


Table of Contents

1 - Ancestry and Childhood
2 - School and Sandhurst
3 - Service in the First World War
4 - The Gaining of Experience
5 - Entry into Politics
6 - Marriage to Cynthia Curzon
7 - Youth and Age
8 - The Irish Question
9 - Elections 1922-24
Clydesiders
The ILP
Birmingham
10 - Birmingham Proposals
Shaw and the Rich Socialists'
The General Strike
11- Roosevelt and American Industry
12 - Parliament and the Labour Party
Shaw the Seer
13 - Office in MacDonald's 1929 Administration
14 - Resignation
The Fight at Labour Party Conference
15 - Consensus for National Action: 1930 and Today?
The Formation of the New Party
16 - The Founding of the British Union of Fascists
17 - The Ideology of Fascism
Science and Caesarism
18 - Jewish Opposition
Finance and Administration
Libel Actions
19 - Hitler and Mussolini
Conversations and Impressions
The Abdication
20 - Why I Opposed the War
21 - Action at Outbreak of War
Imprisonment Under 18B
22 - Personal Life after the War
23 - The Post-War European Idea
24 - North Kensington
Later Renewal of Communist Violence
25 - Policies for Present and Future

2 of 424

My Life - Oswald Mosley



My Life - Oswald Mosley

Copyright © 2006 Friends of Oswald Mosley (F.O.M.) London. UK.
All rights reserved.

OswaldMosley.com eBooks are copyrighted works and may not be converted to any
other format, electronic or otherwise, nor sold or distributed without the prior written
permission of the "Friends of Oswald Mosley" (F.O.M.).

For more information contact ebooks@oswaldmosley.com

Order "My Life" for your bookshelf

Hardback £15.00
Paperback £7.50
including postage and packing

by post from: Brockingday Publications,
27 Old Gloucester Street, London,
United Kingdom, WC1 3XX

3 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

1- Ancestry and Childhood

WE began with 'Ernald, a Saxon', who lived in the reign of King John at Moseley, a
hamlet in Staffordshire four miles from Wolverhampton. The descendants of this
'Ernald de Moseley' moved to Lancashire and other parts of Staffordshire, married
Normans and later added a slight mixture of Scotch and Irish. The 'e' was dropped
from the family name in deference to a Latin epigram of the erudite Queen Elizabeth
when an ancestor defied the law and organised a privateer fleet against Spain. My
own strong feeling that I am a European appears to have some foundation in ancestry
and family experience. I have never made a close study of the family lineage, which is
on record in various books of reference, but in my youth I remember a great-uncle
who was a considerable authority on the subject. Facts no doubt in the course of time
had become freely embroidered. It seems clear, however, that our family played a
fairly distinguished part in the Civil War, though I have never tested by the record
their claim to have defended Tutbury Castle until it was the last Royalist stronghold to
fall in that bitter conflict. The reliable witness of my grandfather and great-uncle
assured me that they had seen letters written by Cromwell when he was besieging
Tutbury, threatening to burn down the nearby family home at Rolleston if we did not
surrender the castle. It was in this ancestral pride that I made the daily march of a mile
and a half and back from my grandfather's house at Rolleston to Tutbury each
afternoon of my Staffordshire childhood under the watchful eye of my first sergeant-
major, a kindly nanny. Fortunately Cromwell did not fulfil his threat, but contented
himself with removing all the lead from the Rolleston roof to make bullets. Yet the
fate of this fine old Tudor house was only delayed, and it was burned down in the
latter half of the last century, together with the Cromwell letters and many other
treasures. I never saw it.

All that remains of the house is a drawing of the Georgian facade which had been
added in the eighteenth century. The main feature was reputedly a long, oak-panelled
gallery which contained the best pictures, including several Van Dycks; this may well
be, as the period was an apogee of family fortune, though knowledge of the breeding
of shorthorns and shire horses was more conspicuous in my immediate forbears. We
still have a Stubbs, which must have been tucked away in some back room; a Mosley
boy, holding his horse, is accompanied by his dogs on the slopes of Tutbury Castle,
perennial scene of reverent recollection and pilgrimage. The Van Dycks have
disappeared without trace, except for an odd freak of fate; it may possibly prove that
fire gave back what it took away. We suffered a second fire in 1954 at a house we had
at Clonfert in Ireland where some of the remaining family pictures were hung. A large
portrait which we always believed to be a copy of one of the Van Dycks was badly
singed. It was sent to Dublin for cleaning and excision of the unimpaired centre, and
in the process was pronounced original by the Irish experts.

Because of the burning of Rolleston we have few relics of the Cavalier period. Still
less have we any record of the next upheaval in which we were involved. It is in the
manner of English families, and indeed of the British nation, that long, slumbering
periods of quiet life are followed by moments of abrupt awakening and sometimes of
dramatic action. There was always a tradition that we were much engaged in the 1745
rebellion of Prince Charles Edward Stuart. The only evidence of this produced to me
in my youth was a pin-cushion embroidered by some ancestress with the words 'Down
with the Rump and God bless Prince Charles'. We still possess this pin-cushion, but of

4 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

course it clearly refers not to Prince Charles Edward of the '45, but to Charles II when
he was 'on his travels' as a fugitive from the 'Rump’ of the Cromwellian Parliament. I
was, therefore, inclined to discount the tradition that in 1745 we were armed and
ready to come out with the Young Pretender on his march south as soon as he reached
our house at Rolleston. We were saved from the subsequent disaster because he and
the Highlanders turned back at Derby, eleven miles to our north.

This topic revived vividly when I addressed a public dinner in the thirties at which as
usual I expressed my loyalty to the Crown. Sir Compton Mackenzie was present, and
subsequently put the teasing question whether this declaration had any reference to
the fact that Prince Charles Edward had spent the night in our family house on his
secret visit to England the year before the '45. He referred later to this historical
incident in a book on the subject of Prince Charles's well-concealed survey of the
field of action for the following year. I had never heard this, but it was not difficult to
understand how careful the family had been to destroy all record of the period.

The romantic tradition of opposition and insurgence - embodied in the grace and
charm of the Stuarts and their cause - evidently moved our family at this stage, but the
reader would be mistaken in thinking this accounts for the course of my political
career. A portentous change followed, when the Mosleys became the incarnation of
contrary English qualities. Perhaps we had after all the happy quality, the redeeming
grace, of learning from experience.

The culmination was my great-great-grandfather Sir Oswald Mosley whose fire-
inviolate portrait gazes down on me in his red robes of learning with massive
reassurance of English stability, albeit with a certain whimsical charm as if he almost
admitted it was not quite so serious as he made out. With him we enter a very
different period of the family history, an unaccounted metamorphosis from the
Jacobite, romantic Tory tradition to the solid, stolid respectable Whig. We are
surrounded not by emotional revolutionaries but by squires and parsons, and by
professional soldiers of the orthodox variety, like my father's two first cousins who
were killed in the First World War, and my own brother Ted, who spent his life in the
army.

This very worthy person, my great-great-grandfather, was indeed a pillar of the State
in the Midland counties. It was he who appears first to have established that our

Saxon family could prove its ancestry to the thirteenth century and trace it to before
the Norman conquest. It seems in any case that the family is of a respectable antiquity,
for works of reference and public monuments show that it was playing some role at
least in Elizabethan times. My great-great-grandfather fortified his Saxon lineage by
marrying an Every from a neighbouring family of Norman descent; this desirable out-
cross - in agricultural language - appears to have occurred more than once. Armed
then with an imposing presence and a weighty erudition in his own sphere, he entered
the House of Commons in the Whig cause during the Reform Bill period. Apart from
this concession to progress he showed little sign of possessing a radical frame of mind.

I have often been reproached in my political life with the rough part the family played
in repressing the Chartist riots in Manchester, although I was never able to understand
why I should be held responsible for events so many years before I was born. After all,
Peterloo was a mild exercise in violence compared with some of the British doings in
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India and elsewhere during subsequent years. For all they knew, my indignant
interlocutors on the alleged performance of my ancestors might themselves have been
able to trace descent from those who during the Indian mutiny bound Sepoys to the
muzzles of guns for the purpose of blowing them into the next world in unidentifiable
pieces, thus robbing them not only of life but of their chance of paradise. Many of us
Europeans would be in for a thin time in this world or the next if we were held
responsible for all the dark deeds which adorn our family trees. The real matter of
regret and reproof is that our generation has not progressed beyond the wickedness of
our antecedents, and has even regressed by comparison with some of mankind's more
enlightened periods.

The offence of our family's more impetuous members in restoring order in
Manchester by a yeomanry charge rather than by persuasion was, of course,
aggravated by the ownership of considerable wealth in the area. This was derived
from the agricultural land on which Manchester was built, not entirely by the direct
exertions of the family. From my point of view they made one disastrous error when
they sold leaseholds for 999 years instead of for 99. That extra nine unhappily made
the difference between our wealth and, for example, that of the Grosvenor family,
who occupied a similar position in the development of London, but granted shorter
leases which fell in sooner. Reflecting upon what might have happened in British
politics if I had had so much money to spend, my contemporaries may consider that
they can count their blessings. The virtual sale of this land cut both ways, for we lost
control over it. It was therefore again wide of the mark when I was frequently
attacked in my political life for the subsequent development of Manchester. Not only
did this occur before I was born, but the family could not have altered the course of
events once they had granted these careless leases. Our last effective influence in
Manchester ceased with the sale to the Corporation of the Lord of the Manor rights
early in the nineteenth century, this time for quite a tidy sum in a shrewd bargain
which left some resentment. These rights, strangely, we had shared from early times
with the De La Warr family; strangely, because the present Lord De La Warr was a
fellow-member of the 1929 Labour Government. When I last looked, our coats-of-
arms were still side by side in the remnants of our old family house at Ancoats; a
quaint premonition.

These events, and also the cavalier romance, seem well established by the research of
forbears. It is difficult for us today to understand this obsession with family trees. [
am glad to know that I come from an old English and British family, but there my
interest ends. It was different in the last century, when my great-great-grandfather in
particular appeared to have shown an inordinate pride in his lineage. During his time
in Parliament he is reported to have refused a peerage with the observation that an
ancient baronetcy was preferable to a mushroom peerage. Although he was evidently
a man of some intellectual attainments and considerable personal prestige, what he
had done to merit a peerage is not entirely clear. Still more dubious is the remark
concerning the ancient baronetcy, for he was only the second in the line. It appears
however that this was the third Mosley creation of a baronetcy, which in earlier years
had lapsed because the succession was insufficiently direct. The first creation dated
from the reign of James I, so to say it was ancient may have been moderately justified.

The story of our family in the Elizabethan period is for the most part clear. Sir
Nicholas Mosley was Lord Mayor of London under Queen Elizabeth, and a fine
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monument testifying to this fact still stands in Didsbury Church near Manchester. A
more beautiful monument to another member of the family in a slightly later period
can also be found in Rolleston Church. This marks the division of the Mosleys at that
time between the earlier Lancashire branch and the migrants to Rolleston,
Staffordshire, in the late Elizabethan period. They all seemed to have joined together
a little later for the Civil War in the Royalist cause.

Throughout, a certain diversity occurred between the Staffordshire owners of
agricultural land with a substantial farming tradition and the remaining Lancashire
family who seem to have been largely engaged in the early cotton trade. There
remained however considerable interplay of interests, for the Rolleston branch
derived most of their money from the land on which Manchester was built, and the
Lancashire family still carried on farming in the Didsbury and Chorley area. The old
family house at Houghend still stands, though in a very dilapidated condition. It was
abandoned long before my time, no doubt on account of the approach of Manchester
which disturbed the rural habits of these countrymen. When I rediscovered the house
it was sadly deserted, open to the wind and rain and stripped of panelling, staircase
and all decoration or suggestion of a home. I wandered through the deserted stables
and outhouses, which evidently came right up to the front door in the style of the
smaller French chateaux. The only living thing appeared to me in the dusk as a
ghostly shadow of a peacock perched on a cow-stall. I came nearer, and thought the
motionless bird was stuffed, the only remaining relic of the old family life. I stroked it,
and the live head turned towards me with a steady, tragic gaze of faraway memories;
perhaps we should never have left?

How Sir Nicholas Mosley's diverse energies and interests carried him from this quiet
country background to the position of Lord Mayor of London is a matter of legend.
The job seems to have required a considerable variety of function and of quality in the
incumbent. He is reported to have fitted out a privateer fleet against the Spaniards at a
time when Elizabeth was at peace with Spain. The Lord Mayor's flagrant breach of
the prevailing law was said to have been forgiven to him when the fleet returned with
considerable booty, a substantial proportion being placed at the disposal of the pacific
queen. Again according to legend, when he appeared before her in some trepidation to
explain the situation and to offer a share in the swag, she delivered to him a family
motto instead of delivering him to the axe he had merited. The motto was Mos legem
regit, which was understood to mean 'Our custom is above the law' and has been
proudly held ever since.

If the legend is untrue, some explanation is required for this strange device which is,

of course, so much at variance with my own habit as the present family representative,
who not only keeps the law but has had frequent recurrence to the courts to require
others to do the same. The legend is fortified by the Queen's considerable reputation
for erudition and wit, which in those days was often expressed in Latin punning. Play
on the family name of Mosley is reputed to have given her such satisfaction that she
forgot to be angry. It may be that the material recompense of the booty reinforced the
purely intellectual pleasure. Who knows? To what extent do truth and legend coincide?
Perhaps the most that one can say is that there was probably something in it.
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Family crest with the motto given by Queen Elizabeth I for breaking the law.

