanting, and called me ‘Monsieur Pagaie’ because
I was, as they thought, so untidy. I did my best to teach the
General English, but it was not easy. He had studied it with
dictionaries, which had told him that ‘come’ should be pro-
nounced ‘keum’, and so on and so forth. I could not cure him of
these addictions. But his kindness to me was immense. He took
me on all his ropnds, and treated me as an honoured guest. 1
came to know quite a lot about Algeria and French colonialism.
The great aim of the General was to make me sick. When he took
me to lunch with sheikhs, and they handed me, from the cous-
cous, a wet and slippery sheep’s eye, he would chuckle, ‘Vous
aurez mal au coeur” 1 was determined that I wouldn’t, and
swallowed the sheep’s eye as an oyster. He took me to sce the
Aissoua, who mutilated themselves every Priday, and when a
man stuck ‘2 dagger through his belly or thrust his head into
flames - ‘Vous aurez mal au coewr” 1 didn’t. I laughed a great
deal and cnjoyed mysclf immensely. But I had yet to learn
Italian and it was time for me to leave. I took myself, as a
parting gesture,to Biskra, which I had not seen. On the way I
rcad Robert Hichens' Garden of Allah, and was caught up in a
wave of sentimentality. Biskra scemed incredibly romantic. But
all the hotels — it was out of scason — were shut, and it was not
comfortable. I went to the ‘Garden’, and asked Smain, the gate-
keeper, whethgr I could have my fortune told, as it is told in the
Garden of Allah. He summoned the fortunc-teller, and under the
twisted trees on the edge of the desert, he ran the sand through
his fingers and spoke of my life. I am no believer in fortune-
tellers, bue I very nearly believed him. He described my family
with uncanny accuracy, said that I was bemused by foreign
countrics but that my life lay in my own, that I should shortly
get a ‘brown letter’ to recall me (and on my return to Constan-
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tine, I got, anticlimatically, a telegram asking me to be best man
at a friend’s wedding), and that ‘what I wanted’ were ‘bits of
paper’ which I should get through a relative with a mark like
this — he drew it on the sand ~ on the calf of the left leg. When I
described this later, my stepmother cried, ‘But I have a mark
like that” And so she had. But I don’t think I ever got bits of
paper or,anything else from her.

Suddenly, Isadora Duncan descended on Biskra. The Royal
Hotel was opened for her, and I gratefully moved in. Isadora
had a pianist in tow called Walter Rummel, whom she spoke of
as ‘The Archangel Gabriel! Isn’t he beautiful?’ She included me
in her slapdash emotions — we were the only three guests in the
hotel — and I was spellbound by her extraordinary personality
and beauty. She was one of the strangest human beings I ever
knew. You could not say that she had any exceptional talent, or
even that she was strikingly intelligent: but she radiated such
colossal animal magnetism, combined with an utter disregard of
all conventions, that she scemed apart from the human race. I
met her again some four years later on the Riviera, just before
she died, and, although she had grown fat, she still scemed to
possess the same magical attraction.

Italian arrangements were as vague and unsatisfactory as those
of France had been. I went to board with a Professor Jalla in
Florence. He was an old man with a long white beard, and not
quite right in the hcad. His wife was Swiss, angular fussy, and
nervous, They lived in a small and ugly flat outside the Porta
Romana, and apparently knew few people. It was not a promis-
ing set-up. Presently the old man developed anthrax, and his
wife in tears told me that I must go. I moved to a pensione which
was not much better. I found Florence enchanting but was stuck
in a horrid isolation. One day some English acquaintances, whom
I met in an hotel, introduced me to an old Marchese and his
nephew, Sandro. Sandro was about my age and we took to onc
another. I was not (thank God) in love with him, nor he with
me: but we were, so to speak, on the same wave- lcngth of ideas,
amused and attracted by the same thipgs, and between us was
the bond of constant laughter. He became perhaps the best friend
I ever made, as snug and comfortable as an old coat. He was a
painter, and had a large studio flat in a tower in ihe via dei
Bardi which belonged to his uncle. He invited me to move in,
and I did. Not only the learning of Italian, but also life in
general, became much easier: Sandro knew a host of people, and
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also, since he was poor, how to live cheaply. And in those days
life in Italy could be dirt cheap. Sandro was, I think, an except-
ionally gifted painter, and, like the painters of the Renaissance,
did a bit of everything. He was an expert painter, etcher and
lithographer he amused himself by cleaning 6r faking-up old
pictures and furniture which he found in the markets: and he
dcsxgned for a firm of jewellers. He laughed a great deal over
my intention to go into the Foreign Office, and asked me why
I had chosen such a dreary career. Faced with his activities, I
began to wonder myself: there seemed to be many more interest-
ing things to do. My resolution became so shaky that I took my-
self off to Rome: after all, to become a painter and be cut off
with a shilling wasn’t on my list of possibilities, and it was high
time I passed some sort of examination. Shutting myself in a
small room in the via Gregoriana, I plunged through Dante,
Carducci, Leopardi, and I Promessi Spos:, and went out for
lessons in Italian and also German, of which I hoped to acquire
a sufficient smatrering to take it as a third language.

I had now spent necarly a year in France and Italy, and it was
time to present myself at Burlington House. I paid a flying visit
to Naples, which enchanted me: indeed I was in love with Italy,
and made a vow, which I have kept, that some day I would live
there.

Examinations are an unsatisfactory method of testing human
ability. At that conclusion everyone of sensibility, who has been
both examiner and examinee, must surely arrive. The young man
or girl who is nervous — and who of intelligence is not? — when
confronted by a paper or a row of faces, a time-limit and ques-
tions which may decide a whole future, may ‘often present a
caricature of himself or herself. An examinee, unless of blunted
feelings, can never be normal during an examination. An effort
is being made which alters character. True it is that facts, dates,
sums and arguments can be remembered and written down or
even spoken but it is only memory, not character, that is under
cxamination. An assessment of character is not made, any more
than a friend is made, in a few moments or hours. True again,
there will be records of character to consult, reports and refer-
ences to bé& read: but in most cases they will be prejudiced half-
truths - prejudiced, that is to say, by a desire to help or a dislike
of condemnation or cven plain likes or dislikes. On the other
side of the table the examiner, perhaps well-intentioned (but, if
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the appointment does not concern him personally, likely to be
indifferent) fits the puzzle together as best he can, and judges the
examinee. He cannot, however, say with any certainty, ‘This
individual will not, within the next month, become a dxpso-
maniac, murder his mother, burgle a bank, or turn into a lunatic.’
Nor can he say, ‘This individual will be Prime Minister, or the
Head of Scotland Yard, or the Governor of Canada, or thé
Managing Director of Hamdge s.” All that he can 5ay is that the
individual has or has not a good memory, and seems 1in his or her
first twenty years to have followed a safe conventional pattern.
Delude yourself as you will, this is not a recipe for finding great
human beings. And, if you take men who have risen to the top of
the human scum and made history, you will scarcely find a single
one who has excelled in examinations. The human brain has not
devised a substitute for examinations, but it is debatable whether
their futility is not the root of all our troubles. Men in authority,
in any field, should be, paradoxically, men without ambition.

The approach to Burlington House was frightening. A whole
life depended, or seemed to depend, on a week’s examinations.
I was appalled by the discovery that there were three hundred
and eighty candidates. I was even more appalled by their appear-
ance. They all seemed smarter, quicker, more intelligent and more
studious than I could ever hope to be. When the first paper was
placed before me, I could not even read it. The hall, with all the
assembled and busily-writing candidates, swam befg{c me. Ab-
surd as it may seem, I was at the point of fainting. For some
twenty minutes I was stuck in this self-inflicted hell: then I
answered the questions in a great hurry, with my brain function-
ing at about twenty per cent of normal. (Do you think that I am
going to tell you that I failed in these examinations? Not at all.
If you think that, you have misunderstood my arguments.) At
lunch-time Sir Adrian Baillie, who was one of the candidates
and had been with me for a short time chez Madame de Ritter
slapped me on the back and said: ‘You’re looking peaky! I shall
take you to Buck’s.” He gave mc oysters (the first tipne I had ever
swallowed them) and black velvet. I was fortified not only by
these, but also, and more effectively, by a notion that Adrian
was a complete ass (I knew that his French was lousy) and that
I could at least do better than he. In this idea I was ‘juite mis-
taken.

The examinations concluded, a nerve-twanging period of wait-
ing followed. Then the printed results were circulated. In those
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days (I do not know what the practice is now) marks were
awarded not by numerical figures but by signs — Alpha plus,
Alpha minus, Beta plus, Beta minus, Gamma plus, Gamma
minus, and so o — under each subject. I presume that this is or
was a dodge (and perhaps a wise one) of examiners to avoid
claims which concerned only high marks. The Alphas and Betas
could always be interpreted in different ways: for instance, that
the English paper represented only fifty, the Italian seventy, the
French a hundred, and so on. The total could be juggled. How-
ever, the hieroglyphs had to mean something. Adding them up in
various Ways, I concluded that I must be, on any count, among
the first six. I had of course passed: that is to say 1 was above
the line of those who had failed. I was thus a candidate for the
Selection Board, which was held after the examinations. This was
quite fair: the Selection Board did not have to concern them-
selves with a mass of unknown candidates, but only with those
who had passed a certain standard of intelligence. As far as I
remember, there were about thirty of us.

When the high white-and-gold double doors were opened in
front of me, and 1 walked unsteadily up an enormous room to-
wards a table at which twelve elderly gentlemen were sitting,
staring at me, I was, as you may or may not imagine, paralysed
by fright. The Chairman asked me to be seated, and I nearly
missed the chair. He said:

‘Colonel Bhillips, I think you might begin.’

There was a pause, during which Colonel Phillips riffled
through the papers in front of him, and my nerves rose to con-
cert pitch. Then the Colonel said:

‘I see, Mr Fielden, that at the beginning of the war you joined
up as a private. Now why did you dn that, when you knew that
England was calling for officers?’

The question was entirely unexpected. My mind fizzled. Had
my uncle told Colonel Phillips that I had refused a commission
in the Guards? I said haltingly:

‘I thought shat I ought to learn the job.’

Colonel Phillips said suavely:

‘Did you think that officers were not trained?’

I mumbjed: ‘I don’t know.” Colonel Phillips rolled his eyes to-
wards the Chairman. They said plainly: that is enough. My
spirits sank to zero. The Chairman said: ‘Air Marshal?’ The Air
Marshal, friendly, leaned towards me:

‘It seems that in Palestine you volunteered to be an air obser-
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ver, and did a course. And then you left it. How was that?’

All my weak points, I thought. I can hardly say that I was in
a funk.

‘I wasn’t very.good at it =" I started. The Air* Marshall cut in,
and said that the reports on me seemed to be excellent. ‘But I
couldn’t,’ I said, ‘see enemy planes quickly enough, and I wasn’t
good at ground spotting.” “Tell me,” said Air Marshal, ‘were you
frightened?’ ‘Well, yes, I think I was,” I replied. There was a
little laughter. A wave of anger went through me. The Chairman
said: ‘Mr Reaper?’

‘Now,’ said Mr Reaper in a hearty voice, looking down at his
dossier through gold-rimmed spectacles, ‘you went up to Oxford.
It seems that you attended very few lectures indeed. Is that so?’

‘I found them very dull. I thought that it was easier and
quicker to pick up knowledge from books.’

‘But the books bored you too, since you didn’t stay long
enough to take a degree?’

‘I thought perhaps I ought to learn languages.’

‘But you could have done that in the vacations, and at Oxford
too?’

‘I suppose so.’

Floored.

The Chairman said: ‘Sir John?’ Sir John, very handsome and
dignified, said:

‘Now. I shall ask you an important question. Yaw have spent
some considerable time in Palestine. What do you think of the
Balfour Declaration?’

All right. To hell with them.

‘I think,” I said, ‘that it’s the most degrading document cver
signed. England has sold itself to the Jews, and Palestine belongs
to the Arabs. And that is what cveryone in the Army thinks.’

The Chairman said: “Thank you, Mr Fielden.’

I staggered out, down the long red carpet.