Memory over generations is likely to be even more distorted than memory in a single
life. Some things in life as in literature are worth remembering, but many trivial things
the mind does better to discard; it should not be a lost luggage depot in a railway
station through which we passed long since. I have always consciously trained myself
in this sense. The result is that [ hardly ever forget a fact that seems to me important
and is relevant to the given situation, but when it comes to remembering every
irrelevant detail of past life and of tedious people who have flitted through the scene
without mark or purpose, I am lost. I can remember a scene, a statistic, a turning-point
of action, a quotation of prose or poetry which has moved me, but not life's minor
irrelevancies.

With this mental training and habit it is not easy for me to remember my childhood
except for vivid memories of dear people I so much loved, notably my mother and my
paternal grandfather. Otherwise my childhood, for reasons I will explain later, seemed
to me of little importance. Few things are more overrated than the effect of childish
experiences on later life. However, I well recall some of the early contrasts of fortune
and circumstance which became still more extreme in my later life. My home life was
divided between my mother and my paternal grandfather who was called Sir Oswald
Mosley and was the grandson of the Reform Bill M.P. of the same name. They were
usually on the best of terms, and she accompanied me and my younger brothers to his
Staffordshire home at Rolleston-on-Dove. Her own house was on the borders of
Market Drayton in Shropshire, near her parents and brothers, who had country houses
a few miles away.

My mother lived in relatively straitened circumstances; a continuous struggle to make
ends meet worried her a great deal. I was very conscious of this, being her eldest son
and much in her confidence. The problem was to pay the school fees of three boys at
what were considered the best schools and to provide us with clothes and enough
good healthy food in the holidays. Whatever the difficulty of the situation she always
succeeded in doing these things. We were much better off in this respect than many of
my contemporaries. Nevertheless, it was not easy for my mother, and we suspected
that it involved doing without many of the things which her friends enjoyed. She was
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a remarkable woman to whom I owed everything in my early life, and to whom I was
passionately devoted until she died at the age of seventy-six years.

She combined strict religious principles with a robust, realistic attitude to life. The
tenets of the Church of England were possibly modified by the long-continuing
influence of the pagan world which can still be observed in many countries. An
absolute morality in personal conduct was combined with a sturdy maintenance of the
values of her own kind; an exact reversal of many current attitudes. She was less than
twenty-four years older than I, as I was born within a year of her marriage, and
extremely beautiful. Yet I never observed any male influence in her life other than her
family and an occasional preacher of exceptional gifts. She was a paragon of virtue,
but as loyal and vigorous as a lioness in defence of her own. Conventional education,
and appreciation of literature, the arts and music were almost entirely lacking, though
she played Strauss waltzes on the piano in a way that entranced me as a child. Her
natural shrewdness coupled with a clear head for figures and simple business made
her an able woman by any standards.

She was popular in the country circles in which she moved, because of her evident
good nature, high spirits and considerable humour. Our friends by reason of her
background were almost entirely concerned with agriculture and sport, and this was
perhaps her chief anxiety: to enable her sons to take part in the sports of the field
which she and all her friends felt were the only possible training for a man, and to
which almost from infancy we were ardently addicted. It may seem strange in
retrospect that she should so have taxed her energies and resources to keep ponies in
addition to three hungry boys, but hunting in that world was almost a religious
observance; and let me freely admit in another age that some of the happiest moments
of my life have been spent with horse and hound. Well do [ remember as a small boy
the night before returning to school, sitting all evening long in a manger weeping with
one arm round the neck of some beloved pony while the other hand caressed a
favourite fox-terrier. It was a ritual of the old country folk with roots deep in a remote
past; roots too which gave a certain vitality and resolution for very different purposes.
All now very strange and far away, but insistently real at that time.

The ponies, and a horse for my mother, were usually a gift of one or other of the
grandfathers, but their upkeep was something of a problem even with the cheap oats,
hay and straw available in the country. Rough shooting was also provided close at
hand by my mother's father; and at Rolleston where my Mosley grandfather had some
four thousand acres there was plenty of such shooting and coarse fishing. The
holidays were simply a matter of horse, dog and gun. These were the happy crumbs
which fell from the well-1aden tables of two grandfathers. It may be asked why they
did not do more in a regular way to help my mother in her daily struggle to keep
going, for they were both kindly men. The answer is probably that it simply did not
occur to them. The shy reticence of their kind would inhibit any enquiry unless they
were asked; and to ask was out of the question to my mother's reserved pride. The
result was that we experienced extremes of contrast in our way of life, particularly in
our visits to the Rolleston grandfather.

Even my mother's father - Justinian Edwards Heathcote - lived in a very different way
to us. Sunday luncheon with the family was a sumptuous occasion, presided over by
the grand old matriarch, my grandmother, square in physique and in mind with clear-
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cut and determined features, who came from another Staffordshire family. Her
principles were rigid, and she never risked their impairment. Someone gave her a
book by R. H. Benson, which she put aside with the rebuke that he was a Roman
Catholic: 'T am not going to have them converting me'. Nevertheless, within her
narrow limits she was a fine woman, always occupied with deeds of Christian
kindness from which wide and diverse circles benefited.

Rolleston visits provided even greater contrasts with our way of life at home. It was
an abrupt transition in childhood from a wayside house with a few rooms, a patch of
garden, and one maidservant fresh caught from the village green, to the massive
edifice of Victorian comfort - which replaced the burnt Tudor house - set amid its
park, lakes and gardens. About thirty gardeners outside and eleven menservants inside
maintained this establishment, with a small army of housemaids and of cooks,
supplemented by two still-room maids exclusively engaged in the making of cakes,
which must considerably have contributed to the vast girth of senior members of the
family. My great-grandfather, well named Sir Tonman Mosley, was always reputed to
have jumped off the scales when they passed twenty stone; jumped, for he was still
active, and lived to be seventy-seven in defiance of modern dietary theory. His way of
living - he had a large area cut out of the table to accommodate his stomach while he
reached for the surrounding supplies - deprived him of only nine years of life in
comparison with the spare frame of his learned father, the Whig M.P. for North
Staffordshire, who died at eighty-six.

My grandfather was a man of more moderate dimensions, and the meals were not
quite so gargantuan. He died at sixty-seven after a rather heavy dinner, topped up with
his favourite combination of port wine and walnuts; but his strong constitution had
been undermined by diabetes in a period before the discovery of insulin. His two
brothers lived in the usual family fashion in full possession of their faculties until well
into the eighties. The elder of the two was created Lord Anslow by the Liberal Party,
of which he was a pillar. I had to take evasive action in avoiding his efforts to make
the peerage hereditary to me - which I do not think could in any case have succeeded -
but we remained on good terms and I had a strong regard and affection for him
despite every political divergence.

His younger brother, named Ernald after the founder, and nicknamed Uncle Tat, was a
tiny little man of girth almost equal to his height, who lived in a medieval doll's house
near Horsham. He was like a Beatrix Potter character, and I was devoted to him in
early life, listening for hours to his history or legend of the family. He left his
miniscule dwelling to my youngest brother John. This was appropriate because the
house was in the middle of the stockbrokers' paradise, but inappropriate because John
is six foot three, and its long garden fence facing the Brighton road could so easily be
decorated with the words 'Up Mosley' by my passing supporters; my genial relations
with my brother survived even this test.

In each generation it was the eldest son - with the exception of my great-great-
grandfather - who tended to live in a rather immoderate fashion, and I became another
exception to the rule. I have sometimes wondered why I live in such a different way,
and the answer I suppose is that I have a powerful desire to keep myself fit in order to
serve certain purposes in life; also in our time we have learned more of the art of
living, what to eat and what not to eat to keep the physical form we desire. It is
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curious that these relatively simple discoveries were not made sooner; only in recent
years has the question of diet been seriously studied.

Sleep, the second great need of humanity, was also neglected by scientific research
until quite lately. Conclusions on that subject in my youth were the purely empirical
deductions of practical men. I owe much to the chance that in my first year in the
House of Commons two remarkable old gentlemen - as they appeared to the youngest
member - gave me the same advice: always to sleep some time between the midday
and the evening meal. One adviser was Lloyd George, and the other Churchill; I took
their advice, and am convinced this is one of the chief reasons why I am now alive
and very fit after such a strenuous life. Most modern doctors now take the same view.

Life at Rolleston was a matter of instinct rather than of science; we were very close to
nature. My grandfather had a prize-winning shorthorn herd, and was one of the
country's leading authorities on shorthorns and shire horses. I was saturated with the
farming tradition, lived in it, enjoyed it, and I still do. We were of the earth earthy,
and [ am glad of it. It is one of my deepest convictions that these roots in the soil are a
very fine start to life. This calm existence rolled on at a leisurely pace. Farming stock
and method had been built over long years, and the skilled men had often been there
for generations. They formed one of the established institutions which, short of
disaster, are relatively easy to conduct; what is difficult is to create new things.
Everything was well run in, and managed with a stately ritual. My grandfather must
have done a lot of work in his little office in a quiet corner of the large house and in

his frequent inspections, but to us children the highlight of his efforts and successes
shone on Sunday mornings. After church came a visit to the home farm. The whole
well-ordered parade must occur between church and luncheon, so a watch would be
ostentatiously examined if the sermon continued long enough to keep the men one
moment from the Sunday dinner or to risk turning our own beef from pink to brown.
Life had its rules, and the Sunday beef was a very serious affair indeed. Placed in
front of my grandfather on an enormous dish was always a sirloin of four-year-old
beef, whose breadth still makes all modern fare look puny. Then came the solemn
moment when - carving-knife poised in hand - my grandfather recited the pedigree
and recounted the many virtues of the dual-purpose shorthorn breed.

It is perhaps not surprising in the light of these recollections that my grandfather
looked the image of the traditional John Bull, which became his nickname in wide
circles. He was in his way almost a national figure. Among his numerous contacts
with the world outside this completely self-contained enclave of existence were a
strangely assorted couple, King Edward VII and Lord Northcliffe. The King saw him
sometimes at agricultural shows, and was evidently attracted and entertained by his
sterling character. One of his letters expressed a desire to lean over a gate with my
grandfather contemplating a rural scene - the King's tact was as diverse as his
amusement - and an immense signed photograph was always displayed with loyal
pride.

Lord Northcliffe’ s intrusion into the country paradise was not so much appreciated as
the political support given to me many years later by his brother, Lord Rothermere.
Wholemeal bread became a stunt in the Daily Mail under the name of Standard bread.
The startling discovery that such a substance existed was made in the forgotten village
of Rolleston, where John Bull himself had installed the old stone rollers. The story
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went like wildfire, but we were all much too slow-witted to make any money out of it.
In fact, the whole family felt an acute embarrassment at the publicity, which I have
seldom since experienced in this sphere; the exception was my grandfather who took
things as they came in his robust fashion.

Otherwise Rolleston life was remote from the world, a remarkable, truly feudal
survival. Like medieval life, the economy was practically self-contained. Farms, the
garden, shooting and the large and well-stocked cellars satisfied most needs; the same
wagon which took our produce a few miles to be sold in Burton-on-Trent would
return well loaded with a fine variety of the best beers. There was little need to go
outside the closed and charmed circle, and we children never did. Our time was
divided between farms, gardens and carpenter's shop, where the bearded Pritchard
presided over a corps of experts who kept all things going as their forbears had done
for generations. I learnt then to work with my hands both in farming and carpentry,
and must admit that I was better at shovelling muck than in the fine work of joinery;
both aptitudes have their use in political life.

Again in feudal fashion, the warmest and most intimate friendships developed
between us and these people, so characteristic of traditional England, not only in their
daily occupations but in the strong bonds of mutual sympathy in life's events, birth,
marriage, death, occasions sad and festive; this was really a classless society. This
early development was one of the three very diverse experiences which wove me into
the warp and woof of English life. The second was the army - not only in regimental
life, though the relationships of officers and men in the great regiments developed an
extraordinary intimacy - but still more in army athletics where an absolute equality
prevailed between all ranks. The third experience was very different: when I joined
the Labour Party I spent two months touring the country each autumn to make daily
speeches.

Every night was passed in the house of a different member, nearly all manual workers,
from the mines, steel works, shipyards, farms and all the diverse industries and trades
of English, Scotch and Welsh life. The wife cooked and looked after us, gave the very
best they had, and I have never been better cared for and made to feel more warmly
welcome and accepted into the intimacy of family life. I owe much in knowledge and
in sentiment to that wide range of cherished memories.

These experiences helped me in the days of class to become a classless man, and later
to devise a type of political organisation which at least eliminated that archaic
nonsense. At Rolleston the class values only emerged strikingly at the strangest point;
in church. The habit must have developed over generations or centuries that
everybody waited until the family took communion; it afforded them no practical
advantage, because in any case they had to wait until the service was over. This
custom was probably never by their volition, but for some odd reason at some point in
time they had established the principle of roping off an aisle of the church. It was
peculiar, because they only used one or two pews and the aisle would accommodate
two or three hundred people. It did not much matter as the church was never anything
like full. Yet even to my childish eyes it looked rather an affront to man, and soon a
new uncumbent took it as an affront to God. The clergyman was a Royal Chaplain, by
name Canon Tyrrhitt. He was uncle of Lord Berners, the gifted writer, composer,
artist and wit who was a friend of ours when my wife Diana and I were living in
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Wiltshire in the late forties. The Canon was of a very different type from the usual run
of country parsons in those days.