It was no particular surprise to receive, a week later, a polite
letter to say that the Foreign Office would not be requiring my
services. Adrian Baillie, however, had b:en given one of the eight
vacant posts. I was angry. My work had been utterly wasted.
The passing of the Foreign Office examination did noy, so far as
I could see, help me to any other work. I went to see Vansittart.
He said yes, he thought perhaps I had been shabbily trcated: he
would see what he could do. A few days later 1 got a letter to
say that the Foreign Office would be glad to take me as Hono-
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rary Attaché at Washington or Budapest. Vansittart added a note
saying that, if I were patient, I should get into the service later.
The prospect did not please me — I was not rich enough to be an
Honorary Attaché — but it was Hobson’s choice. Then as now, I
had no desire to go to America, but Budapest seemed fairly
promising. I went to see Sir Thomas Hohler, our Minister there,
and at that jime on leave in London. He ‘'was affable, and
appeared dclighted to have me. He told me to buy a fur coat.
At lunch at my club, skimming the papers, I saw an advertise-
ment for an examination for the League of Nations Secretariat.
I had only vague notions about the League, and none about the
Sccretariat, However, I went round and put down my name.
The examination took place almost immediately. Compared with
that of the Foreign Office, it was simple. For the simple and yet
fundamental reason that I did not care and was not nervous, I
made no mistakes and came out by a long way top of the list.
A weck later I received a telegram from Geneva, asking if I
would go there &t once at a salary of four pounds a day. I had
no doubt that therc had been a mistake in transmission and that
four pounds a week had been intended - just about what I should
have got in the Foreign Office. I was quite content with that.
I wired that I was coming, said a polite goodbye to Sir Thomas
Hohler (and the Foreign Office), and departed for Geneva. Ar-
rived there, I found that I was actually togbe paid four pounds
a day. It sttmed a staggering sum. And in those days it was. I
had suddenly blossomed into affluence. A glance at a newspaper
had altered my life.

Geneva seemed beautiful. T had not become allergic to that
shattering destroyer of beauty, the picture postéard. Morning by
morning, the blue lake and snowy mountains thrilled me. The
spacious Palais des Nations was filled with enchanting people,
and T was happy as a lark. The League was indced staffed at
that time — as pioncering organisations of that land always and
melancholically are — with idealists who believed sincerely that
wars could b® stopped. The work — after a week of two of agony
~ was not difficult, thodgh i1t was arduous enough. The League,
having started from scratch, had to build up an enoimous array
of files vary quickly. Treaties, reports, the agenda of conferences
and the proceedings of parliaments, had to be translated not only
with rapidity but with accuracy. For this it was necessary to
dictate translations very quickly. I had never dictated before,
and I did not find it casy. My secretary, Judy Jackson, a darling

69



person who later became secretary to Mrs Stanley Baldwin, tap-
ped her shoe against the table-leg when I paused. I was infuriated,
and drove my mind faster and faster. Thanks to Judy, I soon
became expert at the job. Today I am horrifiéd to think how
that expertise has vanished.

My situation was now perfect. Sir Eric Drummond, the Secre-
tary-Gentral of the League, and his charming family, were very
kind to me, and I spent many happy hours at their house. I was
devoted to “Tiger’ Howard, that strange and unusual woman who
was the Eminence Grise — or perhaps Rose — of the League. At
week-ends we made up parties and went to Chambéry or Aix or
Gstaad. There seemed to be no reason why I should not stay in
the League Secretariat for ever, earning a larger and larger
salary, and falling back in old age on a comfortable pension.

There was a reason, however, and it lay in my own character.
I soon found Geneva not only boring but asphyxiating. The
mountains stepped closer: the lake was shrouded in mist. I was
fortunate in meeting the many celebrities who came to Geneva,
and for Fridtjof Nansen I developed a hero-worship: but it was
not enough. Geneva-for-life, however well-paid, was not my aim.
The Genoa Conference of 1922 was just rising on the horizon,
and I made it my business to go around saying that I was the
only person in the League Secretariat who spoke fluent Italian.
Nothing succeeds berter than blowing your own trumpet, and 1
was successful. Six of us were sent to Genoa to help the Italian
authorities. We were a harmonious and happy sextet. My salary
was raised to five pounds a day.

At Genoa we discovered that the Italian authorities, though
willing to spend any amount of money, had no idea about con-
ferences. They had provided the sumptuous Royal Palace, with
its private railway station below, and a blotting-pad and silver
paper knife for every delegate: and that was all. We were by
that time used to the procedure and requirements of conferences,
and we went to work on roneos, typewriters, paper, clips, tele-
phones, notice-boards, interpreters, and even hotel 'accommoda-
tion. For a weeck we worked extremely* hard: we hardly slept:
and I remember that the palms of our hands were bruised black
and blue by roneo machines and rubber stamps. Then we relaxed:
and for six weeks did almost nothing at all. Occasionally we
were called in to translate or interpret, but on the whole we were
magnificently lazy. And five pounds a day was a fortune in
Genoa.
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The Genoa Conference is long forgotten: but at that time it
was a glittering excitement — the equivalent, and perhaps more,
of a Summit Conference now. Thirty-four Prime Ministers at-
tended it, an event which had never happened before: and Lloyd
George (though a younger generation may not believe it) was
then a more dazzling figure than Churchill ever became. On the
top of all thag, the Bolshevist leaders were to attend® Genoa
seemed the hub of the world. If you could wear in your button-
hole the Conference insignia, you were persona grata everywhere.
Trains from the royal station ran every hour to east and west of
the Riviera: they were composed of Pullman carriages with deep
armchairs: there was no payment: one could go (and we went)
to San Remo or Rapallo for dinner or for the night. Splendid
meaningless speeches were made by day: I can still sce Lloyd
George, swinging his pince-nez on a black ribbon, saying “The
thrill of peace has run through the veins of Europe!” And there
was an unforgettable moment when, in absolute silence, the
Russian delegates, headed by Tchicherin and Krassin, who had
been brought down to the conference hall in a specially guarded
train, walked to their scats. Everyone expected a bomb. (The
bomb, however, took a different form in the Rapallo treaty.)

To my immensc astonishment, the Italian Government now
asked me if I would care to go to Rome to supervise the records
of the conference. They would pay me fyve pounds a day,
and it wouldast, they thought, about a year. It was a splendid
invitation. I wrote to Sir Eric Drummond, asking if I could
accept it. He replied that I could not. ‘You are,” he added, ‘con-
stantly running away: you must learn discipline.” A fig for dis-
cipline, I thought: and I replied that I was goifg to Rome and
the League could do without me. I burned my boats. The Italian
Government said that they would not need me for a month, so I
joined Sandro at Capri. There I swam and paddled canoes: and
was spellbound by the red cliffs and the blue water. One day I
received a letter from the Dutch Government, saying that they
would pay m® seven pounds a day if I would take a staff of
translators and interprettrs to the forthcoming cconomic con-
ference at the Hague. I was now drunk with the possibilities of
international conferences (and indeed they are still moneymakers
today, if you are on the bandwagon). I threw over the Italian
Government, and travelled from Capri to the Hague — a quite
long train journey then. The Hague was enchanting, and the
Dutch gave us a splendid time: I travelled over Holland and
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loved its fleecy clouds and flat views: but the conference was a
flop. Litvinov and the other Russian delegates simply did not
turn up at committee meetings: they went and learned to bicycle
on the sands of Scheveningen. Soon it was over. ‘I had bankrupt-
ed myself. I was unemployed.

The landscape, so far, has had few figures. That was inevitable.
For six years I had not, with the brief exception of Oxford, ever
spent three months in the same place or with the same people.
Life had flittered past me like a row of lights scen from a train.
And my compartment had been empty. In Geneva for the first
time I had a small flat of my own, and took my place in what
appeared to be a permanent social group. Apart from Sir Eric
and Lady Drummond, their daughter Margaret, and Tiger
Howard, there were R. H. Wilenski and his wife, for whom 1
soon felt a warm friendship: and they, though it did not scem so
at the time, pushed me towards a greater knowledge of the arts,
and the development of what talent I possessed as a painter.
There was Hilary St George Saunders, who with the studious
John Palmer wrote detective stories, and later made a name for
himself by writing The Battle of Britain, and other such accounts,
for the Government. There was Helen Foley the poet, whom
Hilary later married. Geoffrey Dennis, then struggling with his
first book, Mary Lee, was the intelligent head of our department,
and working with him was the lively red-head Sheik. Hall, whom
he was to marry. There was Dame Rachel Crowdy, beloved by
all, Chester Purves, a gentle creature whose heart was much in
the League, and William Moloney, a genial madman whose heart
was everywhere. There was the tall, handsome, commanding
woman known as Dr Dixon, who, until you knew her, seemed
like an incarnation of Hedda Gabler: and her friend Marjory
Locket, with the kindest and warmest heart in the world, whose
friendship was to go with me through life. Best of all my friends
perhaps was Mrs Lilian Adam, a gifted member of the Baring
family, who came out to work with us in spells; and was the
life and soul of every party. There ware, too, the visiting fire-
men, chief among them perhaps Philip Nocl-Baker, whom I came
to know well. Philip at that time walked in a cloud of glory,
both as a very distinguished athlete and also as an architect of
the League. He was to influence my future considerably. Just
about this time I also came to know Gerald Heard and Chris-
topher Wood. Christopher — not the painter — was a temperamen-
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tal young man of great wealth, and a concert pianist. Gerald was
a phenomenon. He had a brain like an encyclopaedia, w rapid
wit, and an enterely original view of life. For some fifteen years
he and Christopher became a part of my life: When, in 1937,
they decided, with Auden, Isherwood and Aldous Huxley to
decamp to Amcrica, I mourned their loss, and thought, as I still
think, that thgir decision was fatally wrong. - .

I proceeded now, as young men should, to fall in love. Or
didn’t I? I thought that Ann was very beautiful, I loved being
in her company, and was convinced that to pass my life with her
would be heaven. But I did not alas, wish to kiss her, fondle her,
or go to bed with her. I was not at the time quite aware of these
ambivalent sentiments, because I was astonishingly ignorant. I
had an idea that there was some dcep division between sacred
and profane love: as indeed there may be. At first it seemed to
me that I could marry Ann, even if lust did not enter into the
bargain: then I began to have doubts. Suddenly and for the first
time this ‘love’ ®madc me aware that, although I enjoyed the
company of women and wished to be married, my phvsical
desires flowed towards my own sex, and refused to flow towards
the opposite one. And let me add here that, if such was my
natural bent, born with me and inescapable, T myself certainly
did not bend it or like it that way: it was a crippling deformity.
Up to that time, I had never had a love affair with one of my
own sex, arfl the idea of such a thing violently repelled, while
also violagtly attracting, me. I suddenly saw that if Ann agreed
to marry me, as I was fairly sure she would, I might do her a
great harm. I resolved that this problem must be fought out: so
I went to Zurich to see Jung, and his assistant, Oscar Pfister.
I told them my tale, and they were charming and sympathetic.
I said that I wished to get married, and to change the course of
my physical desires. After several visits and a good deal of cor-
respondence, they told me that they feared they could do nothing
for me, unless I cared to be a guinea-pig for a delicate surgical
opcration (I think it had to do wirh glands and hormones), which
might or might not be s#ccessful. This I funked. Soon afterwards
I went with a party, which included Ann, for a ten day holiday
in Venices I had never seen Venice before, and it is a romantic
place. My love flowered. The others left us much alone, and we
drifted here and there in gondolas. I could not bring myself to a
decision. Would Ann, once married to me, suffer from my scxual
indifference? Should I, married to Ann, be miraculously cured of
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my homosexuality? I did not know. On the last afternoon of her
visit I had planned to stay for a few days longer — we sat on
the wall of the Arsenal Gardens, looking over the lagoons. I
decided that I would risk all, and ask the overwhelming question.
At that moment Ann, who had stretched herself out in the sun
on the wall, said: ‘You know, what I most want is to have a
dozen children.” Suddenly I saw it all: not only my own im-
potence, but a string of nappies across the years. The words
which had risen to my lips remained unspoken.

The next morning I ran beside her departing train, and my
heart shouted that I could not lose her. But I did. I shall never
be sure whether that decision was right or wrong. I belicve that
it was right. Those whom Nature has condemned to be homo-
sexual should not drag members of the opposite sex into their
lives. At the time, I was plunged in grief. Venice became a
melancholy place.

From the Hague, in a panic, I wrote to Sir ‘*Eric Drummond,
asking if I could return to the League. He replied gaily that I
could not do so in a permanent capacity: I was much too un-
reliable. But he added that he would be glad to have me on a
temporary basis for the Assembly, which was due to begin in a
month’s time. When I arrived in Geneva, I found that Sir Eric
had been indulging in a mild leg-pull at my expense. I could, if I
wished, again become a permanent member of the Sccretariat.
But my wish was very fecble. Certainly the League offered
security, travel, fairly easy work, pleasant surroundings, charm-
ing people — what more could one ask? I did ask more. What, I
did not know: tut not Geneva for life. That Assembly of 1922
was an awkward meeting: futile in the same way that, in a later
era, meetings at Lake Success were futile under Russian vetoes.
The Greeks, backed by Lloyd George, had embarked on a war
which — so the English hoped — would take them to Constanti-
nople and blot out the new nuisance, Mustapha Kemal. The
French, on the contrary, thought that Kemal tvas the cat’s
whiskers. It was the old familiar stomy: two great powers at
loggerheads, and all the rest trying to climb on one bandwagon
or the other. The Greek armies were falling back in disorder, and
a disaster was imminent. At public sessions the growing rout in
Anatolia was avoided with the beautiful delicacy which does not
recognize sodomy or masturbation. It was an altogether disgust-
ing performance by thirty-six nations. Eloquent speeches were
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made about fishing rights, opium, river pollution, plumbing in
Africa, the diseases of parrots, and other items of intergational
significance. Never a word about Anatolia. Dear me no. Veils of
hypocrisy and Self-interest were daily drawn ever the shocking
picture.

The only delegate to grasp these veils and rend them at least
temporarily was Nansen. Towards the end -of the session he
strode on to the dais, in spite of many efforts to restrain him,
and delivered one of the most fiery and heart-warming speeches
I have ever listened to. He trounced the assembled delegates for
their cdwardice and callousness. He pointed out, in his oddly
attractive Norwegian English, that the object of the League was
to avoid war, and that for a whole session a brutal war flaming
on the threshold of Europe had been ignored. He said that he
could only offer to go himself and instantly to the Near East,
and do what might be possible for the million-and-a-half refugees
who were being driven from the burning city of Smyrna. He
hoped that in ths work of mercy the League would support him.
With a poor grace, and the staggeringly small sum of £32,000
from the assembled nations of the world, it did.

I was fired by Nansen’s spcech. Here at last, it seemed, was a
thing to do and a man to follow. When I was given the oppor-
tunity to go with him, I leapt at it. Said Philip Baker, who was
also going: ‘We can’t pay anything but expepses, you know: well,
you can see® that we can’t.” I did see, and it did not seem to
matter: I had, in spite of myseclf, saved some money from my
salary, and it seemed enough. I did not quite tumble to the fact
that other people would necessarily be paid, and that the unpaid
worker is always suspect to the paid one. I was in a state of
exaltation — a crusader who did not realize how futile crusades
usually are. But Nansen had cast his spell over me, and it was a
very potent spell.

During my life I have been privileged, as a flunkey, to meet a
very large number of the celebrities of the world. No man or
woman has &ver given me quite the sense of human nobility and
dignity which Nansen m his every action conveyed. And, mind
you, Nansen had his faults and plenty of them. I was not hero-
worshippjng. Sometimes, in the days that followed, I could be
hurt by what seemed his failures. Sometimes he appeared to make
no sense at all. Quite often he acted rashly. It did not matter.
Always one had the impression of a steadfast soul, incapable of
a mean or trivial thought, incapable of selfishness or self-interest,
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incapable of the smallest cruelty, pf a flicker of dishonesty, of
discouragement, pessimism, harsh judgement or, and above all,
arrogance. Such qualities may not add up to success, but they are
a bright flame in the. world of men. It seems ‘to me sad that
Nansen is now fading into the mists of history, and that no book
so far written about him conveys the greatness of the man. There
is now only one man alive, Philip Nocl-Baker, who is in a
position to write the epic which Nansen deserves.

Nansen was born in Norway in 1861. His boyhood was spent
on a farm. The long hard winters accustomed him to snow and
ice, skis and skates, and also, perhaps, to solitude. His interest
fastened on physics, mathematics, geology, zoology, astronomy,
and - an obvious product — philosophy. When he was twenty-one
he, as he afterwards said, ‘burned his boats’ and sailed in the
Viking to the Arctic. By 1882 he was Keeper of Zoology at
Bergen, and in the following year he was studying the colouring
of nerve-threads under Golgi in Padua. In 1888 he sailed in the
Jason to Greenland and crossed it. At twenty-+eight he was al-
ready famous. He became Professor in the University of Chris-
tiania, and went to lecture in England. In 1893 he took the
famous Fram to the North Pole. From then on he was engaged
in Polar exploration, but in 1905 the dissolution of Norway’s
union with Sweden drove him into politics, and he became the
first Norwegian Ambassador in London. But his scientific in-
terests did not slacken, and in 1911 he was studying a new trade
route to northern Siberia, and went to Russia, where he was
received with great enthusiasm. 1917 saw him in Washington,
pleading for wheat for Norway: it was a natural step to the
beginning of his great work of relief, starting with his work in
Russia in 1921, and ending only with his death. The Nansen
passport for refugees — the result of his personal intervention
with each Government to get a number accepted - gave not only
a place in the world, but new hope in life, to lost thousands.

The most striking facet of his personality was, to me, stillness.
It was not an unfriendly or repellent stillness: it was the stillness
of a deep pool. The pool could be ruffled by a summer breeze or
agitated by a winter gale: Nansen’s laughter was frequent and
infectious, and his rages titanic; but his soul remained calm. He
never put on airs: he was his natural self with anyonc and every-
one: he loved dancing and food and the ladies: and he loathed
all cities. He was, perhaps, a mass of contradictions, and often
a source of irritation to men who considered themselves practical.
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Yet with him one felt curiously safe, as if caught up in a warm
ascending air of kindness, toleration, and understanding. More-
over one was spurred to effort, because one could not disappoint
him. His was a personality before which the human spirit might
well do homage. Certainly I had never met his like before, and
pever shall do so again. He became, most uncomfortably, the
yardstick of my judgement of all those who are set in authority.

Nansen now instructed me to take the Simplon Orient Express
from Lausanne on the following day, and to wait for him in
Belgradt, where we would arrive twenty-four hours later. Judy
Jackson, who was to go as Secretary, would accompany me. We
were told what to do in Belgrade to prepare for Nansen’s visit
there. It must here be explained that Nansen, though he had now
become Commissioner for Refugees in the Levant, was still in the
full flood of his negotiations concerning Russian refugees, and his
arrival in any capital city was a signal for thousands of them to
rush to him, demanding employment or housing or passports or
food. It was also a signal for the Government authorities to pre-
pare themselves for the demands Nansen would make, and to be
ready with all sorts of complaints about the behaviour of the
rcfugees, and the inability of the country in question to receive
any more. These matters quickly added up to a formidable total
of work. Judy and I were to prepare the necessary appointments
for the twemty-four hours Nansen would spend in Belgrade.

We drove along the lakeside in the early morning, arrived at
Lausanne, and found that the Simplon Orient Express had left
an hour before. It was October, and we had failed to note an
hour’s alteration in the timetable. The station authorities assured
us that therc was no other train for Belgrade until the next
morning. We were desperate. Judy was as zealous about the job
as I was, and it seemed unthinkable that thus, at the very first
stage, we should let Nansen down by sheer carelessness. It was
also unthinkable to return to Geneva, and unthinkable to wait
like two foels for the train which would bring Nansen. We
decided that the only thing was to go towards Belgrade as best
we could. We took a train to Milan, changed there, changed at
Venice, changed at Trieste, and at Zagreb had so long to wait
that we went for a walk. Zagreb in those days seldom saw a
foreigner, and we were followed by a policeman and presently
arrested as suspicious characters (spies, I suppose) and led to a
police station. There we complacently exhibited our diplomatic
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passports, and were bowed out with apologies. Altogether it
proved an amusing journey, and we arrived only two hours after
the Simplon Orient Express in Belgrade. De luxe trains are not
necessarily very fast anes.

In Belgrade it was raining heavily, and that city was then a
fairly squalid and shabby place, remarkable only for acres of
cobbles and partieularly sticky mud. I did not care for it at all,
and was bewildered by the Russian refugee chorés. A little gilt
fell off my crusader’s gingerbread that day: but Nansen’s arrival
restored it. Constantinople, which I had missed once, glittered
again on the horizon. But as soon as we were on thie train,
Nansen called me into his carriage, and said that he wished me
to leave the train at Nish the next morning, and go down, alone,
to Greece. He would, he said, write me a letter saying that I
was his representative in Greece and the Levant, and asking all
authorities to help me. I was flabbergasted. I could not imagine
what I could possibly do in Greece, I did not want to be separat-
ed from Nansen, and I very much wanted to go to Constan-
tinople. I stammered, ‘But I have no experience of refugee work,
and I don’t speak Greek or Turkish. What d’you expect me
to do?’

Nansen laughed loudly.

‘I don’t expect anyone to do anything, except what’s under his
nose. I didn’t know Russian, or what to do, when I went to
Russia, and I don’t speak Greek or Turkish any mere than you
do. Every man of good will can accomplish something. You will
be my eyes and ears in Greece. Act as you think fit. I have every
confidence in you.’

There was no quarrelling with this, and in the early hours of
the morning, feeling very cold and forlorn, I got down at Nish.
It really is not a very pleasant place, and I waited for some
hours with sinking spirits. It may seem strange that, since we
were concerned with the influx of a million and a half refugees
into Greece, Nansen was going to Constantinople. He did so be-
cause he thought, probably quite rightly, that his first step should
be to meet Kemal, and persuade him to desist from the wholesale
butchery of the Greek Army. ‘If,” said Nansen, ‘we are to have
a million and a half women and children, without men, on our
hands, the situation may be a little difficult.” In the event, that
was what we had: but he could not have known that he would
fail with Kemal, and Nansen had always an unconquerable faith
that heart-to-heart talks would settle everything.
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At this point it may be asked why I was not pleased to be
going to Greece: and the answer is that I do not know. For some
obscure reason, Greece is a country which I have never liked,
either in thought or in experience. Many English people adore it
and have adored it. Its dramatic ruins are impressive, its history

.seems a clarion-call to humanity, its treeless hills and mountains
have a certain grandeur. But for me it was and is a forbidding
country. As far as it is possible to dislike a whole people (which
of course is not possible) I dislike all Greeks. In 1922, at the age
of twenty-six, I did not rationalize my feelings in this way. I
only félt oddly allergic to Greece. That did not mean that I was
allergic to the job. Political thought was far from me: I wished
to serve Nansen and to mitigate the sufferings of refugees, to
whatever nation they might belong. Crusaders don’t love natives.

When the train for Athens drew into Nish, I was quite un-
prepared for my rcception. I had not grasped the fact that
Nansen was news wherever he went. No doubt someone at Nish
had registered the notion that I was of his company, and passed
it on. I had no sooner got on to the train than I was surrounded
by a mass of chattering, gesticulating Greeks. They informed me
that conditions in Salonika were worse than anything I could
possibly imagine: that thousands of destitute refugees were pour-
ing in every day: that housing and food were non-existent: that
plague was spreading: and what was Dr Nansen — who had all
the money # the world - going to do about it? As I had not the
foggiest idea what Dr Nansen was going to do about it, the
questions were embarrassing. I could only say, endeavouring to
put on an owlish face, that I was not at liberty to disclose
Dr Nansen’s plans. At the frontier I was received like royalty:
there wasn’t actually a band to play ‘See, the conquering hero
comes!” but it felt like that. My spirit retreated like a snail into
its shell. I longed to be anywhere clse. At Salonika I was met by
a limousine with a military escort before and behind. I felt a
bloody fool. I was whisked to the Governor’s palace, and pushed
through a nfass of humanity to his room. He seized my hand and
wrung it, then drew mato a large window, and, pointing drama-
tically, said: ‘Look! I looked: and saw a vast courtyard with
high walls, and beyond some iron gates a black yelling crowd of
struggling humanity. The Governor said: “They are starving, and
we have no food in the town. What is Dr Nansen going to do?’

The situation, had it not been tragic, would have been idiotic.
Here was I, a silly young man with no experience and no in-
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structions, being asked to perform a sort of miracle of loaves and
fishes. The trouble was that Nansen’s reputation as a miracle-
worker was great. It could not, I felt, be smirched. But what was
I to do? I could only say that my instructions wére to collect the
facts for Dr Nansen, who would doubtless act upon them. ‘Facts?’
said the Governor derisively. “There are the facts in front of
you? I s4id that I hoped he would enable me to sce the refugee
centres for myself and decide what was necessary. Morosely he
agreed.

There followed ten days of growing uncasiness for me. In a
car provided by the Governor I visited the squalid makeshift
camps which had becn hurriedly erected for rhe refugees. The
winter cold was beginning, and it was obvious that the lack of
clothing, warmth, food, and medicines would soon present a
formidable problem. The tents were inadequate and the refugees
were mostly dressed in the thinnest rags. They crowded round
me, asking when aid would come. I told my interpreter to say
‘Slowly, slowly it will come,” and a woman replitd ‘Slowly, slow-
ly we die’ After two days I sent a long telegram to Nanscn.
Rereading it now, it scems to me an adequate summary of the
amounts and kinds of food, blankets, clothes, medicines and tents
which would soon be a matter of urgency. My telegram was not
acknowledged: Nansen was pursuing Kemal and had no time for
me. But the Greek press had plenty. My every movement was
reported, and the comments gradually passed from Hdpe and wel-
come to irritation and anger. What was Mr Ficlden doing?
Mr Fielden, unfortunately, did not know.

I could not stand it, and decided to leave for Athens, where at
least there was a*British Embassy. Conditions at that time were
so chaotic that trains could not be boarded in stations: if they
came in to a platform, they werc instantly overwhelmed by
refugees. It was necessary to walk some way down the line in
darkness, and climb on to the train in a siding. There was an un-
comfortable sensation that the train might be mobbed. In Athens
things seemed even worse than in Salonika, and “Lindley, the
British Minister, was not sparing in his criticisms of Nansen and,
naturally, of me. The British residents had formed a committce
to deal with refugees, and had started a large camp. Nansen had
done nothing; and obviously I was a silly amateur. I sent another
long telegram: there was no reply. Frustrated and ashamed, I
went to work in the British camp, where our main business was
to delouse the refugees, to dig latrines, and to persuade these
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Anatolian peasants, with a whip, to use them. It was not roman-
tic. But I was just saved from despair by the members of the
Greco-Bulgarian Commission, which had been set up under Colo-
nel Corfe to supervise the exchange of populations consequent on
frontier alterations. Corfe and his deputy, Lindsay, were towers
of strength and humour. They laughed at my anxieties, plied me
with cocktails, took me to bathe at Piraeus, and made me visit
the Acropolis’and Sounium.