My grandfather was landed in this bit of trouble by his Royal allegiance. King
Edward had asked him to grant the particularly well-endowed living to the Royal
Chaplain. All went well until the clerical eye with the wide and sophisticated glance
of a larger world fell on the rope offending both earth and heaven. A peremptory
demand for its removal followed; and was promptly rejected. Then followed a
perfectly ridiculous and much publicised lawsuit, costing thousands of pounds, which
the family rightly lost. It might have been better handled, for my grandfather had the
warmest heart, and any appeal to his neighbourly feelings or religious duty would
almost certainly have met with a spontaneous and generous response; but the
Christian beatitude - blessed are the meek - had missed the Canon by as wide a mark
as the grandfather. It was all very childish, and expensive.

My grandfather was in every sense a child of nature. Fearless and combative in face
of any challenge, he was immediately and entirely disarmed by any appeal to
compassion and suggestion of friendship. He was completely a man, and I greatly
loved him. His simple and generous nature made him a most likeable person, and he
evoked almost universal affection from all who met him in his small world or in wider
circles, where he moved with the same unaffected friendship as he did among his
tenants, work people, country neighbours or the larger agricultural shows and
institutions in which he played a leading part. His life and being were rooted deep in
English soil.

We had for each other a strong affection. Some time before he died I had developed
intellectual and cultural interests which were strange to him, but this in no way
impaired our relationship. We had so many interests in common, of the countryside,
sport and all the many aspects of traditional English life. As an amateur boxer in his
youth, he had been runner-up in the middle-weight championship of Britain; he was
also a runner, swimmer and all-round athlete, a remarkable performer. In addition to
sport, my grandfather's knowledge of horses, cattle and every aspect of agricultural
life was exceptional, and was of enduring interest to me. We never lacked things to
talk about, for we had many of the basic things of life in common. The same faculties
and tastes later stood me in good stead in the army and enabled the development of
close companionship with men to whom a whole range of my other interests were
literally a closed book.

The only moment of difficulty in my intimacy with my grandfather was in the
expression of emotion; the English inhibition, perhaps our curse. When I told him in
the latter months of 1914 just after my eighteenth birthday that I had volunteered and
been accepted temporarily to leave my regiment for service with the Royal Flying
Corps in France, he burst into tears. It was astonishing in such a man; he explained
that he had been told that this was the most dangerous of all war services, and that I
was all he had. If we had been classic Greeks we would have fallen into each other's
arms in a transport of mutual emotion; I should have explained in warm and
passionate words all that I felt for him. But [ was just a frozen young Englishman; I
could not move, I could say nothing. That has been a regret my whole life long. He
died soon afterwards, and I survived the experience he feared for me.
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Why is it that we cannot overcome these barriers? They can upon occasion be
surmounted by minds and characters at a certain level of common interest and
attainment, but they too often arise between generations. My relations with my
grandfather were certainly more intimate than his contacts with his own grandfather,
before whom he was accustomed to stand to attention like a soldier on parade at the
height of the Victorian era. Manners were formal and family discipline was strict in
this earlier period at Rolleston.

That massive building, emblem of Victorian achievement and stability on which the
sun was never to set, remains vivid in my memory as it can still journey through
nearly every room - the entrance-hall heavy with black oak, leading to a wide
staircase which branched gracefully at the halfway point and was adorned with family
pictures on the lofty walls reaching right to the roof; the large dining-room, which
was the only room to the left of the staircase because it supplied the contemporary
need in a house to be near the kitchen; the long passage leading to the sequence of
rooms on the right of the staircase and beginning with the man in armour, past whom
we used to scurry in lively apprehension when sent at night from the protracted dinner
to bed at a reasonable hour; then the fantastic Moorish room which my grandmother
fondly believed to be in the most exotic mode of the moment; the adjoining
stereotyped drawing-room of the period, which she conceived to be the complete
expression of exquisite femininity; then the library, a most agreeable room, all leather
and filled with beautiful books, from which I still preserve some three thousand; next
the billiard room, again all leather and redolent of post-prandial male jollity; and
finally conservatory and ballroom with well-polished floor, which in childhood added
shine to the seat of the pants, with my grandfather's little quiet work sanctum lurking
beyond. An equally large area in the other half of the house was occupied by the
varied cohorts of housekeepers, butlers, footmen, cooks, scullions, still-room maids,
house-maids, etc., who lived in almost equal style of victuals and material comforts -
the butlers were almost as portly as their patrons - which the descendants of their
employers would today regard as an existence of magnificence. Chiming clocks inside,
sweeping lawns outside, forever recall me to Rolleston.

I was regarded as the heir to all this and was ostentatiously so treated by my
grandfather, although my father was still alive and the entail through him still existed;
so it was perhaps well that I had the constant correction of return with my mother to
her really humble home. Psychological wiseacres will at once draw their conclusions
when the separation of my father and mother is mentioned, together with the
estrangement between father and grandfather; in due course we will examine their
pretensions, on which I have at least clear views.

In early childhood I hardly knew my father, as a separation had occurred when I was
five years old, and he was regarded as something of an ogre by my mother's family;
but later I established with him a happy relationship over a long period. My
grandfather suffered from no such apprehension concerning any man, but had a robust
dislike for his son, who was the eldest of a family which included three good-looking
daughters. The origin of the feud was rather obscure, as during my father's childhood
they appear to have got on quite well. My grandfather in crisp summary used to say
he could sometimes tolerate a merry blackguard, but he could not endure a gloomy
blackguard. This word now has a quite different connotation; my grandfather did not
mean anything to do with dishonesty. What he had in mind apparently were certain
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performances in my father's early manhood, when he had a tiff with my grandfather
on some trivial matter and established himself in a local inn, the Dog and Partridge in
Tutbury. There he had apparently set out in some degree to emulate the record of a
remote ancestor who was reputedly known as the Tutbury Tup. These events on his
own doorstep were regarded by my grandfather as an affront both to the proprieties
and to the local reputation of the family; hence the 'blackguard'.

The adjective gloomy seemed even more inappropriate, for my father in my
experience was the very reverse; in fact, to a degree which caused considerable
embarrassment. No doubt when upbraided by his father he had adopted a sulky
demeanour, as often occurs on such occasions in the young of all generations. My
grandfather was no Puritan, but he felt strongly that affairs of this nature should be
conducted with a remote discretion, far from the family home. He was himself
estranged at that time in a quite agreeable fashion from his wife, and seldom saw her.
From her stylised portraits in youth, she appears as a large and beautiful doll, with an
exaggeration of white, blue and gold colouring. She introduced the red-head strain to
the family, which appeared in my favourite Aunt Vi, emerged again in my niece
Veronica, daughter of my brother Ted, and finally in my youngest son, Max. My
grandmother was rumoured to be of a frigid disposition, which did not suit my
grandfather at all; but his recompense was always conducted with the utmost
discretion and dignity. He expected a similar reticence from all his family, and was
therefore outraged by my father's local bacchanalia.

These differences sometimes took a strenuous form. In a quarrel during the early
manhood of my father my grandfather ventured the opinion that he could knock him
out with one hand tied behind his back. My father accepted the suggestion with
alacrity; he was a slim young man of about five feet nine inches, but had himself
reached the semi-finals of the Amateur Boxing Association as a feather-weight. He
reckoned that he would stand quite a chance against a more accomplished middle-
weight in his early forties who had one hand out of action; in any case he was
incensed. They repaired to the sombre oak hall, announcing the sporting event to all
and sundry, who duly assembled. At first my grandfather took considerable
punishment, but he tucked his chin into the protective left shoulder and bided his time.
Eventually he saw his opening and knocked my father out with a single right to the
jaw, to the warm applause of the assembled family and retainers. Poor Pa in the
parlance of The Fancy was as cold as a mackerel.

A more genial occasion of the same Corinthian character occurred when I was sixteen
and my father thirty-eight, more appropriately in the happier atmosphere of the
ballroom. My father had some reports of my performance at Winchester where I had
been for some time entirely dedicated to boxing, and he wished to see for himself.
Happily I was able to waltz round him almost as easily as I had waltzed on the same
floor with the local maids and matrons of the county. My legs were then in good
working order and very practised; they kept me out of all trouble. His girth and way
of life had slowed him up considerably, and the long-trained straight left jerked his
head back frequently, to the evident pleasure of the same convivial company of
spectators in another generation. It was an embarrassing situation, and his ever more
strenuous efforts were clearly exhausting him. However, I managed to bring the affair
to a laughing conclusion with a merry handshake before the debate had developed any
real asperity.
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This incident happened when a short-lived reconciliation with his father had
temporarily placed the house at his disposal, some years after my first reunion with
him. He had previously obtained a Court order for his three sons to visit him in the
holidays. The arrangement was soon frustrated; with the barbarous insensitivity of
which small boys alone are capable, we sat around the house in postures of gloom and
despair until he could bear it no longer and sent us back to my mother and her family.
It must have been very wounding to his feelings, for he was on the whole a jolly
fellow and simply wanted to show us affection. If you took him the right way, life
could be quite happy with father. This I learned to do later, and established a genial
relationship by using our mutual love of horses; he rode superbly.

His faults were mostly of a superficial character, but led to some rather disastrous
results. Abounding vitality and physical energy were wasted. All went well in his
youth, when he had considerable success as an amateur jockey, but when years and
weight brought this to an end he did not know what to do with himself. Art and music
were certainly represented in his own little house. A picture over the fire was a
contemporary drawing of an ample lady in a very tight skirt with a monocled dandy
walking behind her; it bore the caption, 'Life is just one damn thing after another' - at
this point father's philosophy coincided with his art form. A wheezy gramophone of
early date wafted the stentorian tones of a music-hall tenor insistently reiterating his
urgent demand: 'Put me among the girls, them with the rosy curls'. On less amorous
but even more festive occasions, the same favourite tenor would enjoin: 'Come along
now, for a few of the boys are kicking up the hell of a noise - let's go round the town'.

The short honeymoon between my father and grandfather did not last long, and the
only practical effect was temporarily to make my mother's situation more difficult.
My grandfather's affectionate and spontaneous nature suddenly led him to feel that he
must both be reconciled with his son and promote a reconciliation between my
parents. She felt she knew better, and a rift occurred. My father was duly installed at
Rolleston with a considerable supply of extra cash, and my grandfather retired to a
relatively modest house and farm at Abinger near Pulborough in Sussex.

Trouble was not long in coming. A prize bull failed to arrive from Rolleston on the
due date to consummate its nuptials at Abinger. Dark rumours circulated of a restless
and inconsequent energy draining all the lakes at Rolleston with no good reason, and
losing in the reckless process most of the much valued stock of fish. Finally there was
a disturbing tale about some of the extra money being used to buy the fastest car of
the period - strong in the engine, but weak in the brake - with a flat-out trial spin in
the evening light which, in mistake of the road home, ran smack through the closed
park gates of a respected neighbour. My father landed, as usual in his innumerable
accidents, on his feet and unhurt; just as when he inadvertently cut a corner and turned
over a dogcart containing my pregnant mother shortly before the birth of one of my
brothers. It was not these vagaries which disturbed their happy marriage; she only left
him when she chanced to open a carelessly unlocked drawer and found it full of
letters from other ladies. Then she packed her bags and departed the same day, for
good; obtaining not a divorce which was against her principles, but a judicial
separation, which included custody of the children and a meagre alimony.

After a brief sojourn at Rolleston, which was available to me throughout, my father
was sent packing on his travels again. My grandfather returned and ran the estate until
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he died in 1915. My father then inherited, and we spent a short time there together
after the war. I persuaded him to sell the house and the estate, foreseeing the ruin of
agriculture which politics were bringing and feeling that I could best serve the country
in a political life at Westminster based on my constituency at Harrow. Happily, it was
easy to obtain good positions for our highly skilled staff, but it was a terrible
uprooting, causing me much sorrow at the time, and [ have sometimes regretted it
since. I would certainly never have done it if the original Tudor house had not been
burnt before I was born, but it appeared then a mistake to maintain in post-war
circumstances an unmanageable pile of a Victorian house together with a way of life
which seemed gone for ever. Survival of the Tudor house for better or worse might
have changed the course of my life.

My relationship with my father remained good until I joined the Labour Party in 1924.
It was assisted perhaps by my complete independence of him, because my grandfather
had left me some free money and in negotiation with my father had so managed the
entail that I should never be completely in his hands. This arrangement probably
rankled with him, but he never referred to it except at necessary business meetings
with the Public Trustee. Our tranquil relations exploded when in his view I entered
the devil's service by becoming a socialist. He knew no more about politics than
higher mathematics, but he had the strongest Tory sentiment and prejudices. He at
once published an attack upon me to the effect that I was born with a gold spoon in
my mouth and had never done a day's work in my life. He meant, of course, manual
work, for like many peasants he felt that only labour with the hands could be
described as work. It was true that I had never done manual labour, beyond my early
farm work under my grandfather's direction, and the later necessity sometimes to dig
trenches under fire, but my young reaction was that in other ways I had worked
throughout my adult life at high pressure. I also felt these were no terms in which an
older generation should address someone who had fought in the war.