After some ten days of this, I received a telegram. As I opened
it, 1 thought with a sigh of rehef ‘At last!” The telegram said:
‘Kmdly arrange for Greek Government to pay their contribution
immediately to my account Ottoman Bank. Nansen.” This was a
bit steep. The Greeks had, with other nations, contributed to
Nansen’s fund, but it hardly seemed the moment to ask them to
pay. However, the drachma was falling rapidly, and it was clear
that the contribution would not be worth much if it were not
paid quickly. I had a somewhat unpleasant interview with
Doxiades, the Minister of Health: and the sum was paid. No
sooner was that accomplished than I received another telegram,
which rcad: ‘Have thirty thousand blankets at three shillings
each: kindly induce Greek Government to buy.” I trundled back
to Doxiades, who told me: ‘It’s very kind of Dr Nansen, but an
Italian firm has alrcady offered us unlimited blankets at two
shillings.” I don’t blush easily, but I must have blushed scarlet on
that occasioh. Presently a third telegram arrived. It said: ‘Pro-
ceed immediately overland Adrianople and there take over grain
supplies as per instructions awaiting you.” This was too much.
I did not sec myself taking a mad train journey through Mace-
donia, and finding myself again isolated. I had had enough of
Nansen’s silence. I took ship and sa+led for Constantinople.

Nansen, in the mecanwhile, cvaded by Kemal, had taken a
Greck destroyer and sailed, in a very rough sea, for the coast of
Asia. From the coast he intended to walk to Ankara and find
Kemal. The High Commissioners in Constantinople, who were
then the rulrs of that almost beleaguered city, had other ideas.
To them Nansen was a nuisansce. A British destrover was sent
down to intercept his Greck one, and he was picked off and
brought hack to Constantinople. He arrived there, in a towering
rage, soon after I did. It was raining in torrents, and I see him
now, dripping and furious, his blue eyes sparkling with anger,
the water flowing off his oilskins and dripping on the floor. But
Nansen never blamed anyone: the fact that I had flouted his in-
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structions did not matter. (I was by now in a sort of dotty haze:
Constantinople seemed to be the most exciting city in the world.)
Nansen explained that, under the Treaty of Mudania, the Greeks
must now evacuate Eastern Thrace: but that an agreement (of
which he gave me a copy) had been made with the Allied Com-
missioners to provide for the retention and removal of grain by
the Greeks. It was a peculiar document (I still have it) which
stated that ‘civilians might take away all grain’, and that ‘military
take all grain except what has been requisitioned from the Turkish
inhabitants’: and concluded with some menacing phrases, such as
‘the protection and assistance afforded by the Allies would na-
turally cease the moment the Allied troops were withdrawn’ and
that ‘Dr Nansen would have to make his own arrangements to
protect such grain as might be left after their departure’. This
really boiled down to the fact that Hilary St George Saunders
had been (he had returned to Geneva) and I now was, Dr Nan-
sen’s ‘own arrangements’. I departed for Eastern Thrace.

The train rumbled through the night. On eicher horizon vil-
lages, set on fire by the departing Greeks, were burning merrily.
I had an almost undecipherable list of places where grain was
stored, and of its Greek owners. Early in the morning, half-way
to Adrianople, I got out of the train at a small stop whose name
was on my list. I was marooned there for some hours. Then a car
arrived with a peppery French colonel, who was in charge of one
of the Allied Mixed Commissions. At this point of Thrace they
had a French majority. He gloomily took me to their head-
quarters. The French officers there were cynical about England
and the League, and pulled my leg unmercifully. In the middle
of the night, trysng to sleep on a hard floor, I overhcard a wild
quarrel between the colonel and the one British representative on
the Commission. The Englishman was accusing the French of
murdering Greeks right and left. I got up and put my hcad in:
the colonel yelled at me to be gone. It was nightmarish.

But on the next morning the colonel, for some reason, relented.
He gave me a car and a sheaf of papers from Greckfarmers who
had left their grain. I went circling arqund Eastern Thrace. It
quickly became obvious that the whole business was absurd. The
villages were in the hands of the Turks, and they werg murder-
ously determined to keep any grain that there was. It was in fact
a rather frightening trip. I felt, and not without reason, that I
might easily disappear. Eventually, I jumped on a train for
Adrianople. There I went to the French Army Hcadquarters, for
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it seemed obvious that, if the Greek grain was to be saved, sol-
diers would be needed. The French general received me on the
barrack square, and said that there was nothing doing: the
Greeks could starve for all he cared. Tired and angry, I flared
out that he would have to answer to the League for his callous-
ness. He replied dryly that if I said another word he would clap
me in jail, I returned to Constantinople.

Nansen as ‘usual neither condemned nor was discouraged by
failures. He nodded his leonine head gravely over my detailed
report, said that clearly there was nothing more to be done in
that ditection. He suggested that I should go with Major X to
the Sea of Marmora where, with shipping facilities, some grain
might be rescued. It was now becoming urgent to obtain supplies
of grain — for three reasons. Famine conditions were likely in
Greece: the Treaty of Mudania had given only a fortnight’s
breathing space before Thrace became Turkish: and Nansen had
been tricked into buying a large quantity of grain from Rumania,
which had turned out to be unfit for human consumption, and
had been sunk in, I think, Chios harbour. All in all, Nansen and
Philip Baker had so far made a mess of things: the pursuit of
Kemal had failed, nothing had becn donc for Greece, and a large
part of our slender funds had been lost Oddly enough it did not
occur to me then or later to criticize Nansen for his rather scatty
proceedmgs, any more than it occurred to me, years later, to
criticize Gamdhi in his silliest moments. S8ch men have a radi-
ance which has nothing to do with practical results. I daresay
that Mr Selfridge would have made a much better job of Greek
refugees than Nansen ever did: but then, the Selfridges of the
world don’t do such things, and Nansen did. .

I was not very plcased by Nansc, ’s suggestion. Major X was
a peppery little man who claimed to have been an officer in the
Guards, though (and I cannot say why) I doubted this claim. He
was all clipped grey mustache and glittering spectacles and fury,
and I could not like him. Morcover the suggestion implied (and
quite justifiably) that I hadn’t done very well on my own. How-
ever. Nanecen’s word was law, and I embarked on a tug with
Major X and sailed off down the Sea of Marmora. We had with
us an interpreter, Marcou, and the Greek skipper of the tug, a
shiftless (‘ixrty creature. The tug was tiny, uncomfortable, and
filthy. The sea was extremely rough. We had, God knows why,
no food or cigarettes. We were thrown about the tiny cabin, and
at one time, when the skipper complained that he did not know
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where he was because he could not see the Eregli light, we seemed
in danger of foundering. Stumbling about, I put my hand through
one of the small cabin skylights and cut an artery in my wrist,
losing a good deal of blood before I got a toumiquet round it.
It was altogether a rather vivid voyage.

Major X talked in a boastful manner which increased my dis-
trust of him. Yelling above the wind and waves, he assured me
that we must ‘stamp on the bloody Turks’ and ‘pct the grain by
force’. Yelling back at him, I attempted to convey a notion that
representatives of the League couldn’t have much truck with
stamping and force. He roared back that I had made a fool of
myself in Eastern Thrace, and I hated him the more. Presently
we arrived at Sar Koy, near the entrance of the Dardanelles It
was a small village, but had been used in the past for grain ship-
ments. There was a reasonable jetty, and scveral large warehouses
full of grain, which was not, however, sacked. How, without
sacks, could it be moved? ‘You'll see,” said Major X, grimly.
What I saw was that here also, as in Eastern Tarace, the Greck
owners had fled and the Turks were likely to resist any transport
of grain. And in fact Major X could do nothing: he said, grind-
ing his false teeth, that we must return to Tekirdag to get assist-
ance. I did not care for the sound of this.

At Tekirdag Major X went ashore, pointedly implying that I
should not go with him, and climbed the hill to visit the Mixed
Commission, which here was mainly British. While ic was away
I walked up and down the jetty with Marcou, who suddenly
poured out his heart — or his lics ~ to me. He told me that Major
X had been down here earlier, and had induced the Greck owners
of grain to sign aver their rights to him personally. He now held
these papers, and, far from wishing to get the grain for Nansen,
had made an agreement to sell it privately to a Greek firm, and
thus make a huge profit. I should see, he told me, that a private
ship would come to Sar Kéy to take it. It might have been true:
it might have been a tissue of lies: I could not tell. Major X
returned with a platoon of soldiers, driving somesragged men
before them. ‘It’s all right,” he said. ‘I’ye got the caiques.” Sure
enough a dozen caiques put out behind us. When we reached Sar

0y again, there was indeed a largish ship, flying (of all things)
the Russian flag, standing out of the port. I said to Major X:
‘But you aren’t going to put the grain on that ship?’ ‘Mind your
own business!” he returned. I said, ‘Yes, I will: I'm going back to
Constantinople.” He laughed and said: ‘How?’ How indeed. He
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went ashore and left me. It was now raining in torrents and I
have seldom felt so deserted. And then, quite suddenly, there
occurred a miracle. A British destroyer swept up to the jetty. I
was asked whateon earth I was doing thege. I explained as best
I could. There were hoots of laughter: suddenly sanity returned.
‘Could you take me to Constantinople?’ Yes, they could and
would: a bit of gunnery practice first, which .might aguse me.
I went aboard} and for the first, and I regret to say the last, time
in my life, discovered the magic of the Navy. After the muddle
and discouragement of the past months, I found myself mira-
culously in a world of smooth efficiency, sparkling cleanliness,
comfort, good humour and gaiety. I knew just enough about
gunnery to be able to appreciate what went on. I wondered (I
think) why I wasn’t in the Navy and what on earth I was doing
fiddling around with refugees. It was as though I had suddenly
been caught up into another world. Then they dropped me in
Constantinople, and my problems returned. I learnt that Major
X was back there, and imagined that he had probably complain-
ed to Nansen about me. I went to the Tokatlian Hotel and
there wrote out a report for Nansen. When I had finished it, 1
crossed the hall to get an envelope from the porter’s desk.
I rcturned to my table to find that my manuscript had vanished.
I could not be bothered to write it again. I felt deflated: Nansen
could think what he liked.

Nothing was, in fact, said: a curtain dropped over the episode:
but no grain ever came from the Sca of Marmora. I remained for
some weeks in Constantinople, working in the Nansen office.
My experience had made me somewhat uncasy about what was
being done: and, as an unpaid worker, I myself,was an object of
suspicion. But such embarrassments w »re offset by the glamour of
Constantinople at that time. It was not only a beautiful and
exciting city: it was also a dangerous and beleaguered one.
Kemal’s forces were around the town: the bridges were mined:
rumour was constantly busy with a possible attack and massacre.
I had some friends in the Irish Guards, who were stationed there,
and Alexander, who wag commanding them, insisted that I move
to their quarters out of the Tokatlian Hotel, which he said was
dangerous. Nevertheless we dined therc every cevening with Nan-
sen, who would fascinate us with his stories of Polar voyages,
and his theories on ocean currents: and would then ask the
orchestra to play Grieg, and get up and dance to those melodies.
In the afternoons I would sometimes walk with Nansen (and a
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walk with him was a considerable exercise) round the walls:
sometimes he would talk vividly: sometimes he would be glum
and silent and depressed. On one occasion I said, looking down
at the Golden Horn:+'How beautiful it is!” and Nansen, with a
sort of anger in his blue eye, replied: ‘Do you think so? All cities
are hideous to me: they bring out the worst in men.’

The Greek tragedy of 1922 has been so much obscured by later
greater slaughters that it has dwindled to a pinpbint in history
now. The tiny part which I played is now a commonplace ex-
perience of thousands of ‘relief’ workers all over the world, and
merits no detailed description here. I returned to Athens‘to form,
at Nansen’s request, a Committee which might co-ordinate the
rather untidy work of the various relief organisations which
were now appearing — the Quakers, the Near East Relief, the
Save the Children Fund, the British Red Cross, and, last and
richest, with a million dollars to spend, the American Red Cross
under Ross Hill. You might have expected such organisations to
show altruism and team-spirit: not at all. They*might have been
a collection of prima donnas. Not one of them would disclose its
plans or activities or funds to another; and they kept up, except
for the Quakers, a quite disreputable struggle to requisition the
best houses and the best cars. The results were that nobody quite
knew how many refugees there were, or where they were, or
what was wanted: and there was no long-term plan. Nansen was
perfectly right in wishing to consolidate these attivities: but,
although I got great help from Bentinck of the British Embassy
and Colonel Corfe and others, it was a task which defeated me.
I travelled round Greece and the Acgean Islands (with a never-
to-be-forgotten four-hour stop at Delos, the most magical place
I ever saw) and collected a formidable array of figures, showing
the numbers, sex, age, and (what was more important) occupa-
tion of the refugees. At that moment Greece had a great oppor-
tunity. There were, among the refugees, thousands of skilled
carpet-weavers, farmers, wine-growers, masons, fishermen, and,
oddly enough, jewellers. They could have been absotbed into the
Greek economy. But it was not done. I, pleaded with Ross Hill
for a realistic view which would deny all aid to the refugees un-
less they worked for it: without that, they would simply sit on
their bottoms and be fed, and at the end of the million dollars,
nothing would have been accomplished. Ross Hill argued, with
that maddening blind American grandiosity which has since so
wrecked the world, that he ‘could not enter into politics, and was
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only there to feed the refugees’. My hopes grew daily more
threadbare: my enthusiasm waned. I sent (as I see from the
papers I still have) angry telegrams to Philip Baker, saying that
I was going to England and America to explain the position, and
raise funds: and he replied gently, asking me to desist. I was also
.at loggerheads with the League, who wrote me that ‘I appeared
to be concentrating on Russian rcfugees’. 1 had indeed had to
take these ovtr in Nansen’s name, and, since the wretched Cos-
sacks in Greece (waiting for a problematical attack on Soviet
Russia by Wrangel) had suffered more acutely than anyone, 1
arranged to send them back to Novorossiysk, thereby earning the
enmity of Prince and Princess Demidoff, the Czarist representa-
tives in Greece. You can see, I hope, that my position was com-
plicated.

What with waning enthusiasm and growing exasperation, I
found myself falling heavily in lust — it could hardly be dignified
by the word love — with a blond young American who had come
to work for the American Red Cross. He had large bluc eyes and
pink cheeks and was full of lofty thoughts and ideals. He was, I
imagine, as much attracted to me as I to him, but homosexuality
was for him a word never to be uttered. He assured me earnestly
that we must go into partnership and remain together for life.
That was not my idca. But the physical pull was so strong that
when Hugh decided to leave Greece for America via Italy, I
made up m¢ mind to go too: and wrote to Nansen saying (as
was truc enough) that I did not think I could do any further
uscful work in Athens. The rcactions to my decision were sur-
prisingly strong. Nansen, though he never interfered in personal
choices, deplored it: Adosides, the very charmmg Greek deputy
who had been assigned to refugee qu_stions, begged me with tears
in his eyes to stay: Colonel Corfe said abruptly that I was be-
having like a fool, that I now kncw more about the problem than
anyone, and that, if I had patience, I should be at the head of it
all. My ears were deaf to all such advice, though I was slightly
peceved when I overhcard Adosides say, in Greek, ‘It’s the
American who’s pulling, him.’

I found myseclf in a Florentine hotel with Hugh. and Sandro
at once cgme round to sce me. Having been introduced to Hugh,
he exploded with mirth and his laughter echoed round my room.
He asked me if T knew what a great fool I looked, gawping at
this doll of an American: could I really be so silly as to suppose
that this pink baby was worth a moment’s thought? I looked at
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Hugh through Sandro’s mocking eyes, and the spell was broken.
My lust disappeared like a flash of lightning. I said a brief good-
bye to Hugh, whose blue eyes held astonished pain, and went
south with Sandro. Lust, I suddenly felt, was ho substitute for
gay untrammelled friendship.

There now ensued six months which were perhaps the happiest,
certainly® the most carefree, of my life. Both Sandro and I were
almost without money, but it did not matter: at that time it was
possible to live quite adequately in Italy for three or four shil-
lings a day, and Sandro was beginning to sell pictures here and
there. By the cheapest methods of transit, and often on our feet,
we wandered over Italy, Sicily, Sardinia arnd Corsica. Sandro
painted for eight or nine hours every day, and I, sitting bchind
him, copied him as best I could, and learnt the technique of
painting in a haphazard but delightful way. Laughter was with
us, and we were always in the midst of silly adventures. Apart
from finding myself swallowed up in Italian life, warm and gay
and irresponsible, my eye was alerted to notite the beauty of
people and places, skics and water, trees and grasses ruffled by
the breeze, details of architecture and of painting. Every human
being, no matter how small the talent, should make the effort to
put down what is seen: a new clarity of vision is obtained, which
adds for ever afterwards a new dimension to life. Finding this
grow in me, I was eptranced, and felt sure that I must become a
painter and nothing else. Away with all ideas of felicf, reform,
organisation and the rest! The only life worth living was the life
of the individual, roaming where he would, with no bosses and
no routine! These brave ideas were a little deflated when San-
dro’s mother be¢came suddenly and dangerously ill, and he was
summoned home. Life without him was much less amusing.
decided that I must go and work at the Slade School. This was a
foolish and conventional decision: I had an idea that it would
give me a sort of respectable degree in art, and thus mitigate the
disapproval of my relations and friends.

But to be poor in Italy was one thing, and t§ be poor in
London was quite another. This particalar facet of experience
taught me how futile and mistaken are socialist doctrines which
aim at equal standards of life for all. The pinch of poverty or
the enjoyment of riches depends on many undefinable and shift-
ing factors: climate, convention, character, snobism, age, up-
bringing, et al. In Italy it did not matter how I dressed or ate or
lived: in London, because I knew people, it did. I was trying to

. 88



act two irreconcilable roles: the son of a MFH at one moment, a
shabby student in Gower Street at another. And the Slade was
hardly helpful in reconciling me to this ambivalent life. Pro-
fessor Tonks had ‘passed’ my paintings, and even muttered that
they showed some promise: but in class, as was his.way, he would
ask me in a loud voice why I had ever thought of painting, and
whether I shouldn’t be better advised to take up knitting at once.
I could have stood thesc pleasantries better if I had not had, on
either side of me, Oliver Messel and Rex Whistler, who, blithely
ignoring both Tonks and the model, drew with a facility which
I knew, with desperate melancholy, was altogether beyond me.
With each conscientious sketch, I saw my talent more clearly for
the poor little thing it was.

Destiny chose this moment to move Philip Noel-Baker to ring
me up, and to say that Lord Parmoor, who had become Lord
President of the Council in the new (and first) Labour Govern-
ment, needed a secrctary for League of Nations affairs, and I
was the very pesson. I was depressed, and the prospect of being
secretary to a Cabinet Minister was glamorous. I knew that
everyone, from my father onwards, would applaud. I wrote to
Tonks telling him of the offer, and saying that, since he had so
much discouraged me, perhaps I should take it? I hopcd by this
letter to sting him into some cxpression of faith in me as a
painter. As I might have known, nothing of the sort occurred.
Tonks replied briefly that if I had not the perseverance necessary
to an artist, I had best give it up immediately. I thought at the
time he was right, but I have since realised that he was entirely
wrong. Perseverance does not make artists. Only talent does that.
Talent may bring perseverance in its train, but the artist is born,
not madc. Tonks’s letter, in any casc put paid to my career at the
Slade.

I went to interview Lord Parmoor, and, in response to his
questions, told him a great many fat lies. Among other things he
asked me if I wrote shorthand, and I said that I did This claim
was cxpiated later in tears and sweat, when I had to take down
not only letters dictated by him but also minutes of committees.
I used to scribble what 1 could in longhand and make up the rest
from memory. Parmoor and other celebrities used to mutter ‘I
don’t think T said that and 1 would reply quickly, riffling
through my notcbook, ‘But I have it down here.’ I am amazed to
think that I got away with it, but I did.

So there I was. A new life began. Pin-stripe trousers, black
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coat, bowler hat, arrival at the Treasury at nine a.m. every morn-
ing. I was absolutely the world’s worst secretary. I forgot
everything and muddled what I did not forget. Fortunately I was
young and my mind was quick, so that I could often recover
myself. I did net at all like Parmoor, who scemed to me a rather
unpleasant and silly old man. But at first I was a good deal,
impressed by the job. Paley, the tremendously dignified porter
of the Treasury, treated me with great deference, 4nd I had not
had any deference for a long while. I had access to the Cabinet
room, which then seemed very thrilling. I sat in the secretaries’
box in the House of Lords, and ran down to correct, in Hansard,
the many mistakes which Parmoor always made. Dignitaries of
all sorts, from the Archbishop of Canterbury onwards, sat in my
room waiting to sce Parmoor. We even had visits from Queen
Mary. My room looked out on the Horse Guards Parade, and it
was all very grand. Best of all perhaps were the red boxes con-
taining despatches from Ambassadors. I had a key for these, and
it so happened that they travelled, by routine, from Buckingham
Palace to my office, so that I was the first to see anything that
the King had written. On one occasion, when Alexander of
Yugoslavia had done something dictatorial, the King had taken
a new sheet of paper and written on it, in blue pencil, ‘Dear!
Dear! Whatever are we coming to?’ I thought this direction of
foreign policy so delicjous that I was temped to extract the sheet
and frame it — for who, except the King, could evet know, and
what could he say? I desisted because I thought it would not be
believed.

Society now drew me into its orbit. Because I was young and
a bachelor and (£ suppose I must add) an Etonian, as well as
being in a position which people might regard as promising a
political carecr, invitations poured in and all doors were opened
to me. A week-end at Arundel, the Duchess of Devonshire’s Ball,
the reception at Londonderry House, and so on. The road of
success was opening before me. But I felt myself a tramp on that
road. I wanted to hide in the ditch. I tried hard to bé¢ at ease but
never succeeded. Between these glamorgus pcople and myself
some chasm yawned. I was hopeless at all parlour tricks: poor in
small-talk, stupid at bridge, a bad dancer, a rabbit at tennis and
uninterested by racing. I came to know the faces photographed
in The Tatler, but I was never quite of their company. I could
just get by, and that was all. Gradually everything went sour on
me. I began to loathe Westminster and the long dreary debates 1
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had to attend. I was cured for ever of any desire to become a
politician: it seemed to me, as it still scems, the most boring life
imaginable. When the I:abour Government fell, I was delighted
to be free. I thought gaily that I would reaurn to Italy and join
Sandro again in the best sort of life I had ever known. And at
that moment, like the sudden toll of a bell, came a letter from his
uncle, saying that Sandro had died in Tunis. It enclosed a pencil-
led scrawl, written during his last illness, asking me to ‘come out
soon’.

This was a deadly blow. Italy had, I suppose, if only half-
consciously, remained at the back of my mind as a refuge, a
delight always to be rediscovered. Now it vanished. Without the
gay company of Sandro it was unimaginable: and indeed for
many years I did not return to it. What was I to do? Despon-
dently I looked at myself. I was twenty-eight, and when you are
twenty-cight (with the dreadful thirty looming on the horizon),
you may begin to feel that you arc a failure. I had run around a
good deal, but hall nothing to show for it. I was no good at any-
thing. I did not even know what I wanted to do — except to run
away, somehow, from all organised life. It did not then occur to
me that a varied experience of life may be valuable. I saw only
(as others may sec) a long sad succession of scatterbrained globe-
trottings. So, when Oliver Baldwin suggested that I go and live
with him on a poultry-farm in Oxfordshirg, I thought, madly,
that this was perhaps my destiny and my proper place.

Oliver was a remarkable person, and I was much under his
influence at that time. I had known him slightly at Eton, where
his very individual behaviour had amused me. I had also come
to know his family. I had bcen at Aix-les-Bains with Stanley
and Lucy Baldwin when Oliver reiurned from his six prisons
and two revolutions in Turkey and Armenia. He was then in a
rather daft, but splendidly daft, state of mind, with a sizzling
white-hot anger against the world in general and his father in
particular, in spite of the fact that Stanley Baldwin had rescued
him, by an exchange of prisoners, from a condemned cell. He
paced up and down the toom at Aix, unfolding to my admiring
ear his plans for a better world, and I was spellbound. Possibly
the fact that his father was Chancellor of the Exchequer increas-
ed the spell, though I don't think so. I was at a stage of life when
all rebellion seems glamorous. And Oliver, besides having a good
mind, was a witty and engaging companion. I was convinced
that he was marked out for a great carcer, and even now I am
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puzzled that he failed to scale the political heights. In 1924 I was
quite ready to become his disciple on a poultry-farm. I was in a
strange mood of self-abasement, and fclt that the further I could
get from the maddimg crowd the better. Thus 1 fell into a kind
of slavery, which astonishes me when I look back upon it. In the
evenings I was Oliver’s attentive audicnce, listening with respect
to his speeches, ‘writings, and plans. In the day I did all the
chores, pumping up the bathwater (a quite hcavy task), and
cleaning out the houses of the hens and geese. Oh, the damned
geese! I had done some dirty jobs in Greece but nothing com-
pared (as anyone who knows it must agree) with the filth of
geese. I grew to hate them so much that I could not cven cat
them. When they hissed at me, I would have liked to cut off
their silly heads. But I was not in the least unhappy. The country
routine suited my statc of mind: Oliver entertained me: and at
week-ends there was always a sprinkling of intelligent and amus-
ing guests. I was quite content to remain a sort of background
for Oliver, and might have so continued had‘l not, after some
seven or eight months, fallen desperately in love for the first time
in my life. The object of my affections (so reason told me) was
unlikely, improbable, and unsuitable. It did not matter: I was
caught like a rabbit in the glare of physical attraction, and blind-
ed to all else. I could think of nothing (except when I was in a
turmoil of jealousy) save one person and one act. I became, na-
turally, an unmitigated bore. Oliver, finding the fxtention of his
disciple apt to wander, grew impatient with me. I saw that my
days at Watlington were numbered, but I did not care My love
burnt itself merrily out, and exploded with the usual agony. I
descended into:a suicidal melancholy. Nothing mattered any
more. Escape offered itself suddenly in an uncxpected letter from
William J. Locke, the novelist, who wrote asking me to go and
stay with him at Cannes. I had met him and his adopted daugh-
ter Sheila by some chance, and had liked them very much: I had
not met Mrs Locke. It seemed quite a good idea to go to the
Riviera, which I had never scen, under such auspices. (I think
that I had some vaguc idea that I might blow out my brains in
the Casino, after losing my all.) I travelled to Marseilles with
Oliver, who was going to visit his uncle in Algiers, and proceed-
ed to Cannes.