I was hurt and angry; but said little. The gold-spoon jibe was constantly used by my
enemies and gave to the adroit cartoonist of the Conservative papers in Birmingham
an opportunity to depict me reclining in a large gold spoon which was hoisted on the
shoulders of the enthusiastic workers. I felt that men should not be assailed by their
family in this fashion, and it led to an estrangement which lasted during the short
remaining period of my father's life. The final explosion was probably due in part to
his constantly increasing drinking. He died of sclerosis of the liver at La Baule in
France in 1928, at the early age of fifty-four. I was still fond of him, for he had many
good and endearing qualities.

Lord Horder was doctor to three generations of our family, which he told me had the
strongest natural constitution he had ever come across; adding that my father's
excesses were enough to have killed several men. I can claim no virtue for not
following the same path, for drink has never been the least temptation to me. Nor
could my two brothers or any other members of the family I have known possibly be
described as alcoholics. The only other addict was apparently a great-great-uncle, also
named Oswald, elder brother of great-grandfather Tonman, who had something of my
father's disposition and also died young. For my part, [ was to drink water most of my
life, varied once or twice a week with wine or beer. Then I went to live in France and
the agreeable continental habit developed in our house of drinking light wine. In
recent times I have modified this by mixing an Alsatian wine with Perrier water; the
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hock and seltzer habit which was shared by an incongruous couple, Oscar Wilde and
Prince Bismarck. I follow the classic world in believing that an occasional feast does
good rather than harm, or as a French doctor put it: 'Il faut quelque fois etonner
l'estomac’.

There was no tendency to excess in the Heathcote family; they were spare, tall people
who earned their health. They were by nature much more respectable than the
Mosleys, who always rather shocked them. They were more respectable in the sense
that the middle class used to be more respectable than the aristocracy; not that any
class difference existed between them, for they were two neighbouring country
families with exactly the same background, which at that time used to be called the
landed interest. Their attitude to life was different; not different in the sense of
Cavalier and Roundhead, for the Heathcotes could not be described as Puritans, but
they had not the almost complete freedom from inhibitions which was a characteristic
many Mosleys shared both with much of the aristocracy and much of the working
class. Lord Randolph Churchill, during his Tory democracy days, claimed: 'the
aristocracy and the working class are united in the indissoluble bonds of a common
immorality'.

The Heathcotes were a strongly united family, with a vital gaiety in each other's
company. My mother had an elder sister who married a Life Guard, Sir Lionel Darrell,
two younger brothers and a much younger sister, who was only twelve years older
than I was and whom I loved as a favourite companion in sport and in a wide variety
of young happiness; she married a Lees-Milne, who handled a salmon rod almost as
well as his nephew was to manage the National Trust. Also cherished with affection
was the wife of my Uncle Jack, the daughter of Lord Hill; she looked better on a horse
than almost any woman I ever saw. There was plenty of health, life and affection in
that circle. They all lived in houses near to each other; a closely knit community with
its own attitude, vernacular and jokes, but with no tendency to be severed by the
family from the wider life of the neighbourhood; they were very friendly people. The
old couple were the centre, and were both remarkable. Justinian Heathcote, my
grandfather, had been M.P. for the Stoke-on-Trent area, where on land long owned by
the family some coal and steel interests had been developed.

They were Staffordshire people, who in my childhood had only recently migrated to
neighbouring Shropshire because coal-mine land subsidence had affected their old
home at Apedale near Stoke-on-Trent. They maintained close contact with their
Staffordshire interests which were not far away. It is through this grandfather that I
have my modicum of Scotch blood; his grandmother was a Lady Elizabeth Lindsay.
She apparently claimed descent from the family of Robert the Bruce; hence perhaps
my disposition always to try again even without example from a spider. The Irish
blood came through my father's mother, who was the daughter of Sir Thomas White,
sometime Mayor of Cork. Thus I can claim to be British as well as English, and
through Saxon and Norman blood also European; the island freeze-up is really quite a
recent invention.

The Heathcote grandfather was an imposing figure of commanding stature and
demeanour, with a square-cut patriarchal beard of snowy white. He was kindly and
affectionate and used to enthral my boyhood with tales of parliamentary life, its
dramatic incidents and personalities. He was not a performer but a shrewd observer of
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the political scene; a typical Tory squire, but much less bigoted than his wife. He had
considerable humour and delighted in such tales as Balfour's riposte to Parnell's
obstreperous lieutenant, Mr. Biggar, by reference to 'the honourable member with the
misplaced vowel'; a striking remark in debate, but in memory these anecdotes can all
too easily be transferred from the smoking-room to the chamber. His favourites on
different sides of the House were the radical Labouchare, who founded Truth, and
Thomas Gibson Bowles, of most varied accomplishments on the Tory side. I had then
no premonition that by marrying a Mitford I should acquire one of his granddaughters.
It was the blending of Mr. Bowles with the Mitford and Stanley combination which
produced that remarkable vintage. The merry sisters, as Evelyn Waugh called them,
have together an unlimited capacity to blow bright bubbles of gay fantasy with
peacock screams of ecstatic laughter which can transform and more than enliven any
dull moment. The vivid esprit of Mr. Bowles undoubtedly made its contribution to
this felicitous phenomenon.

My grandfather found Parnell by far the most fascinating personality of the period. In
particular, he noted the contrast between the ice-cold Protestant landowner and his
passionate, revolutionary Irish followers; his influence over them never ceased to
astonish. It was the discipline he taught them which temporarily disrupted the English
parliamentary system and would undoubtedly have won Irish freedom a generation
earlier, except for his dark, personal tragedy, a weakness strangely unaccountable in
such a will and spirit. My grandfather told how Parnell would suddenly and
unexpectedly enter the chamber - after protracted absence on business into which few
dared to enquire - to find an Irish riot in full swing, every man on his feet and roaring
insults with red faces of fury. Immediately he appeared at the bar everyone would sit
down, and complete silence would fall. Parnell would walk slowly to his seat with his
usual stiff dignity, and ask the Whip what it was all about. If satisfied, a slight motion
of his hand would bring every man to his feet again in an uproar which lifted the roof.

How did it all begin? My grandfather explained that Parnell arrived at Westminster as
a comparatively young man to find a completely ineffective Irish party under the
leadership of an amiable gentleman called Mr. Butt, who usually turned up rather late
at night in full evening dress after dining with the Tories. Parnell decided to put a stop
to all that and, with the assistance of the member who got his vowel wrong, he did so
very quickly. The continual row led on occasion to his being physically removed by
the Sergeant-at-Arms and his assistants, but it was a fight - a hell of a fight - which
thrilled all Ireland. It made him the hero of the Irish people and through their
enthusiasm the undisputed leader of the Irish Party. How could such a man at the
moment he had won his struggle - for Gladstone was obliged to negotiate with him,
even when he was in Kilmainham Gaol - have thrown away all he had done, and
himself, for the sake of Mrs. O'Shea? He thought perhaps that he could get away with
it, that both life and love, ambition and beauty could be served to the full. In
approaching a more luminous sphere I had something of this nature in mind when I
wrote in my introduction to a translation of Goethe's Faust a reference to the
enchanted, Byronic child Euphorion: 'He aspires to both beauty and achievement. In
his longing for the furthest flight he reaches for the forbidden wings. Disaster strikes
down from heaven.'

My grandfather's description of Parnell was not so dramatic as Disraeli's account of
the shadows darkening round Canning - when he witnessed 'the tumult of that ethereal
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brow' - but I was always glad to have seen through the eyes of an acute and a
sympathetic observer something of the astonishing interplay of personal frailty and
great events. In later life I have often reflected how beneficially the course of history
might have been changed if human weakness had not perverted destiny. Would the
first war ever have occurred - if Parnell had settled the Irish problem without the
delay of a generation and the protracted troubles which were at least a contributory
factor in persuading the Germans that Britain could play no effective part in the war
of 19147 - if Dilke, who stood firm against the division of Europe into rigid
alignments of entente and triple alliance, had not fallen through an escapade or frame-
up? - if the tragedy at Mayerling had not engulfed Crown Prince Rudolf, who for all
his feeble character had considerable influence in resisting the same tendency from
the other side? How much is history influenced by the vagaries of character? The truth
probably lies somewhere between Marx's materialist conception of history and the
view that it really made a difference to Europe when the Duke of Buckingham fell in
love with the Queen of France. Both men and opportunity are needed to change
history. It is the fiery contact of great men and great events which gives destiny the
light of birth.

Thus was my childhood divided between two very different families. Does our life
course derive inevitably from childhood background and influence, or is it true that
the world is character? - basic, original character? How strong is environment, and
how strong is nature? We need not be driven into the controversy between Lysenko
and his victorious opponents, but it is tempting to take a passing glance at the
psychologists, who claim in some degree to read our fate in our childhood years.
Some opportunity was afforded me to study them during a protracted period more
entirely dedicated to reading than is usually possible in middle life. Plato's
requirement of withdrawal from life for a considerable period of study and reflection
before entering on the final phase of action was fulfilled in my case, though not by my
own volition.

The results at least gave me some chance to examine my own childhood in the light of
analytical psychology. The broken home, the atmosphere of strife between preceding
generations, some of the classic factors were present. At the end of it all, what effect
did they have on me? The only evident result I will concede at once is really very
trivial. I have a tendency to rely on some obliging woman to do small things for me
which I feel she can do as well or better than I can, and are a waste of time for me to
do; a conceit which obliging women are happily quite tolerant about. It arises clearly
from being the man of the house too soon, and having had a fondly devoted mother,
whose help in such respect I repaid from the earliest age by gratuitous advice and
virile assertion on every subject under the sun. I had no father in the house to chase
me around, to make me do little things for myself and keep my mouth shut until my
contribution was opportune; but these are not failings to take too tragically.

In general, I did not suffer from lack of male influence. The company of one or other
grandfather was constant, and no one could have been more male than these two. My
uncles too were always at hand, two hearty, jolly country squires of the best sort. I
was sent to the barracks which were then called the schools of the well-to-do, and a
little later came in contact with the finest products of the real barrack life. This early
contact with the athletic flower of the regular army was to exercise a profound, lasting
and in my view most beneficent influence on my permanent attitude to life. A broken
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home certainly did not result in my becoming a mother's boy, deep as was my
devotion to her. The wiseacres of psychological science may ascribe to this
background some political tendencies in my later life which they dislike, but after a
considerable study of the subject I am convinced they are talking nonsense.

There are certain things which at this stage may be noted about the study of
psychology: it is in its infancy, and its protagonists are acutely divided. It is still in the
period of research, with much more work to be done. Yet every sob-sister in the
popular press feels she is competent in a breathless little article of slipshod appraisal
and spiteful disapprobation to analyse the alleged complexes of every giant or dwarf
who traverses the world scene. Far more serious people were long ago rightly taken to
task by Jung in his Psychologie der Unbewussten Prozessen for their pretentious
impertinence in analysing great figures of religion and philosophy, but lesser clowns
in smaller circuses still do not hesitate to show the same effrontery to all and sundry.
There is more nonsense, often ridiculous nonsense, written on this subject than on
almost any other.

Part of the trouble is that even the serious practitioners have few opportunities to
study anything but disease. Those who find their way to the psychiatrist's couch are
not always good subjects for studying the daily problems of abounding health and
vitality. Everyone in childhood or youth must invariably suffer again and again the
shocks and disabilities which in later life lead some to the psychiatrists' couch, just as
everyone experiences the cuts and bruises which later in life lead some to the
surgeon's operating theatre. The healthy psyche throws off the injury which in the
weak becomes a complex, just as easily as the healthy body throws off the bruise
which in the weak becomes a tumour. It is possible to go even further, and to say that
additional strength can come from early injury. I have seen extraordinary experiments
in botany where trees seriously injured early in their growth develop a protective
resistance which later results in far greater strength than a more sheltered environment
produces. "What fails to destroy us makes us stronger' is a proverb of a people with
some experience of such tests of fate. 'Having seen the little world, let us now see the
great.' Toynbee's theory of challenge and response illustrates in the great spheres of
nations the working of the same nature principle which stimulates and develops the
injured tree. Jung must have had something of the same truth in mind when he wrote
that possibly we 'owe all to our neuroses'; although again it seems that the quality of
strong natures - the power to resist adversity - should be regarded not as a neurosis but
as a gift of character. In short, the whole subject is not quite so simple as some
amateurs think. Much more serious work should be done before the potential of this
infant science can be realised, and before it can with confidence be transferred from
the laboratory to the clinic.

I write this criticism of certain current tendencies in science while claiming to have a
more consistent record in support of science than anyone who has spent his life in
politics. In theory and in the practice of government I have battled for science, to
provide it with means, to encourage and to honour its work. Years ago [ wrote that
modern statesmen should live and work with scientists as the Medici lived and
worked with artists. The glories of the Renaissance were made possible by statesmen
really given to art, and the redeeming wonders of modern science and technology will
be realised by statesmen really given to science. Yet if they love science and
appreciate its vast possibilities they will never allow any branch of it to be prostituted

21 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

by the craft of a witch-doctor smelling out opponents of the existing regime and
ascribing to them the evil spells which are today called complexes. These things are
serious matters, not the stunts of politics.