I sat on a sunlit terrace while Sheila dispensed cocktails. Pres-
ently Mrs Locke appeared. Secing me, she stopped dead in her
tracks, and exclaimed: ‘My God! It isn’t possible!” Introductions
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were made, and no more was said: I wondered if she was not
right in the head. A few days later, she asked me whethar I
would care to go over to Monte Carlo with her, I said that I
hould be deligheed to see Monte. When we arrived, she directed
the chauffeur to the Royalty Bar, and as soon as we were seated
there, called a waiter and told him to go across to the Park
Palace — a nest of luxury flats just opposite — and ask Madame
d’Alvarez to come down. After a time an elegant figure emerged
from the Park Palace. Faultlessly dressed in the manner of eight-
cen, Diana d’Alvarez might have been anything between forty
and sixty. She was certainly good-looking in a ravaged way.
When she saw me, she paled in a manner which I have read
about in fiction but never seen before or since. The rouge on her
checks stood out like two setting suns. Staggering to a chair, she
murmured: ‘Brandy!” The brandy was brought at the double. I
thought, all these people are utterly mad.

We had lunch with Madame d’Alvarez, and when we left she
pressed my hand®and said: ‘Come and see me when next you are
in Monte.” T assented vaguely: I did not expect to see her or
Monte again, But shortly before the end of my visit, Mrs Locke
told me that she was sending the car to Monte Carlo, and per-
haps I would care to go. I said that certainly it would be fun to
try my luck at the tables. But after an hour of the Sporting Club,
I wearied of that form of pleasure. I had very linle money to
lose and I lost it quickly. When I emerged into the sunshine, I
wondered what to do while waiting for the car. It struck me that
I might get a cup of tea off Madame d’Alvarez, and I made my
way to the Park Palace. Arrived there, I saw through the double
doors that a bridge party was in progress, and tried to make my
escape. But Madame d’Alvarez can. rushing out, propelled me
into a small boudoir, and hissed: ‘Wait here, I’ll send them all
away.” I stammecred, ‘But I shouldn’t dream...” But she was
gone. There were voices and then silence. Madame d’Alvarcez re-
turncd, and settled herself on a sofa. Tea was brought in. ‘“They’ve
all gone,” she said. ‘Now we can talk.” What on carth was this, I
asked myseclf? Curiouser and curiouser. Was the woman mad?
She asked what my plans were, and when I said that T was re-
turning to England in three days time, exclaimed: ‘Oh, but why?
Look, I’ve got a party for Maurice Macterlinck’s birthday the
day after tomorrow, and I'm having the whole restaurant deco-
rated with blue birds: there’ll be the King and Qucen of Monte-
negro and the Grand Duke Andrew and the Phillips Oppenheims
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and Lily Langtry and Mary Garden and others: now why don’t
you come over and be my special guest?’ In the light of today,
such a party may sound a ludicrous bore: I suppose I must have
thought it very exciting: I fell for it. I moved over to a small
and cheap hotel in Monte. When the party was over, Diana
d’Alvarez said: ‘Now the Oppenheims have invited us to lunch
at Sospel tomorrow, and the Grand Duke wants us for dinner at
the Negresco — you can’t refuse that, it’s a Royal Command!”
And, hey presto, I had become a Riviera gigolo. It did not, of
course, strike me like that, because I kept to my hotel, and went
out only to the large parties which she or others gave every day:
I was fascinated by the raffish Riviera life, and the streams of
money thrown away: and every day I decided to return to Eng-
land tomorrow. And every day postponed it. I was dazzled by
the pageant of wealth and also exhausted by it. Parties went on
into the small hours every night, and at eight in the morning the
indefatigable Diana would be ringing me up to announce another
and another. It took me about three months to realize that, in
Riviera eyes, I had become the cher ami, the lapdog, and the
property of Madame d’Alvarez. When this eventually dawned
on me, I made haste to depart. Diana d’Alvarez was aghast.
‘But,” she cried ‘why, why, why?’ I tried to explain that I
couldn’t spend my life on the Riviera, and must find a job. It did
not, in that environment, sound at all convincing. ‘A job?’ ex-
claimed Diana, stari'ng at me. ‘Well, if you mustthave a job, I
hold about half the shares in Dry Monopole, and I suppose you
could go into the Paris office, couldn’t you?’ I thanked her very
much, and said that I did not think I should be any good at
selling champagne. Madame d’Alvarez paled behind her rouge.
‘I must talk to you seriously,” she said. ‘I'll tell you what, we’'ll
go over to tea at the Negresco.” On the way along the Corniche
road, she developed a new and staggering plan. ‘I see,” she said,
‘that you’re bored with this Riviera life: well, perhaps it is
boring. I’ll tell you what. I sell pills all over the world. You see,
I got very fat at one time, and had to go away and starve my-
self — lie under sandbags and all that. It was very successful and
I came back quite slender again. People wanted to know how I
did it. So I invented some pills — nothing in them, of course, but
they’ve had a great success everywhere — oh yes, America, South
America, all over the place. Now I'd rather like to go and sec if
I’m"getting the profits or being cheated. What say we take the
Rolls and the Peugeot and go all around the world? How would
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you like that?’ Well, I thought, it’s quite an offer. To go round
the world in comfort and gratis wouldn’t happen to me again.
There was a moment of dreadful temptation. Then I saw myself
trailing in Diana’s wake. No. .

That cvening, when I saw her out of the car, at the Park
Palace, and accompanied her into the hall, she fainted, or pre-
tehded to faint — I shall never know. She fell in a heap at my
feet. I picked her up and carried her to the flat, and laid her on
a sofa. The next day I left for England. I never saw her again.
It isn’t a moral tale.

I arrived in England. My father, stcpmother and sister were
just about to leave, with a girl called Myrtle Kellett, on a Medi-
terrancan cruise. My father, as I have indicated, hated ‘abroad’,
and I don’t think he ever intended to go. At the last moment he
fell diplomatically ill with influenza. Everything had been book-
ed and couldn’t be cancelled. T don’t think it’s much of an exag-
geration to say that, like the Snark, they had forty-two cases
all carcfully packed with their names clearly painted on each - to
say nothing of my stepmother’s lady’s-maid, already on board.
My stepmother said that I must take the girls. I protested that I
did not want to go on any cruisc: I had to stay in England now
and find a job. She pooh-poohed that, said I had been wasting
my time anyway, and another six weeks would not matter. 1
found myself on board the Otranto, with two seventeen-year-old
girls in tow. Itavas my first, and undoubtedly’ my last, experience
of a cruise. I would prefer Hell. There was a Master of Ceremo-
nies, and a grisly never-ceasing attempt to make everyone
‘matey’ — and nearly all the horrid people on board wanted to be
just that. We werc cxpected to join merrily in deck games, lotte-
rics, whist-drives, and dances. Every -ther night there was what
was called a ‘running’ dinner, which mcant that everybody was
forbidden to keep to his own table but must join another and be
matey. At Tangier we poured off the ship in waves of crowded
boats, and, once on shore, found ourselves with the darling pas-
sengers wherever we went. It was the same in the Balearic
Islands, the same in Barcelona. Then, to my horror, I found that
we were steaming up to Monte Carlo. God in Heaven, I said to
mysclf, I am now going to be mixed up between Diana and these
two girls. P think I must have been sweating with apprehension
by the time we arrived in front of the Casino. Fortunately for
me, Marguerite van Buren, an American lovely with whom I had
made friends, was circling the Place in her car. ‘What on earth
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are you doing here?’ she cried. I hissed at her: ‘Is Diana here?’
‘No, gone to Paris’. I breathed again. Marguerite whisked us up
to her flat. From that moment everything became brilliant: we
were offered lunches, cars, boats, anything we fancied. People
came rushing in to see me. I drew Marguerite into a corner and
said: ‘But what is all this about? People here were never so nice
to me before.” She opened wide blue eyes and replied: ‘But don't
you know?’ 1 said I didn’t know what she was talking about.
‘But nobody would ever dare to invite you — you were Diana’s
beau!” ‘I wasn’t anything of the kind!" ‘Of course you were — but
didn’t Mrs Locke tell you?’ ‘Mrs Locke told me nothirg.” ‘But,
don’t you see, Diana had a beau called Captain Chesney, Mary
Garden’s half-brother, and he died in Dcauville just before you
arrived — and yox were the exact image of him!’ She added: ‘Wait
a moment,” opened a drawer and showed me a photograph: it
was indeed very like me. ‘You see?’ I did sec, at last. ‘We are all
fond of Diana and she was desperate: Mrs Locke thought you
were a gift from Heaven: so did Diana.’

We were magnificently entertained to lunch and dinner, sent
to drive along the Corniche, taken to the Sporting Club. Myrtle
and my sister, who had been getting more and more bored by the
Otranto, thought this fine. In the evening a gale blew up, and we
were accosted by a dim little man off the ship who warned us:
‘Better get back, last launch leaving!” Our hosts laughed and said
that they would seid us in their private launch..So we set off
at one a.m. in a rough sea and scrambled dramatically aboard.
All this made the girls feel that Monte was tremendous and they
pleaded with me that we should leave the Otranto at Toulon and
return there. I{ was a mad idea but I agreed. Thompson the
lady’s maid was packed off in angry tcars to London, and we
sent a wild telegram to the family: ‘Feel Otranto definitely un-
safe: going Monte Carlo.” The odd thing about that was that the
next night the Otranto ran into Cape Matapan and buckled her
bows, and the passengers were sent home. The family were of
course scandalised by our action, and angry wires arrived. How-
ever, we had about a hundred pounds between us and decided to
spend it. How to do so was obvious. Myrtle and my sister had
alrcady worked out, alas, a ‘system’. We spent a weck at the
tables, and had just cnough, at the end, to get us back to London.

Thus with a whimper and no bang I came to the cnd of ten
years wandering. I was now not only without a job, I was also
without the smallest idea of what job I wanted or how to get onc
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at all. I pulled what strings I could without avail, and then,
descending lower, began to read and reply to advertisements.
Round z.md round I went, to publishers, to business firms, to oil
companics, to advertising agencics, waiting in queues and some-
times being intervicwed. The nadir came when ] applied as a
commercial traveller for Kelly’s Directories — and was turned
down. I daresay I was not very prepossessing apd my regord was
not good: but there was one definite blot against me everywhere
— that I had been connected with the Labour Government. In
those days that was still a crime. Depressed and anxious, I be-
came ilk. I had for a long time been dogged by a recurrence of
Gallipoli dysentery, and I was now advised to see Aldo Castel-
lani, the specialist in tropical diseases. He put me into his clinic
in Putney and there for three weeks I lived on three glasses of
milk a day and had emctine injections. I emerged as light as a
feather, and at this moment Philip Baker flew into my life again.
He wrote saying that Hilda Matheson, the Talks Director of the
BBC, was looking for an assistant, and perhaps I would like to
go to lunch in Eaton Place and meect her.

I had never listened to a radio, and had only a very vague
idea of what the BBc was or did. However — any port in a
storm, and I gratefully accepted the invitation. On the morning
of it I was seized with a paralysing dysenteric tummy cramp.
Furiously I rang up Castellani, and told him he hadn’t cured me.
He said, ‘Come round here.’ I went to Hatley Street where, as
was usual in Castellani’s practice, patients were waiting all over
the house and even sitting on the stairs. Presently he came, jabbed
a ncedle into me, and said, ‘Now you’ll be all right.” Miraculously
I quickly was, and took a taxi to Philip’s house. In the taxi I
began to feel that my feet were tur: 1g into huge balls of cotton
wool, and the driver’s head got further and further away. In
Eaton Place I just managed to get out, rang the bell with an arm
which seemed to be a mile long, and fell down the steps in a dead
faint. And so I first met Hilda Matheson, and, after Irene Baker
had treated me with strong coffee (and I had cursed Castellani
and all his works), talked to her. My fifteen ycars in radio began.
But only after difficultics which will be related later.