After my long general interest in science over a wide range, and continual reading of
its latest, provisional conclusions, I doubt whether at this stage the science of
psychology has sufficient data to justify practical application, particularly for children.
When in the light of my studies I ask myself whether my reverses or successes in
childhood and boyhood affected my life course, whether I should have been another
man if my childhood had been different, I can only reply, I think not. Some odd
combination of the genes in this strong country stock made me, for better or worse,
what I am. The basic constitution is given to us like a strong or weak body.
Afterwards the development or atrophy of the constitution depends on continual
exertion of the will, just as the increase or diminution of a muscle rests on constant
exercise. Then enters into the question of will the indefinable element of the spirit, but
this 1s beyond the range of childhood.
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2 - School and Sandhur st

I WAS always in too much of a hurry. This tendency began at school; I was
concerned to get on with it and to grow up. School to me was not a happy interlude
before facing the harsh responsibilities of adult life. It was a necessary but tedious
progress through which we had to pass before the wide life of opportunity, adventure
and great experience could begin. This was a fault, but I sometimes feel nowadays it
was a fault on the right side. The intense desire to become a man is surely preferable
to the yearning for a lingering childhood. The hurry to embrace life is better than the
flight from life. To me, childhood was just a nuisance; now it has become a blessed
cult. Growing up must be delayed in early life, and old age welcomed in later life.
Manhood with its responsibilities is the awkward and unpleasant time to be shortened
as far as possible. The tendency is to flight from the world, back to the womb or on to
the tomb. To play young in early life and old in late life is an exercise of the great
escape mechanism. For better or worse my generation was the extreme opposite. We
rushed towards life with arms outstretched to embrace the sunshine, and even the
darkness, the light and shade which is the essence of existence, every varied
enchantment of a glittering, wonderful world; a life rush, to be consummated.

It was a deep difference in attitude and approach, which has had far-reaching effects.
If too much is made of a cult of childhood its values tend to be unduly exalted; the
action proper to manhood can become inhibited, and its natural dynamism wasted. We
are told in early life that we are too young to do anything, and in later life that we are
too old to do anything; the peddlers of these inhibitions really mean that they are
always against anything being done. The achievements of manhood are replaced by
the fantasies of childhood; Peter Pan mounts on the reversal of values established by
nature and proven by history. Strangest paradox of all, just as science considerably
extends the effective life-span it has become the fashion to shorten it by the cult of
protracted infancy and premature senility. Therefore I admit to error in being always
in too much of a hurry and usually driving things too hard, but I prefer the errors of
dynamism to the religion of lethargy.

I arrived at my first school, West Downs, Winchester, just after my ninth birthday. It
had an enlightened headmaster, Lionel Helbert, who had given up being a clerk in the
House of Lords to found a small boys' school. He made a genuine effort to understand
his pupils; he ascribed to me at an early age certain qualities of leadership, and wished
me to join the navy, of which he was passionately fond. I arrived at nine as quite a
bright boy, after the home tuition of the excellent Miss Gandy, an intelligent woman
and kindly guide, but I rapidly became a very stupid boy, not by lack of school
teaching but by stress of growth, which I am now convinced was responsible for my
backwardness; at the age of fourteen I had reached my full height of six-foot-two and
was broad in proportion. Roughly my rhythm was, clever from nine to eleven, half-
witted from eleven to around sixteen, from sixteen to nineteen a gradual recovery of
my faculties, and from nineteen onwards the achievement of my capacities for what
they have since been worth. All this makes me look rather askance at such things as
the 11-plus exam, and other primitive tests which may at an early stage finally decide
or at least influence a boy's future.

In later life I teased public schoolmasters with the remark that in my generation and
the two preceding generations they had failed to discover at school any of the men
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outstanding in political life; exceptions were the father-in-law of my first marriage,
Lord Curzon, and one or two others, while the list of those found stupid at school but
brilliant in later life was long. I got an intelligent answer from Mr. Roxburgh, the
remarkable first headmaster of Stowe, a school I used to visit frequently at one time
for a fencing match in the afternoon and a debate in the evening. He retorted that it
was not the fault of the schools but of nature, because such men are usually slow to
develop and the schoolmasters were probably right when they thought them stupid at
an early age; another reason it seems to me for devising a system of progressive tests
in education rather than to stake all on some arbitrary and abrupt line for the division
of talents.

At West Downs my most unpleasant memory is of the intense cold; it was before the
days of central heating and the long stone and wooden corridors were as bitter as the
draughty dormitories where the sponges became rigid in the basin at any touch of
frost. My brother, Ted, joined me there and seemed in danger of being frozen alive,
despite the robust constitution of his adult life. My representations led to his removal
to a less arctic spot. Chalk downs remain an aversion of mine; they surrounded West
Downs and the neighbouring Winchester and were the scene of our compulsory walks.
They always seemed to me hideous. Another of my dislikes at West Downs was
swimming, which became one of the favourite pastimes and exercises of my later life.
We all had to jump into the bath at the deep end whether we could swim or not. It was
supposed to hasten the process of learning, but I always splashed somehow to the
nearest side without much further effort. I had at that time a certain phobia about
getting my head under water; due no doubt to arrival a fortnight late in the world,
smothered and under painful necessity of being slapped until I filled my lungs with air
for the first of those bellows which later resounded from so many platforms. This
apprehension of smothering lasted for many years, and I did not learn to swim until I
was grown up and persuaded by my first wife, Cimmie, on our honeymoon to join her
in one of her chief delights. Otherwise I recognise no neurosis in myself except the
dislike of an accumulation of papers, but that may be due to causes easily explicable;
the ever present prospect of tedious work.

Life at West Downs was not too bad, but it was depressingly dull compared to life at
home. I had none of that sense apparent in many modern children of moving into a
wider life at school; home and school were just freedom and prison, it was as simple
as that. Sport and games recompensed to some degree. Instinct and tradition of family
took me at once to the gymnasium where boxing was well taught, and I won the light-
weight championship soon after my arrival. In my opening fight I experienced for the
first time incredulity that I could be winning. Later I won many elections, but could
never believe in victory until the last ballot-paper was counted. Lloyd George was
reputed to be the same in a larger sphere; he could not believe he was winning his
landslide election of 1918, and in his unnecessary efforts to snatch victory made some
speeches which were a subsequent liability he need not have incurred. Churchill on
the other hand was usually confident of victory and was reputed not to have
anticipated his defeat in 1945.

My tendency to be doubtful of success until it was proven carried me to remarkable
lengths in this first athletic encounter of childhood at nine years old. After the opening
clash the other boy took to his heels and ran as fast as his legs could carry him round
the spacious gym—there were no ropes— hotly pursued as fast as my equally short
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legs could carry me. At length an insistent ringing of the bell terminated the farce, and
we returned to our corners; breathlessly I enquired of our instructor, have I won? The
last fight of the series in the final was my first endurance test. There was not much
science, just slogging it out toe to toe with straight lefts and rights to the face.
Gradually he gave ground and I won my first championship. Three years later I took a
tremendous hiding from a boy in the final of the heavy-weight championship. My
opponent was bigger, heavier, older and a better boxer. I should have had no trouble
in winning if I had waited another year, but, as usual, was in too much of a hurry to go
on to a public school and made this attempt, like everything else, prematurely.

Helbert, with rare insight, praised me more in defeat than in victory. When we left at
the end of the term he selected two occasions to note in my school career. The first
was the beating I took in this boxing final, because I had fought it out to a finish; it
simply had not occurred to me to do anything else. The second was my performance
in the school shooting championship, when again I did badly. I was captain of the
miniature-rifle shooting team and could normally have expected to win the individual
inter-schools championship at the same time that the school team won the match. It
was an off day for me and I shot so badly that I had no hope of the championship.
Helbert remarked to the school audience that I had continued to do my best to the end
of the day in order to contribute to the team's success; many boys apparently in his
experience threw in their hands on such an occasion in a mood of petulant despair.
Again I had not been at all conscious of any merit, because it did not occur to me to
do anything else. Helbert however, rightly for a schoolmaster, was always on the
look-out for early evidence of character. He noted in me that I was capable of the
team spirit which has sometimes been denied; wrongly because I am a completely
loyal colleague while a member of a team.

It has already been duly noted by analysts who induct from the trivial to the
considerable that I was more attracted by individual sports like boxing, fencing and
riding than by team games like cricket. Clarification of these turgid convolutions is
often simple. I liked these sports better because I was better at them, and my
background inclined me to the sports of the country rather than to the games of the
town; individual ball games like golf and billiards seemed to me even more tedious.
Was it also some complex that made me prefer conversation, reading or reflection to
the playing of cards; extraordinary aberration of ardent time-killers?

My transition to the public school a year too early was one of the errors of my
perpetual sense of haste. I persuaded parents and schoolmasters to let me go ahead for
no good clear reason, just from a sense of urgency. I lacked at this point perhaps some
calm, male influence to say: what is the hurry?— why not wait another year at the
private school, be head boy, win the boxing, do all the things you like doing at the
first school, and then take a higher place in the public school when you are a year
older and better fitted to go there? But I was in a hurry, and this advice was not
available. I doubt if it mattered very much. I arrived at the public school a year
younger than was normal, and my experience to that extent was tougher than the usual.
As the chief merit of that education was supposed to be the toughening process, it can
even be argued that it was in this way an advantage. We were up early and to bed late,
the food was meagre and the water cold, except once a week: we were at early school
and enjoying the solace of religion in chapel before breakfast; the rest of the day was
a hustling affair divided between lessons, compulsory games and fagging for the older
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boys. These prefects had almost the powers of life and death over the smaller boys
without any effective check or supervision from a master; certainly the power to make
their life a misery or reasonably tolerable. The power was on the whole exercised

fairly and equally, according to a definite code. Junior boys were treated alike by
these older boys in the affairs of everyday life, even the favourites. The strict
discipline prevented any form of unauthorised bullying, and the ganging up of boys
against each other which is often evident in smaller boys' schools was mostly absent
from the public school. The main question, of course, is whether it is right to give
boys of round eighteen years old a power over their fellow human beings which few
would dream of according them in later life, however distinguished their career and
however well founded and proven their reputation for kindly and humane dealings?

It is a strange system, which it does not occur to any other European people to employ.
In France the general rule is to educate boys at day schools rather than boarding
schools. The remarkable lycee system of State education can carry a boy from infancy
to the final selective, technical and administrative academies which are among the
chief assets of France. There are also schools equivalent to our public schools which
are usually conducted directly or indirectly by religious orders. The reverend fathers
know too much of the world to take any chances with original sin, and the boys are
under constant supervision. It is entirely unobtrusive and the guiding hand is not
noticed until something occurs. Yet on any scene of undue brutality or affection a
firm gentleman in a beret appears very quickly, almost as if by magic; it is all well
organised, and anything of that kind is simply stopped at once. In varying degrees
most of the European countries rest their education on systems of this nature. The
English idea seems to be unique.

The ideal system may lie as usual between the two extremes. But the English
method—at least in earlier times—certainly achieved its apparent object by the
toughening process. Its products had to be tough. They were to be fit to conduct a
great Empire in arduous and often dangerous conditions. Even the boy who had been
granted a power at eighteen which seemed absurd, was perhaps thus fitted to take
charge at an early age of some large and rough area in an outpost of Empire. There
was some method in this particularly English instinct, which seemed eccentric to
other Europeans. Now that the Empire has gone, it would appear the prima facie
reason for the public school system has also ceased to exist. The question arises: why
maintain for the children of a small class of relatively rich people a system so tough
that it would produce an immediate revolution if applied to the masses? Perhaps such
self-questioning accounts for the present apparent loss of direction and self-
confidence by the public schools.

This is not the place to discuss educational systems, and I would leave the subject
here with some general and rather trite advice: give boys plenty to eat and plenty of
sleep, some unobtrusive but adequate supervision, enough exercise to develop their
bodies and enough interesting teaching to develop the particular bent of their minds,
but not the superfluity which can stifle them with a burden of knowledge irrelevant to
their tastes and capacities. Do not assume a boy is a fool because he is not clever
when he is young and growing. Let the system of education be a progressive selection
by power of merit alone, from the cradle to the chief executive posts of business, the
highest chairs of the humanities, the innermost laboratories of science where the
future of man can be decided.
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In my personal story I cannot say that the public school experience did me any harm,
and in some respects after the immense affection and tenderness of my home life it
may have been a useful corrective. I was treated no better and no worse than anybody
else. I did not suffer the particular brutalities at school which it appears Winston
Churchill and others endured in an earlier generation. My election for the
constituency of Harrow in 1918 gave me some insight into these matters, because the
Chairman of the Conservative Association was a very old man who lived on the hill
and had a long connection with the school. He told me that Winston Churchill—when
a late-developing small boy—used to be called out in front of the class by his form
master who invited his other pupils to look at the stupidest boy at Harrow who was
the son of the cleverest man in England. Mr. Churchill once told me himself, still with
some resentment, how certain little beasts used to flick him with wet towels. He did
not appear to me in middle life to be much enamoured of his public school experience,
but evidently in age developed an attachment of memory which led him often to
sentimental journeys greeted by the red carpet rather than the wet towels of Harrow.
Yet it seems likely that innate character rather than early vicissitudes selected for him
the rough road of statesmanship in preference to the gentle paths of art.

The Wellington view about Waterloo being won on the playing fields of Eton is not
the only opinion of the famous upon the practical results of that school. Chatham said
that Eton could ruin a boy's intellect and spoil his spirit for half a century, and it does
not appear to have done much good to Shelley. Lord Salisbury was approached to
preside at a dinner to Lord Curzon and another young man he wished to favour, but
refused when he learned it was under the auspices of Eton; even after all those years
as Prime Minister the memory was still too bitter. May we at least congratulate the
public schools on their failure to destroy the great, perhaps even on their success in
evoking a strong response from the challenge of misunderstanding. Also it should
always be admitted and affirmed that these institutions are regarded with strong
affection by many good men; they are not made for the exceptions, but nature can
look after them. In the modern age the public schools are unlikely to last long in their
present form.