I had left the bypaths for a main road, and exchanged varia-
tion for a tarcer. Was it a good thing? No: it wasn’t. The world,
of course, docs not approve of people who run from one thing to
another, and does not crown them with success. The brief span of
human life allows time for only two kinds of success: brilliance
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or application — the genius or the plodder. I was neither brilliant
nor a plodder. I was that uneasy misfit, the artist without talents.
Such an individual is happy only when he is not tied by routine,
by bosses, by regulatiens, by ordered hours of work, by organisa-
tion and orgarisations — in short by all our civilized slavery. But
he has no wings to lift him above this man-made swamp of - to
him — despair. He can choose only between the frustration of the
clerk and the failure of the artist. In 1927 I was enchanted to be
‘safe’ at last — to have a settled place and a salary, to be part of a
rapidly-developing institution, and to be offered what scemed to
be (and indeed to a large extent was) congenial work. Looking
back, I now think that my first great mistake in life was my
letter to Tonks: my second was lunch in Eaton Place. Not that I
am ungrateful to Philip Nocl-Baker, who certainly did his best
to turn me into a useful member of society. But that was not my
role. I should have been a mediocre painter but a competent one.
Perhaps I should have drifted into making lampshades or design-
ing dust-covers or ladies’ hats: and maybe I shauld have had my
private and individual moments of anger and frustration: but
never, I think, the great black asphyxiating anger and frustration
with which bureaucracy, for the next twenty ycars, enveloped me.
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Chapter Three

I concerve some scattered notions about a superior power e
to be of singular use for the common people, as furmshing
excellent materials to keep children quiet when they grow
peev.sh, and prouiding topics of amusement 1n a tedious
yunter-night. JONATHAN SWIFT

IN THAT YEAR, 1927, when my faltering footsteps first crossed the
anything-but-august threshold of Savoy Hill, the British Broad-
casting Corporation was born, and Mr J. C. W. Reith became its
first Director General. (The company had, of course, existed
since 1922). 1927 also saw — or heard — the first two racing
‘commentaries’ (the Grand National and the Derby), the first
‘commentary’ on a football match, and the first broadcast of a
symphony concert from the Queen’s Hall - this last an innovation
greatly resented by listeners. Another year was to pass before the
first broadcats of a BBc Dance Orchestra (under Jack Payne),
and yet another three before Adrian Boult conducted a BBC
Symphony Orchestra. In 1927 the Bsc was poised for its flight
into the ether,®and it was precisely this flutter of untried wings
which was, at least for me, its chief and great attraction. Almost
nothing was known about the transmission of sound through the
microphone, and the shape of things to come was still fluid. Mis-
takes were constantly made, and every day was*an experiment.
The future was still uncertain, and ..ioney was in short supply -
one guinea for a quarter-of-an-hour talk; programmes were
scrambled together from day to day, and, when they failed or
ran short (for we had hardly begun to learn the possibility of
exact timing) there were no easy gramophone records, or even
Bow Bells, to fill the gap. The gaps were filled in those days by
the charming Cecil Dixon, who tinkled Chopin on the piano, and
announced each number in a shy little voice. She should have a
place in any Bsc history. Fleet Street, so much more ancient and
pontificial, looked upon this new toy with an amused and in-
dulgent eye, though there were some, like Lord Riddell, whose
eye held a faint alarm. In the formative years before 1932, the
BBC was a new and exciting dish, sizzling over the fire, with
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Reith as chef de cuisine, and perhaps too many cooks spoiling
the broth: by 1932 it was the heavy though doubtless healthy
pudding which it remains — rather soggy now to my taste. When
I listen today to the sume old variety shows, the same old featurc
programmes, ‘the same old commentaries, all so smooth and
efficient now, and the plummy announcers’ voices with thejr
bedside*manner -of conveying expurgated news, I sigh for the
muddles and mistakes of the past. We may have been silly, but
we were never complacent. And, God save us, we really belicved
that broadcasting could revolutionize human opinion.

When Hilda Matheson had seen and approved me, despite the
effects of my polyglandular injection, she told me that she herself
could not appoint me. For that I should have first to be ‘inter-
viewed’ by Reith and Admiral Carpendale, the Deputy Director
General. Remembering Burlington House, I quailed a little at
this. I also remembered the series of unsuccessful commercial in-
terviews, I was not much good at it (perhaps, I thought, I have
halitosis or Bo). And my record would not apptal to any pundit.
Why did you give up painting? Why have you been so long un-
employed? Why did you not take a degree? Questions without
answers. I approached Savoy Hill and Mr Reith in no casy frame
of mind. And Mr Reith made it no easier. Since I am two inches
over six feet myself, I am apt to get an inferiority complex, or
an attack of bad tgmper (much the same thing) when anyone
towers over me. And Mr Reith not only towered, but intended
to tower. Instantly I had the impression — quite a mistaken onc -
of an insufferable tyrant. Reith in fact had and has one of the
largest inferiority complexes ever known to man and, as is the
way of such things, it makes him arrogant. I was intimidated, as
who would not have been, by this giant with piercing eyes under
shaggy eyebrows, and the scarred cheek which somehow suggest-
ed ruthlessness. He snapped at me immediately: ‘Why d’you
want to come into broadcasting?’

I had no answer to that one. Or rather, the correct answer
wouldn’t do. ‘Because I’ve been turned down cven as a commer-
cial traveller for Kellys Directorics, and I'd take any damned job
that offered.” I murmured some bromide about a new develop-
ment which had immense possibilities. ‘Getting in on the band-
wagon, eh?’ I reflected that perhaps there was something in that.
Since I was extremely vague about what I should have to do in
the BBc, I could not say that I should be good at it. ‘I suppose,’
pursued Mr Reith, with a cutting edge to his voice, ‘you know
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that you won’t make any money here? This is a dedicated ser-
vice: we don’t want people who are after money.’ (I wondered
what his salary was). He added abruptly: ‘€400 a year — that’s
about all you’re-likely to get.” Since I was earning nothing, and
did not seem likely to, this remark did not bother me: what I
wanted at that moment was not money but security. I had, how-
ever, an uncomfortable feeling that, once again, I had made a
bad impression. Reith, after giving me a long stare which seemed
to expose my mildewed soul, said: “You’d better go up and see
Admiral Carpendale.’

Carpendale, a handsome blue-eyed man with a barking man-
ner, said, ‘Miss Matheson recommends you, but I don’t know
why. What can you do?’ These questions were frightful. Do?
Well, Admiral Carpendale, I can paint in water-colours rather
badly, I can speak French and Italian and a little German, and
I’'m rather good at digging latrines. I stammered that I had a
fairly good knowledge of literature and poetry. ‘Literature and
poctry?’ barked Carpendale. ‘My dear chap, this is broadcasting?’
He considered me for a while, and then said: ‘Better try you out
as an announcer.” He rang a bell, and said to a secretary: ‘Take
this man to Number § and give him a news bulletin to read: put
it on a closed circuit.” This was my first sight of a microphone or,
come to that, a studio. I stumbled through the news bulletin.
‘Well,’ said Carpendale, with a sort of snarl.ing satisfaction, when
I returned to*his office, ‘no good as an announcer, that’s a sure
thing.’ I left Savoy Hill with my tail between my legs.

I was not, therefore, surprised when Hilda Matheson told me
that Reith and Carpendale had not approved of me, and did not
wish me to be appointed. ‘But never mind,” she added, ‘I'll get
over that: you'll sce.” And so she «.d. In due course I became a
member of the Talks Department at £400 a year. I felt that I
was there on trial and on sufferance, and I sensed a strange
hostility towards me among the BBc staff. I therefore strained
every nerve to carry out the tasks assigned to me with scrupulous
care, and to exercise what charm I could. I had a positive terror
that at any moment I should be sacked. And that is, now, a
strange thing to look back upon. I was completely wrong, and 1
did not realize my error until thirty years later. In 1957 Gerald
Cock, who had settled in San Francisco and was making a tour
of Europe, came to stay with me in Italy. Gerald had been a
highly successful administrator of the ssc. He was, among other
things, the first Director of television, and the first representative
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of the BBc in America. I had not known him well, and had
sometimes thought his fizzing energy a little exaggerated: so that
I was surprised when he invited himself to stay. Gossiping about
the past, he said: ‘Ahd how well I remember the time when you
came to the BBC. You were the ‘wonder boy’ who had been
everywhere and done everything. We were all terrified of you.’
I was staggered by this. I replied that I didn’t believe it: it was
I who had been terrified. ‘Oh no,” he said, ‘we thought you
would be Director General.’

Two years later, I had a visit from Florence Milnes, that
charming intelligent woman who battled (and it was a battle) for
thirty-three years to build up the BBc Library, and was thereby
— and will be — of matchless assistance to countless programme
builders. When we were in doubt about any personality, any
date, any event, any reference, a trip to Miss Milnes in the
library would settle the matter without fuss and without appa-
rent effort. She too should have a place in any history of the
BBC. When she came to sec me in Italy, she had already retired,
and I had not seen her for many years. I happened to express my
surprise at Gerald Cock’s remark, and she said at once: ‘I can
tell you exactly what people thought when you came to Savoy
Hill. You were the man of courage and money who wowld stand
up to Reith. People were frightened of you, because they thought
that you might make them lose their jobs.’

I imagine that these two quite disinterested optnions must be
somewhere near the truth. At the time I was a million miles from
imagining anything of the kind. I thought that I was badly
equipped for the job, that I might easily get the sack, and that
the whole staff,. with the exception of Hilda Matheson, despised
me. I had, as I now see, an opportunity which I failed to seize.
Equally, I am inclined to think that the 8sc might have made
more use of my services than it did. My expericnce, disorderly
and aimless as it might have seemed, fitted the BBC, as it then
was, perfectly. I had travelled more than most young men of my
age, I had made the acquaintance of a great many distinguished

eople in various walks of life, I was by that time well read and
gad a wide knowledge of English poetry, 1 spoke four languages,
knew something about art and politics, and was musically fairly
well educated. This dilettantism was exactly suited to the needs
of the BBc. I was of course a flunkey: all broadcasting officials
are flunkeys, bowing the arts in and out of the studio: but a Bsc
flunkey could have considerable effect on programmes. And a
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sec flunkey, to be effective, had to be a queer kind of mongrel:
in racing parlance you might call him Entertainment by Im-
presario out of Scholarship. As in all mass entertainment, there
was always the danger that, in the words of Burke, ‘learning will
be cast into the mire and trodden down under the heels of a
swinish multitude’. Such a danger is illustrated today by pro-
grammes such as Mrs Dale’s Diary and by the BBC *Variety
programmes — the most vulgar broadcasting in the whole civilized
and uncivilized world. There is also the danger of preaching to a
minority of the converted by becoming too highbrow, as the
Third Programme now does. The broadcasting flunkey has to
steer a course between vulgarity and obscurantism, pulling the
one up and the other down, until a lucid and agreeable pro-
gramme is obtained. It is not so easy as it sounds.

The phenomenal rise of broadcasting has never yet found its
troubadour and probably never will. Yet it could be a great song.
From the whiskc.red crystal set of 1920 (‘I can actually hear a
voice!!’) to the mammoth of Portland Place in 1932 was a giant
stride. Reith, with his volumes of beautifully written and detail-
cd diaries, should have been the man to sing that song: but his
voice failed him. (And there were reasons for that.) Many others
have attempted it, but none, I think, with success. I have no
desire to compete. I was, as I have said and shall say again, no
more than a flunkey of the microphone.

The tenemental building in Savoy Hill, with 1ts creaking lift
and narrow stone staircase, where the solemn Mr Chilman (still,
I believe, with the BBcC), presided over a tiny reception desk,
was the reverse of glamorous. The ‘studios’ were mostly small
rooms with distressing echoes, and ' v no means soundproof. The
atmosphere was one-third boarding school, one-third Chelsea
party, one-third crusade. Or possibly the crusade bulked a little
larger. There was the same fecling of dedication and hope which
had characterised the League of Nations in its earliest days. All
causes scem good when they are new and untried: and all, in the
end, except individual creation, are spoiled by human mediocrity.
Hitler was perfectly right when, in Mein Kampf, he wrot~ that
no organisation should cver be run by more than a dozen people
at most: proliferate your staff, and you’re done for. At Savoy
Hill, luckily for us, we were short of staff and moncy, and there
was violent and healthy competition between the various ‘de-
partments’. “Talks’ thought that ‘Variety’ was vulgar: ‘Variety’
thought that “Talks’ should not exist: ‘Talks’ and ‘Variety’
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thought that ‘Music’ over the microphone was hopeless: ‘Sport’
seemed an odious frivolity: as for ‘Drama’ — well, I ask you,
plays which you couldn’t see/ At about this time Aldous Huxley
wrote me a letter which I still possess about ‘broadcast’ pro-
grammes — ‘plays I cannot take: these disembodied voices make
me physically sick.” In fact we had no more idea than the makers
of silent films of the shape which broadcasting would eventually
take: in the meantime, every day was a challenge.

I was often asked, in the years that followed, ‘but what do you
do?’ Well, what does a broadcasting official do? The answer is
that he can, if he so desires, mould public opinion exactly as he
wishes. Or perhaps not exactly, but very nearly. I don’t believe
that there was any time in my years at the BBc, when, had I
been fanatically convinced by Communist or Labour or Tory
doctrine, I could not have puffed it enormously. (Luckily for me,
I never was convinced by any doctrine.) Authority can never
control broadcast programmes: in the last resort, it is the pro-
ducer who controls them, and, if he is ingenious, he can ‘put over’
any point of view. The music ‘director’ who likes Scarlatti or
Bach or Mozart or Bartok will — even unconsciously — slant pro-
grammes in their dircction, and listeners will become familiar
with them: the play producer who likes Shakespeare or Ibsen or
Pirandello or Noel Coward will do likewise: and so on. Greater
dangers await the producer of the ‘spoken word’. Try as he may
to be ‘impartial’ - that fearful symmetry which is"never possible
— he will, through his own taste, slant programmes towards what
he likes. The elemental fact about broadcasting is its tremendous
output. You may have all the authorities and restrictions and
committees and regulations: but they are all defeated by the
rapidity of successive programmes. Once, with Peter Fleming, I
did a summary of the year’s news (on New Yecar’s Eve, of
course), and I think that almost every phrase in that broadcast
was controversial and dangerous. But we used four expcrienced
broadcasters, speaking very rapidly, and although many listeners
were outraged, none could remember exactly what had been said.
That is an illustration of the fact that broadcasting gallops so
fast across the hours that its impact is not consciously felt until
it is too late to protest. Mr A or Mr B, the broadcasting official,
may be and indeed is a cypher, but his tastes will gradually sway
millions. They will not of course do so in one broadcast pro-
gramme or even a dozen, but if (and this is difficult) the thou-
sand odd programmes produced by a man or woman over, say,
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two years, could be examined, the drift of that producer’s tastes
and belief and influence would become evident. This, though ob-
vious, is an important point, because all the careful regulations
and safeguards are defeated by it. Whatever rules you may make,
in the last resort public opinion will be formed by the men who
actually produce programmes. The men who sit at the top, the
ageing generals, the chairmen of gas boards, the ineffecmve pro-
fessors, the uninspired journalists (Heavens! what strange people
have been put in charge of the BBc!) know almost nothing about
what is_going on under their noses: they cannot — for who on
earth can follow the details of sixty or seventy daily hours of
programmes? And here I speak from personal experience, because
when later I had my own broadcasting organisation in India, 1
madly tried to follow all programmes, only to find that it was
quite impossible. The men who make the programmes (generally
underpaid) sway the crowd: the administrators and authorities
(usually overpaid) do not.

In the early ddys at Savoy Hill, we had one aim and one aim
only — to find Voices to fill the Hours. If they were distinguished
Voices, saying what we thought should be said, so much the
better: but if not, programmes had to be invented to support
poor voices. The first objective was to avoid silence. And this
was not, at first, as easy as it sounds. We had no financial carrots
to dangle, and many distinguished people fought shy of risking
their reputatich on the unfamiliar microphone. Fortunately there
were some who did not. T remember best the trinity of E. M.
Forster, Desmond MacCarthy and H. G. Wells, who all gave us
freely of their time and wise counsels, and would sit round our
gas fires at Savoy Hill, talking of the problems and possibilities
of broadcasting. Desmond was, of course, a superb broadcaster:
the only difficulty with him was to keep him to his script, for he
would easily wander, in the Irish way, into a flood of remi-
niscence. E. M. Forster did not, as a speaker, quite reach the stand-
ard of his beautiful prose, but he was a wise and sympathetic
counsellor. H.G. was a hopeless speaker with his squeaky voice
(we built a special non-echo studio for him, but to no avail) but he
was wise, even if, while always preening himself with women, he
tended to be offensively rude to men and especially young men.
At a slightly further remove, and in very different ways, were
Arnold Bennett, Walter Elliott, and Hugh Walpole. A.B. could
not broadcast on account of his stammer, but had a childish
enthusiasm for all things new, and helped us enormously in dis-

16§



covering talent. Walter Elliott, then tipped as a certainty as
future Prime Minister, was a tower of strength in things political.
And Hugh was a Niagara of verbosity and as harmless as water.
Whenever a speaker fuailed, it was ten to one that a telephone call
would produce Hugh, ready to speak without a manuscript, and
to say nothing controversial, for exactly a quarter of an hour or
twenty «minutes -or whatever time was needed. These six were
great props. And then, of course, there were she ‘established’
popular broadcasters whose number steadily grew. It would be
invidious, as they say, to list too many names here: it seems to
me that Vernon Bartlett on international affairs and Ernest
Newman on music criticism, were the first two, closely followed
by Walford Davies, who was the best broadcaster I ever knew.
He was that partly because he was by nature a stunningly gifted
teacher and exponent, and partly because — a very rare gift — he
was entirely unaffected by the microphone and the whole para-
phernalia of broadcasting. Anyonc who watched his antics in a
studio - dropping music on the floor, blowing*his nose, rubbing
his spectacles, or throwing an odd remark to someone in the room
— might have thought he was putting on an act: in fact he was
simply his natural self, and a very engaging sclf it was. Nobody
in all BBc history has succeeded in transmitting as he did a love
of and enthusiasm for music. Ernest Newman was a law unto
himself, refusing always to submit any manuscript or even to
have one, but invariably producing beautiful talks.

I shared an office with Lance Sieveking. Lance lived some-
where among the rolling clouds of his vivid and sometimes cr-
ratic imagination, and occasionally from these clouds there fell
a shower of brilliant idcas. His impact on broadcasting, though
it cannot be measured by any statistical standards, was consider-
able. He was in the forefront of all experiments and afraid of
nothing. He was a stimulant. It is always dangerous to say that
any one person is or was responsible for an innovation, but it
scems to me that it was Lance who fathered the first experiment
in Baird’s television — right back in 1930 at Savoy Hill — which
took the form of a play, The Man with a Flower in his Mouth.
It was jagged and hazy, but it gave us, even then, an idca of
what television was bound to be. And with his play Kalcidoscope
— at about the same time — he started the use of multiple studios
with a ‘pancl’ to control and ‘mix’ them. As a stable companion
he was unpredictable and sometimes irritating. He would arrive
(late) in the morning, and bending over his table towards me,
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would say something like this: ‘Have you ever, my dear Lionel,
have you ever walked down a long long passage, with a mirror,
a huge great mirror, at the end of it, and walked slowly slowly
slowly until you got up to that huge gretst mirror, and looked
into it, and seen ...’ and here his voice rose to 2 shout, ‘NoTH-
mNe!!1 And T would say, ‘Oh really, Lance at this time of the
morning, do for God’s sake shut up” And Sheila Wynn-Williams,
our admirable‘and charming secrerary, would giggle in the back-
ground. It was Lance who invented and had printed and framed
a noti¢g which stood beside the microphone: ‘If you sneeze or
rustle papers, you will DEAFEN THousAaNDs!'!"” With some dif-
ficulty I got these notices removed, as they caused great alarm
and despondency among talkers. All the same, they remain an
indication of the kind of fright which the microphone produced
at that time — and not without reason: on one occasion a police-
man who was broadcasting for me about his duties, and whom I
had carefully rchearsed, had a last minute idea (which he did not
communicate to ne) that it would be fun to blow his whistle: he
did so, and the whole BBC went off the air for several hours.
Every day and in every way, the organisation of broadcasting
went ahead, and nobody could quite keep track of it. At first
Hilda Matheson was the undisputed arbiter of the spoken word,
and we were her disciples: but gradually other arbiters began to
cmerge — Derek MacCulloch, with his immepsely successful Chil-
dren’s Hour, Mary Somerville with her programmes for Schools,
Stobart with a very thin end of the wedge known as ‘Adult
Education’, Henty with News, and, last but not at all least, the
growing number of talks and commentaries on Sport — all these
threatened the powers of a single “Talks Director’, Very gradual-
ly, though it took a long time to come to a head, a squabble
developed among these interests. But for most of the time at
Savoy Hill no squabbles arosc: there was too much to do. It was,
for instance, difficult at first to decide how long any ‘talk’
should be: nowadays the fifteen minute period has been accepted
as basic, but at that time we had little idea whether listeners
would accept five or fifteen or thirty or sixty minutes Eric
Maschwitz, a man of sparkling idcas, threw quite a spanner into
our works by inventing the highly popular ‘In Town Tonight’,
in which talks were cut to a drastic two minutes each: and it did
seem that perhaps that was enough for most speakers. On the
other hand, the ‘National Lecture’ (what a name!) was invented
for very distinguished people and lasted an hour: occasionally,
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as in the case of Dr Glover with his ‘Challenge of the Greek’ it
could be arresting: but usually it was a highbrow flop. Or, at
least, so it seemed to us.

In this backward ghance it is worth considering for a moment
our own ideas<about the future. Although broadcasting was em-
piric and faltering, we had some fairly clear notions about its
ultimate’development. Television, we knew, was bound to come:
we also thought (and it is still a thought, because the requisite
cheap sets cannot yet be manufactured) that microwaves were
likely to give us thirty or forty separate programmes, and we had
definite plans for (a) a continual news programme always on the
air, always available, always being added to by the latest events;
(b) a programme of light music and waltzes, without the inter-
vention of any announcer (a great number of people wanted this
‘background noise’); (c) a programme of continuous readings
from the classics, always demanded by hospital patients; and so
on and so forth. We also of course thought in terms of a “Third’
programme, essentially highbrow. Reith howevér was very much
against any such specialization, and I think now that he was
right. He invented what was known as the ‘Phi’ system: roughly
speaking, this meant that certain programmes of value — a concert
by Toscanini, a talk by Einstcin, a starred production of Shake-
speare — were made obligatory for the whole Bsc network: other
programmes of less importance but still of some moment could
be queried by regional stations, which would hav® to suggest an
alternative, and that alternative might or might not be accepted
by London: a third category of programmes could be accepted or
rejected by stations as they wished. Reith’s argument (I trust that
I have understsod it) was that by this system listeners would
automatically hear the best things and grow to like them: if you
had a special programme for every taste you would merely be
preaching to the converted, and get no further. That is a point of
view which may be debated: I am inclined to think that the
Third Programme, as it is today, is something which belongs to
the private gramophone and the university lecture room, and not
to broadcasting. Broadcasting should continually enlarge the
listener’s horizon, and if it does not do so it falls into a rut of
routine: but it must never jump too far. I am aware, of course,
that such arguments will be out-dated by commercial television
and sound: sound and vision, spurred by advertisers, will, like
the newspapers, follow popular taste: but do not ask me to be-
lieve that that is the best solution. The rcal degradation of the
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sec started with the invention of the hellish department which
is called ‘Listener Research’. That Abominable Statistic is sup-
posed to show ‘what listeners like’ - and, of course, what they
like is the red-nosed comedian and the Wurlitzer Organ. But
anyone who has studied the letters received by ghe BBc knows
that (a) only Abominable people ever write to it, and (b) hardly
a single letter is a valid criticism. Hilda Matheson and d always
wanted (and L'am sorry that we never had the courage to do it)
to put a speaker on the air saying tomato-tomato-tomato for a
quarter of an hour: we were convinced that we should get letters
of praise. (And my later experience at the Ministry of Food
showed just how daft English letter-writers can be.) For the
broadcasting official there can be one rule only - to do what he
belicves to be good and to spare no trouble in the doing of it.
Once he begins to follow what is supposed to be popular taste,
he is on the road to stagnation.

It is time that I mentioned two other people who, in their
different ways, eontributed a great deal to broadcasting in those
early days. One was Stephen King-Hall: an example of a man
who made himself into a broadcaster. I ‘discovered’ him because
Oliver Baldwin took me to see him, saying that it was a shame
that anyone so talented should be unemployed and ncarly starv-
ing. I thought he had a lively mind, and invited him to try his
voice at Savoy Hill. He asked me what he should talk about. I
said that it dddn’t matter: anything that interested him. He de-
cided to talk about the Mediterranean. He produced a quite good
talk, which I did not think would set the Thames on fire. But,
when he had finished and walked rather disconsolately away -
that happened to many speakers, who felt that the lack of ap-
plause at the end of a talk was son._how discouraging - he got on
to a bus in the Strand. Bchind him were two men, and one said
to the other, ‘D’you know, I just heard a fellow on the wireless
talking about the Mediterrancan. It got me. Damned good he
was I shall go there for my next holiday.” This conversation
produced in Steve (so he has told me since) a sort of conversion
of St Paul: he suddenly saw the possibilities of broadcasting, and
set himself to work at it. And he worked with concentration and
care. He lcarnt just what to do with his voice, and he kept a
card index of eve<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>