My relative immunity from the irks of public school life after the pains of initiation
was possibly due to my athletics, which quite quickly won for me my own little niche
in which I rested content and fairly happy. My intellectual life did not exist, and no
one can be blamed for the lack of it, because at this point my intellect did not exist. A
kind old schoolmaster was stating a self-evident fact when he took my hand one day
in class and observed: 'How strange this hand can do anything with a sword, and
nothing with a pen'. Not only was I incapable of thinking but my handwriting was
illegible; the latter disability remains, as my friends and colleagues are painfully
aware.

Physical life was then my whole being; certain spiritual experiences came a little later.
I had finished growing by the time I was fourteen and my physical proficiency then
developed rapidly, long before any mental development. Boxing was my first love
and I only tumed to fencing, in which my main successes were won, when
competition boxing was forbidden to me. The headmaster of Winchester tolerated the
sport within the school but would not allow any of us to go to the public schools
competition, on which I had set my heart with some assurance of success from my
instructor. Yet as so often in life, reverse and disappointment turn to success and
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happiness in the longer range of experience. Even disaster in great spheres has
sometimes opened to me a vista of knowledge and achievement I would never
otherwise have known.

After the little world of boyhood sport I should never have continued boxing when I
grew up; a reluctantly developing appreciation of my capacities would soon have led
me to the conclusion that a head like mine was not for bashing. But international
fencing, representing Britain in sport and entering into the camaraderies of the great
salles d'armes throughout Europe was a joy of my manhood, and in my intellectual
maturity gave me some sense of the fullness of life in the Hellenic gymnasium; et ego
in Arcadia vixi.

That life began at Winchester. Every afternoon was an escape into another world, the
company of the regular army. By far the most potent influences in my young life were
Sergeant-Major Adam and Sergeant Ryan; the latter in charge of boxing and the
former of fencing. No schoolmaster had anything like the effect on me which was
exercised by this remarkable pair. They were products of the regular army, to which I
had always been attracted from childhood. It had never occurred to me to be anything
else than a soldier. Now I was in daily contact with a fine expression of the spirit I
had admired from afar, and began to absorb the attitude to life which has stood me in
good stead in many different circumstances and countries. This Haltung, as the
Germans call it, is indefinable, but you know it when you see it. It is one of my
deepest convictions, which time has never eradicated, that no man can have a better
start in life than the regular army.

It is true that I did not continue in the profession of arms, for reasons stated to me
with his customary lucidity by F. E. Smith when as a very young man I first met him.
He had a remarkable gift, often present in men of outstanding talents, of bridging the
gulf of generations by talking to the young as a contemporary would. He said: 'If you
were a Frenchman or a German your profession would clearly be the army, because in
those countries it is the great profession. In England it must, of course, be politics or
the Bar, or both.' The same point was put from a more professional angle by the
brilliant C.I1.G.S. Sir Henry Wilson to new arrivals at the Staff College during the
period when he was a senior instructor. General Fuller told me how discouragement
was tempered by entertainment at the opening words of the first lecture: 'Our funny
little army has six divisions. Why has our funny little army got six divisions? Nobody
knows, and nobody cares.'

The army was small, but perhaps by very reason of its limited size was composed of
an elite which was at least the equal of any in the world. Even prejudice does not
impel me to put it any higher, because now we are becoming Europeans we must
learn not to brag in a fashion disagreeable to the ears of future partners. Never say, for
example, as English politicians continually do, that Britain will lead Europe; say
rather that Britain will play a vital part within Europe; in these large affairs he does
most who boasts least. I will content myself with the claim that the British army has
never had any superior. Yet [ admit in the company of Sergeant-Major Adam and
Sergeant Ryan I might as a boy have been tempted to any hyperbole, which their
modesty would have deprecated.

There was no time wasted in talk on arrival at the gymnasium. Ryan would snatch you
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out of the lethargies of youth in a couple of minutes. Bayonet champion of the army
and runner-up in the feather-weight boxing championship, he moved with
extraordinary speed. A follower of the classic Jim Driscoll, he determined to give me
the perfect straight left; for nearly two years I was not allowed to use the right at all.
Weaving, swerving, ducking, dodging, he would come at me as it seemed like a flash
of lightning. From the moment he was in distance I had to send the left as straight as a
ram-rod to the chin, and every time in the last split second his glove would intercept it
while he mimed like a ballet dancer the groggy effect of a good connection. A
brilliant teacher, he took immense trouble with me.

Not until the workout had really gone to the limit, was rest permitted; then the interval
was well used in stories of the ring. I lived in the epic of his tour of India as second to
Tiger Smith, the redoubtable southpaw who knocked out every heavy-weight
available within the first round. The saga only came to an end when the supply of
contenders was exhausted, and the Tiger returned with his laurels to the regiment
which had nurtured his manly qualities. It was training for the body and also, I still
maintain, it provided some food for the mind and character. These fights were clean
and fair, were soon forgotten and left no malice. Until human nature becomes pure
spirit, is not this among the better disciplines for the animal within us?

At this stage, life for me was all sword and no gown. The sword quite literally
occupied my daily life after [ was forbidden to box at the public school competition. It
was a bitter disappointment to young ambition, for the long army training had
provided some hope that I might successfully face the formidable Etonian who at that
time had been produced by naval training to rule the roost at my weight. For the
moment purpose had gone out of life, but was soon happily restored by conversation
with Sergeant-Major Adam. This outstanding athlete was in charge of the whole
gymnasium and of fencing in particular. He reminded me that the good legs and fast
footwork I had developed in boxing might help me to success with the sabre, which
depended much on speed and agility of movement. He was right, for the Hungarian
sabre champions I saw later in life used to bounce down the piste and back like india-
rubber balls. Thus encouraged by Adam I set to work, and it was soon discovered that
nature had added to my speed of foot a rapid reflex action and general aptitude for
fencing. He persuaded me to take up foils as well, in which there were far more
contestants at Winchester. The upshot was that I also won the foils competition
against boys several years older, and at the age of fifteen years and four months was
sent to the public schools competition to represent Winchester with both foil and
sabre.

It was an exciting day for me and an anxious day for Sergeant-Major Adam, to whom
by then I had become greatly attached. He had never yet had a pupil who had won the
public schools competition with either weapon, although on his record both in army
competition and as an instructor he might have reckoned to have done so long before.
In the previous year his star performer—a long-trained colleger of nearly nineteen—
had been surprisingly defeated in the final by an aggressive Harrovian, who to our
disquiet was again a competitor. A few rapid whispered instructions from Adam on
how to deal with the Harrovian, and we were at it. I was fortunate enough to beat him
in an early round, and reached the final. There I came up against a boy of a most
unorthodox and disconcerting action who upset all my classic preconceptions. I was
down three hits to one, out of a total of five up. I then threw all text-book plans to the
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wind, and decided to mix it with him and rely on sheer speed and constant attack. I
took the next four hits and won the championship. All these things are good lessons
for life; never hold too long to methods which do not work, be firm and fixed in
principles, but infinitely flexible and adaptable in method.

After the anxious moments in the foils championship, the sabre competition was not
difficult. I won the sabre championship with ease and emerged with what was then
claimed to be a triple record: the first boy to win with both weapons on the same day,
and the youngest boy to win with either. My joy was enhanced by the radiant delight
of my friend Adam. I was left with a sense that although still a very stupid boy, I had
become something of a physical phenomenon. It never occurred to me at this stage
that I could ever be anything else. As an intelligent and sensitive child I had
experienced acutely what I suppose can only be described as a sense of destiny; but
all such brooding presentiment of that strange blend of triumph and disaster
inseparable from great experience was now submerged in the first exuberance of
physical vitality.

It was all splendid for the time being. Even my ambition to compete successfully
against the Etonians was also achieved by another route. We went to Eton to fight a
match between two teams of three for five hits up each fight. I won each fight five hits
to love, a total of fifteen hits to nil; it was a highlight of my young life. A member of
their team was a magnificent specimen of some eighteen years old who rowed in the
eight, as my brother John also did at Eton a few years later. His surprise was
considerable to find that in the subtle business of the sword strength counted for
nothing against speed and skill; one of the main charms of that fascinating sport.

Fencing certainly gripped my early life. I even contrived by long persuasion to induce
my mother to allow me to leave Winchester at sixteen in the hope of pursuing it in a
wider sphere. My argument was based on the general ground that I was wasting my
time by staying any longer, and I certainly felt this was true as I had then done
everything which interested me. However my plan first to enter the British
championship and then to go on a fencing tour of Europe was frustrated for two
reasons. My mother began to sense that the European tour might be a little gay, while
my father's temporary reconciliation with my grandfather deprived her of the means
of financing the venture with ease. The first point was an error, because the best
chance of keeping any boy on the straight and narrow path of parental approval is to
encourage him to pursue an interest to which he is wholly dedicated. He will not in
these circumstances play the fool with either mind or body. The second was certainly
not her fault, for without my grandfather's assistance for any special venture she was
much too hard up. So I have been left wondering ever since what would have
happened to me in the British championship of 1913, and if that competition had
brought me any success, in the world championship of 1914. I should certainly have
given it priority over such an early entry to the army by starting at Sandhurst in 1914,
and would only just have completed my European experience when the First World
War began.

This was my last serious chance at the world championship, for after that I was never
again first-rate. At the end of the war the full use of my legs was gone for good. It was
ten years before I returned to the sport at all, and then at first only for exercise.
Gradually I discovered that by adapting my style to my new condition I could be quite
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effective with the epee, the heavy duelling sword, which required less mobility. I was
twice to be runner-up to different champions with this weapon in the British
championship, and was a member of our international team. The last time I
represented Britain was in the 1937 world championship at Paris, but I had no chance
then of winning: the dream of great achievement in that young world was gone.
Nevertheless, fencing took me all over Europe into the intimacies of other peoples
which the salles d'armes so richly provide. Many happy memories remain of joyous
companionship in Paris, Milan, Rome and all the chief centres of Europe; vivid
among them is the vision of Sergeant-Major Adam walking with his springy step
along the Winchester High Street, head erect, chest out, holding his cane with correct
sabre grip between the thumb and the heel of the hand, the forearm moving like a
steel spring to the parry as he fought again in memory his epic contest with the
redoubtable Betts, eleven years champion of the army; entire oblivion in his unseeing
eyes for all lesser things, which included the scurrying scholars who later in the day
would be welcome in his gymnasium to taste of manhood. May he so walk proudly
forever, through an Elysian salle d'armes.

Did Winchester then give me nothing except the physical experience, because I was
intellectually incapable of appreciating any of the things which really interested me in
later life? This is not altogether true, because before my full physical development I
had a certain spiritual experience. I must have been confirmed just before my
fourteenth birthday, certainly by wish of my mother and with my own willing consent.
We were instructed by a sympathetic clergyman who was also one of the masters, a
good man of sensitive mind and delicate spirit. Neither then nor at any time had I any
sense of revelation, but I became immensely impressed by the doctrine of love and the
extraordinary impact it had on a very different world. It may be that my abnormal
speed of growth had left a certain physical weakness as in a man who has been fasting,
which made me at that time particularly susceptible. This materialist explanation may
have some force but it is by no means entirely valid, for an impression of the possible
power of love has remained with me ever since. It fascinated me later in my
preoccupation with a conceivable synthesis between some elements of Christian
teaching and the Hellenism which influenced my maturity. Nineteenth-century
thinking seemed to me laden with this potential, which might in some degree be
realised in the thought and even in the action of our day. All this was remote from my
consciousness at Winchester, but I look back to that gentle schoolmaster in
recognition of a first impulse which was submerged for a time in the torrent of life but
returned in some degree in the years of reflection and striving for creation.

I have often since wondered whether priests and schoolmasters are wise in their
presentation of religion to the young. Anything more repulsive to the religious sense
than being dragged to morning chapel between early lessons and breakfast is difficult
to imagine. Systematic starvation over a protracted period may induce a state of
holiness, but delaying his first meal of the day to a hungry boy evokes the contrary
emotions. In some schools this noxious practice has been abandoned, but the question
still remains whether the droning of the compulsory services, only occasionally
relieved by some fine music in a beautiful old chapel at school or church at home, is
really calculated to produce a regard for religion.

Perhaps the ancients were wiser in their concepts of the mysteries. Is more interest
engendered by private and progressive initiation into the strange beauty of the great
religions? What would be the effect on a boy if he were told that the revelation of
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Christianity could not be imparted to him until he was sufficiently developed to
appreciate a story which at least is among the most beautiful in the world? The classic
method was exactly the opposite of the modern, but it gradually dissolved in the age
of reason when philosophy came with continual questions. From my own early
experience I could only, with much diffidence, give the church leaders some limited
advice: not to make religion too dull to the young, but also not to make it too silly by
ineffective imitations of current crazes and absurdities with which they cannot hope to
compete. Neither in religious practice, nor in royal ceremonial or in politics is any
lasting advantage gained by playing the monkey on the barrel-organ of transient
fashion. In the end, conversion depends on ability, sympathy, example and conviction.

My life was thus divided between school and army. Each afternoon I escaped into the
world where I felt at home, the gymnasium and the company of soldiers. It was not
merely that [ was determined to go into the army, and that the gymnasium provided
me with the sports for which I had a particular aptitude. I liked the army and
everything about it; the training it gave at Winchester, the gay life it would offer at
Sandhurst, and finally the companionship of the large and devoted family which is a
great regiment. I did not like the public school, and disliked or disapproved most
things about it. It seemed to me a trivial existence, 'cribbed, cabined and confined' by
many of the silliest shibboleths of the bourgeois world. Although I had a number of
friends at Winchester I had far more at Sandhurst.

Apart from games, the dreary waste of public school existence was only relieved by
learning and homosexuality; at that time I had no capacity for the former and I never
had any taste for the latter. My attitude to homosexuality was then much less tolerant
than now, because I have long taken the view on basic ground of liberty that adults
should be free to do what they wished in private, provided they do not interfere with
others. However, I would deal much more severely than at present with the corruption
of the young of either sex, and with obvious propaganda designed to that end.

Our understanding of these matters in the present period has progressed beyond the
curt summary of the situation I heard in my early days in the House of Commons.
Some of us were discussing the matter in the smoking-room with an eminent K.C.
who had been singularly successful in the defence of alleged homosexuals in court.
We questioned him on the secret of these forensic triumphs. He replied: 'Simple—
with the jury system you know that most of them do not believe it exists and the rest
of them do it themselves'. We should now recognise that we cannot eradicate or
suppress a fact which has existed from the beginning of history, but we can keep it
within the bounds of strict privacy and prevent it being spread as a fashionable cult to
circles which it would otherwise not attract.

Life at school seemed to me not a period to protract, but just a prelude to real life; so
my chief desire was to leave as soon as possible. It was probably this attitude which
prompted my Housemaster, Mr. Bell, to agree with my mother's view when she wrote
suggesting I should leave. He replied: 'He seems always rather too old for us'. I was
certainly at that age a bit of a prig. Mr. Bell and I, however, got on well together, as
he was heavy-weight boxing champion at his university. We were both sorry that
because of my early departure we missed a long-standing engagement for a boxing
match on my seventeenth birthday. 'British Bell', as the boys nicknamed him, was
killed in the war of 1914, when he took the earliest opportunity of joining up.
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This attitude to the public schools may in part have induced me to give our two
youngest sons an altogether different education. My two eldest sons went to Eton;
after a long discussion, it seemed to Cimmie and me the best plan at that time. They
went to Eton rather than Winchester, as except for myself and my Heathcote
grandfather, all our relations on both sides had gone there. It turned out well, as
Nicholas was head of his house and Michael captain of the Oppidans, and the effects
in later life have been good. Nicholas, after a distinguished military career in the
Second World War, during which he won the Military Cross, has become a widely-
appreciated novelist. He also wrote a book on a 'Father'; Rains, not Sunshine. Michael
was soon an assiduous and accomplished social worker. Vivien, my only daughter and
eldest of the family, after going to a boarding school where she was very happy and
made lifelong friends, married Desmond Forbes-Adam. Like their mother, my grand-
daughters seem to like their schools; on the other hand, the Mitfords tended not to last
long at English girls' schools, and with Diana the risk was never taken.

Diana and I were not inhibited in sending the younger pair to Eton by our war
unpopularity, as the elder two had been at Eton either during the war or soon after,
and it says much for its remarkable quality of tolerance that they suffered neither
disability nor unpopularity. We decided to give Alexander and Max another education
because we hoped to make them good Europeans, and thought that a command of
languages is a most desirable gift of parents to children. For some time they remained
at home in Ireland where they were well taught and had the advantages of country life
with horses and sport. Then they went to school in France and Germany, returning to
England in time to take their A-levels. Max afterwards went to Oxford, where he took
a physics degree and was Secretary of the Union, before being called to the Bar.
Alexander took a degree in philosophy at the State University of Ohio. I think on the
whole it was a good education, and that our choice was right; so do our sons.

I would not send boys to a public school today, because I feel they should belong to a
larger world. Winchester certainly deserved better than the run of bad luck it had in
my time and in the preceding period; its best-known products were Stafford Cripps, D.
N. Pritt, K.C., and myself. However, many of the leading figures of the Civil Service,
combined with the sedate memory of Hugh Gaitskell and the erudite ebullience of R.
H. S. Crossman, may now assist it to sustain the burden.

A rather dull interval followed between my departure from Winchester at the end of
1912 and my arrival at Sandhurst in the beginning of 1914. The frustration of the
European fencing tour resulted in a dreary sojourn at Westgate-on-Sea and Buxton
Spa, selected as health resorts which had adequate teaching available for the army
exam. I strenuously resisted the only available game, which was golf, in discontent at
the absence of fencing; it seemed to me a tedious substitute. Six weeks in the late
summer of 1913 were well spent, as [ was sent to France to learn the language. Brest
was selected as a town remote from Paris and unlikely to be too lively. However, it
turned out to be very agreeable. My host was the local depute; he and his wife made
me much at home in the good old French bourgeois style, which included an
introduction to the best cooking. Something of eternal France was present in this
remote provincial city; I still hear in that land of enduring enchantment the same tunes
being played at country fairs which at sixteen first introduced me to the free life of the
Continent.
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As usual in French cities, a salle d'armes was available with some good performers to
complete my happiness. In the thirties one of the most redoubtable members of their
Olympic team came from another provincial city, Le Havre. Here too I was
introduced to the quick-action sport of pistol duelling with wax bullets fired from a
smooth bore, which catch you a hard crack but do not penetrate special protective
clothing and a fencing-mask fitted with thick non-splinter glass over the eyes. Years
later I revived this sport at my house near Denham at a time when my return to
fencing was the subject of some comment. The Daily Herald one day contained a
short leading article addressed to my 'childish delight in weapons'. One of my close
political associates during that period, John Strachey, was rather inclined to agree
with the Daily Herald.

The age of sixteen saw some revival of my mental faculties, which did not reach full
development for another two or three years, but enabled me to pass the army exams
with reasonable credit, and to enter the Royal Military College at Sandhurst when I
was just seventeen, an earlier age than was usual. If my memory serves me, I was fifth
on the cavalry list, and would by the calculation of my teachers have been top except
for my execrable handwriting which lost me what they maintained was the record
figure of 800 marks.

Some pundit may be able to confound my memory by looking up this record, which I
have not bothered to check—irrelevant detail without permanent importance can be
left to the scavengers of youth—but these are the figures which remained in my
recollections after many wise admonitions to learn to write; an accomplishment I
never achieved. I always claim my bad writing is due to my mind moving too fast for
my hand; Diana ascribes it to my carelessness, impoliteness and indifference to the
convenience of others. I retort that she could read my writing very well in the first
fine flush of romance, but the habit of marriage has dulled her acute sensibilities;
there the matter rests, as is the way with marital arguments.

I arrived at Sandhurst at the beginning of 1914 and found an atmosphere remote from
any premonition of war. It was immensely gay, and there I spent some of the most
vividly happy days of my life. We broke every rule, and off parade had not the least
regard for discipline. Few changes could have been more dramatic than the complete
reversal in our attitude at the outbreak of war, when the playboys of the summer
became overnight completely serious and dedicated young soldiers. The convivial
group was a fairly large minority in the R.M.C., where the orthodox majority pursued
a more sedate way of life. It was drawn from every company in the two large
buildings—old and new—and was recognised by a certain flamboyance of demeanour.
I remember looking round the large mess hall on the first night of my arrival and
picking out some fifty to a hundred boys who seemed to me particularly objectionable;
within a month they were my best friends and closest associates. It is often a male
reaction in youth to resist instinctively vitality in others at first impact which later, in
intimacy, attracts close friendship. These responses are almost chemical in their
selective affinity—as Goethe suggests in a very different context in his novel Die
Wahlverwandtschaften-—and in young men of very male characteristics lead
naturally to a form of community or gang life. It was the habit at Sandhurst to spend
all leisure with the same people, whatever company they belonged to.

Exuberance took the form of climbing out of the buildings at night or slipping through
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one of the numerous doors, with the clandestine objective of a journey to London. A
mixed assortment of old cars used to carry a merry company the relatively short
distance. Not much harm was done beyond a certain fatigue on early parade next
morning after a night without sleep. The tendency was to stay with the gang and to
engage in pranks rather than any form of vice. A pastime in true corinthian tradition
was to see how long it would take the stout array of ex-pugilists who acted as
chuckers-out at music halls like the Empire to execute their genial duties. There was
not much drinking, but a lot of good-humoured fooling.

The only time I was well and truly drunk in my life was at Sandhurst, and I never felt
any inclination to repeat the unattractive experience; it happened by accident rather
than design. For some celebration we assembled a large and jolly dinner party in
Skindle's Restaurant at Maidenhead. The scene was idyllic to young eyes as we

looked across the noble sweep of lawn illumined by distant lighting of trees and
flowers to the glistening stream of moon-lit Thames. I began to feel on top of the
world as the wine circulated with a freedom which was novel to a boy of seventeen.
Some more practised hand also supplied liqueurs, and the sense of being on top of the
world was gradually transmuted into a certain reversal of roles; I felt there was some
danger of the world being on top of me. Fate guided my footsteps toward the fresh air
of the garden. I had a last moment of joie de vivre as I began to descend— airborne—
the steps which led to the lawn, but the exquisite flower bed beneath rose then from
every side to embrace me in a clasp of the gods. I awoke next morning in my bed at
Sandhurst, feeling the world was very much on top of me.

I learnt later that my companions had raised me from my floral tomb and placed me in
the car of a friend, who turned out to be almost as much the worse for wear as I was.
He succeeded, however, in driving back to Sandhurst with me inert in the back, but
unfortunately then forgot where either of us lived. The result was that he drove
rapidly round the parade ground wrestling with these fugitive memories, and was
eventually flagged down by the Sergeant of the Guard who was aroused by the noise.
The sergeant was a kindly fellow who recognised us both and had us carried without a
word said to our apartments. There would have been a great row if it had come out.

At Sandhurst I returned to my first love, horses. The year between leaving Winchester
and arriving there, except for the brief interlude at Brest, had ruptured my relations
with the fencing world and checked my interest. My Heathcote grandfather had
celebrated the beginning of my military career by assisting me to get an old horse
with a tube, who was unsuccessful in steeplechases but might be good enough for
local point-to-point; he also promised to help with one or two polo ponies. At the
same tune my father's short sojourn at Rolleston with a fair supply of money had
enabled him to acquire a stable of magnificent horses which I had been allowed to
ride with the Meynell hounds. My enthusiasm for the world of the horse was fired
again, and fencing and boxing receded into the background.

The first spring was much preoccupied by point-to-points which were strictly
forbidden to cadets, although participation in the local drag hunt was permitted. The
problem of entry without revealing name and origin to the local press was overcome
by pseudonyms like A. N. Other, or, anticipating a mishap at an early obstacle, Mr. R.
S. Upward. On my first appearance 1 was confronted by one of my Company officers
who was riding in the same race; a real good sort who said not a word. My efforts
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were unsuccessful; the old horse was nearly always lame and soon broke down
completely. His name was Peter Simple, and I was much attached to him.

There were some outstanding horsemen at the R.M.C., but [ was never among the best
of them, and had nothing like the capacity for handling horses of my younger brother
Ted, who later entered the 1st Royal Dragoons and became an instructor at Weedon
Cavalry School. Riding is largely a matter of hands, and mine were better with the
sword or in flying early aircraft—an experience near to riding—in which they may
have saved my life in my last crash.

The best among these young masters of horsemanship was with me at the Curragh
when we joined our respective regiments. [ knew him well and liked him, but must
admit that I never performed with him a feat which he later ascribed to me. It was a
case of memory transferring experience from one character to another, which can
happen easily when some among many afterwards become well known. It can happen
for good or ill; we can easily in legend acquire both merit and demerit we do not
deserve. On this occasion I would gladly have accepted a compliment which I had in
no way earned; in fact, on this embarrassing occasion I am ashamed to say I did
accept it. It was awkward to know what else to do. Not long ago at the Hotel Russell
in Dublin I was warmly greeted by this Sandhurst friend, who was surrounded by a
considerable company. In introducing me he described an epic ride by moonlight we
had once made together from the Curragh to his country house; a considerable
distance across country taking all obstacles as they came. Of course he had done it; he
was a most daring and accomplished horseman. What he had forgotten was that his
companion was not me but A. N. Other; some other young officer from the Curragh.
My dilemma was whether to deny it was me, and spoil his generous story—or to wear
the laurel wreath I had not won. I blushed in silence.

At Sandhurst horses in one sport or another claimed most of my attention. Our work
hours at that time were not long or strenuous, apart from arduous early parades. As
summer came [ began to play polo, and showed enough early promise to get into our
Sandhurst polo team, though I was a complete novice and never continued the game
long enough to become good at it. I started again soon after the war, but parliamentary
duties and general political work made it impossible in my view to continue either
hunting or polo. However, polo lasted long enough to cause me my only bit of trouble
during my time at Sandhurst.

The background was a certain state of feud, almost of gang war in an exuberant hearty
fashion between many of my friends and various other groups of cadets. The
alignment was by no means simply between cavalry cadets and the rest, although
many of us were destined for the cavalry or similar regiments. Most of the scrapping
was between gang and gang. There had recently been something of this kind in a tea-
room of which our friends were inclined to disapprove. I had not been much involved,
but shortly afterwards a few of us were observed in a corridor by a considerable
number who regarded themselves as affronted by this or similar incidents. A rush like
a rugger scrum brought us to the ground, but we were quickly rescued by other friends
who were close at hand. I then invited any of our assailants to an individual fight,
which was not the prevailing habit. My rather provocative challenge in the heat of the
moment was soon accepted, and a large boy was produced from their side who was a
familiar figure at the end of the rope in the R.M.C. tug-of-war team. He was certainly
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older, heavier and stronger than I was, so all depended on what remained of the
boxing skill I had not practised since taking up fencing well over two years before. I
had a lively apprehension that timing and accuracy of punches would be lacking, in
which case I should be for it.

He started with a series of rushes and wild, swinging punches, which I avoided with
footwork or ducked, without much trouble. It was evident he knew little of boxing,
and the only remaining question was whether I could still connect with accurate
punches. He became annoyed by my evasions and rushed me with much
determination when he thought he had me against the wall. I side-stepped in the
manner so often practised for emergence from the ropes with the good Ryan, and he
crashed into the wall. Now really incensed he turned and came at me like a bull, but,
happily, as became an officer and a gentleman, with his chin up. This time I did not
side-step but stepped right into him with the long practised straight left which—
mirabile dictt—connected plump on the point of the chin. He went down, and out;
even before I could follow through with the usual right. He was really knocked out by
his own weight and momentum. It was not at all difficult for anyone who had been
made to practise this punch so often; fortunately it was still there.

This incident gained me surprisingly—for my opponent was only big, he lacked
skill—a most disproportionate prestige as a pugilist. It was therefore unfortunate that I
was involved in another incident directly afterwards, as it rather appeared I was
always throwing this skill about. Our Sandhurst polo team had suffered its first defeat.
We were inordinately proud of having managed to beat a few subaltern teams in
Aldershot and the reverse was a big disappointment. We ascribed it to a shortage of
ponies and I, in particular, was concerned to find out what could have happened to a
pony which I was to have ridden; the arrangement was that it would be bought if
suitable. It appeared to have been sent not to Aldershot, where we had our match, but
to Wellington, the practice ground of the R.M.C., by instruction of another cadet who
also thought of buying it. I went to see him in order to complain that he had
contributed to Sandhurst losing the match. I was no doubt not very conciliatory, and
he appeared to me in no way contrite; I thought, perhaps mistakenly, he was rude. An
argument followed, and ended in a fight, which I won. It was considered by some of
his friends an affront, because he was two years older than I was and in his last period
at Sandhurst, while I was in my first term. Also in their view I should not have fought
because I was likely to win. There was in my opinion no certainty whatever about this,
as [ maintained in subsequent discussion with an offer to fight anyone else. After
some talk between the two sides the incident appeared closed and I parted from my
friends to go to my room.

Later in the evening a fair number of the other side attacked my room, which they
failed to enter; no one was in any way responsible for what then occurred, as no one
was near me. [ knew that a number of my friends were in an adjoining block, and
decided to climb out, join them and take the attack in the rear. Normally a
performance of this kind gave me little trouble, but on this occasion I missed my
foothold and fell some way, injuring my leg. The injury was not severe, and about six
weeks later I was passed Al, fit for active service, and was back at Sandhurst for hard
training on the outbreak of war. Two years later, after serving in the Royal Flying
Corps, with air crashes followed by trench service, I was out of the war for good with
one leg an inch and a half shorter than the other, in the category C3.

37 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

The consequence of the Sandhurst affair was not serious as none of us incurred any
loss of promotion, although we should have suffered the loss of a term but for the war.
My chief regret was that two of my friends were also sent down with me for the few
weeks which remained of the term. After news of my injury got around, a number of
them from the two main buildings had assembled to deal with my assailants. It was
then getting late at night and it was considered a breach of discipline to leave their
quarters, particularly for the suspected purpose of fighting other people. I was sent
down as initially responsible for the affair and they were sent down as leaders in the
subsequent action on my behalf. Happily it appeared in no way to have affected their
military careers, and one of them ended up as a general. It was all very foolish, and of
course I should not have got into a fight about something so trivial; at seventeen you
sometimes do things, in the period of early vitality when spirits are high, which you
would not dream of doing a year or two later. I do not think that anyone was much to
blame; but it was mostly my fault.

When highly garbled versions of this affair were circulated in my later life, I was
consoled by the reflection that I must have a character and career of singular
impeccability if the only ground for attack was an incident when I was seventeen. It
was regrettable at the time, as even then [ was becoming too adult for that kind of
thing. Fighting for the fun of it had already ceased to amuse. I had been brought up in
the corinthian tradition—as it was called in the previous century—which made men
ever ready to fight as a sport, or at the least provocation; but already with the
development of other interests and general intelligence I was beginning to grow out of
it. I never perhaps learned to swallow insults, but I did at least learn to ignore them.
To do otherwise is by definition too Latin, too un-English. A brilliant French
politician put the point with wit when he said: 'If a Latin is walking down the street
and feels a heavy kick on the bottom, he cannot resist at least turning his head to
notice who has done it; but the genius of you English in these circumstances is that
you just pass on, unnoticing and uncaring'.

It became my ever increasing conviction throughout life that we should do our utmost
to avoid the use of force; it is the last and saddest necessity. Perhaps the biggest factor
in my development of this sense was experience of the First War. For everyone who
went through that war the fun went out of force for good. Also, a continually
increasing distaste for the use of force is part of the process of growing up, both for
individuals and for nations. It is the development of the adult mind which eliminates
the passions and actions of childhood. It is impossible to imagine the 'ancients' of
Shaw's farthest vision in Back to Methuselah indulging in a '‘punch-up'.

Certainly from the first war onwards I had a repugnance for violence, and in particular
for its brutal and unnecessary use. Later in politics I had to prove my capacity and
determination to meet violence with force and by leadership and organisation to
overcome it. The sad fact is that in human affairs this is sometimes necessary. Yet
when all is said and the past is done, we have to face the modern fact that the world
simply cannot survive a continuance of the habit of violence. It has been the way of
men to settle their disputes in this manner from time immemorial, at a certain point to
lose their temper and fight. Quite suddenly the forward spring of science makes it too
dangerous. All our instincts, all our training, all our concepts of manhood and of
courage must—tfar too quickly for the slow movement of nature—be adjusted to a
corresponding change. We have to put away childish things and become adult. It is
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not surprising that soldiers and others who have most experience of violence are often
the most ready for the change. The knowledge that it is horrible is added in their case
to the plain sense that it is childish and ridiculous. We must do everything in the
world to avoid violence short of abandoning our world; the values which are the
heritage of three thousand years.

There is always a point of misery and humiliation at which life is not worth living and
brave men prefer to die. This attitude was superbly stated by Shakespeare: "What's
brave, what's noble, let's do it after the high Roman fashion, and make death proud to
take us'; by Racine: 'Est-ce un malheur si grand que de cesser de vivre?'; by Goethe in
his Achilleus: 'Aus der Hand der Verzweiflung nimmt er den herrlichen Kranz eines
unverwelklichen Sieges'. These classic thoughts are appropriate to a moment when
mankind approaches suicide. Yet we shall not now reach the point either of despair or
heroism in the affairs of nations, unless the world goes mad; because in such event the
other side know, or can be made to realise, that they too will die. We now need the
adult mind on each side, and shall find it. The arrangement of the world has become a
matter for those who understand that force is the last, the saddest of necessities, and
that between nations it is now doom.
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3-Servicein theFirst World War

THE outbreak of war in August 1914 brought us all back to Sandhurst in a hurry,
several weeks before we were due to return. The purpose was a brief, hard spell of
war training before being sent to join our regiments. On the way through London I
had a glimpse of the cheering crowds round Buckingham Palace, and sensed the air of
general enthusiasm which since the Boer War had been called the Mafeking spirit.
Everyone seemed to think it would be all over in a few weeks. The reason for this
belief was not quite clear, but we were all gripped by it. Our one great fear was that
the war would be over before we got there. A cartoon in Punch or some such journal
showed a cavalry subalterns' mess discussing the outbreak of war; there would just be
time to beat them between the polo and the hunting—or was it between the polo and
the grouse? These brilliant troops had more reason for their optimism in the
conditions of 1914 than some of the club experts of 1939, who were remarking that
the Polish cavalry would have an easy ride to Berlin because the German tanks were
really made of cardboard. There is always much nonsense talked at the outbreak of
war, even after experience..

How much tragedy loomed if we could have looked into the future. We had to report
to Sandhurst the next day, so in London I went to the Palace Theatre where a young
actor called Basil Hallam, a friend of the previous summer, was having an
unparalleled success in the company of a glittering actress called Elsie Janis, who was
one of the wittiest and most brilliant of the hostesses and entertainers we have
welcomed from America. He asked me how long I thought the war would last—a
most hopeful question, because I was much less qualified to judge this than the man in
the moon. With a crashing lack of tact, a truly wooden-headed display of youthful
obtuseness, | indicated that what really mattered was that it should last long enough
for us to get into it. His face saddened, and even then I had sensibility enough to
realise what a tragedy it was for a young man just at the height of his first success, so
recently won, to give it all up and go to the war, as he would feel impelled to do if it
went on for long. It was quite soon afterwards that Basil Hallam's parachute failed to
open when his observation balloon was shot down by attacking aircraft and he had to
jump out in a hurry. It was a rough job, you had to get out fast to avoid the burning
balloon coming on top of you. They had parachutes—which we had not in my days in
the Royal Flying Corps—but the chivalrous rule of not shooting at a man going down
in a parachute was not always observed in the case of someone jumping from an
observation balloon; perhaps the German airmen did not regard them as belonging to
the same fraternity. Another friend of mine in that corps was followed all the way
down by two German aircraft plastering him with machine-gun bullets; he always said
that he never gave a thought to being hit himself but had his eyes anxiously glued on
the cord by which he was dangling for fear it would be severed.

The Army legend was that Basil Hallam's body hit the ground not far from the Guards
band playing his smash-hit song of the 1914 summer, 'Good-bye girls, I'm through';
do not know if it was true; these rumours and legends always circulate in an army,
often in highly romantic form. The British private soldier under his rough exterior is
much given to sentiment and imaginative credulity. Some believed that Field-Marshal
Mackensen, one of the most distinguished German commanders of the First World
War, was in reality Hector Macdonald, a general of the Boer War who was reputed to
have committed suicide in time of peace after some dark event. There were no

40 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

grounds for believing this story.

The tragedy of war was remote from our consciousness as we assembled at Sandhurst,
only the excitement was present. The training now was certainly arduous, and most
eagerly accepted. Discipline was absolute, everyone was a dedicated soldier. We were
at it day and night, on foot and on horse in continual training. Still I never cross the
Hartford Flats in the comfort of a modern car without recalling those footsore and
saddlesore days. It was soon all over for the happy and hardworking band who were
now gathered together as cavalry cadets in the old building. After a few weeks we
were dispersed, and sent to our respective regiments.

I arrived at the Curragh Camp some thirty miles from Dublin with a commission in
the regular army to join my regiment, the 16th Lancers. The Curragh was a depot for
two of the great regiments of the British Army, the 16th and 17th Lancers, which
were sister regiments. | had switched my choice between these two at the last moment
by persuasion of a grand old figure of the 16th Lancers, Major Sir Lovelace Stamer,
who was a neighbour and friend of my mother's family. Previously I had been
intended for the 17th Lancers, because some of their officers had stayed at Rolleston
for a local polo match during my father's brief sojourn just before the war. Among
them was Vivyan Lockett, a member of the British polo team who defeated in
America the celebrated American team led by Milburn; he was a distant cousin of
ours. They had been good enough to invite me to join them, and apart from the
attraction of their company the idea of wearing the famous badge—Death or Glory
under a skull and crossbones, won at Balaclava—had a strong appeal. But the
immense prestige of the 16th Lancers coupled with the kindness of our old family
friend led me on the spur of the moment to state a preference for the 16th.

I arrived at the Curragh with the sense that it was a privilege to be accepted by either
of these brilliant regiments, but in some trepidation that my slight change of direction
had given offence. However, nothing happened except a little friendly banter, and I
quickly felt that the question which regiment I joined was not quite so war-
determining as I might have imagined. They were all extremely kind, and the
necessary moral deflation was applied with a far gentler hand than that of the British
Treasury in any equivalent economic situation.

It was the tradition of the regular army to assume that at Sandhurst we had learned
nothing at all. We had to go through the whole business again, barrack square
included, exactly like the last recruit who arrived as a private soldier fresh from
making hay or from the factory bench. Above all we must take command of nothing
until we had 'passed out'. One day we were out on a ride in charge of a rather pliable
sergeant, a few simple manoeuvres on horseback which by then I felt [ knew from A
to Z. With his consent I took charge of the party, as I felt it would do me more good to
develop the habit of command than to ride around in the ranks doing things I had
learned so well at Sandhurst that I could almost go to sleep on the horse.

Suddenly I was surprised by a stentorian rebuke in front of the whole parade by one of
the Rolleston friends who was a senior officer in the 17th Lancers. What was an
officer who had not yet 'passed out' doing in charge of a ride? The sudden
transformation of an easy, charming friend into a fierce martinet was something of a
shock, but half an hour later in the mess he reverted to his usual form and attitude. He
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was right, for that was the way of the regular army. On parade discipline was absolute,
with the most meticulous regard for time-honoured rules vigorously enforced in a
fashion quite adequately rough. But in the mess, with the complete relaxation of a

club of intimate friends, we were even required at once on joining to call everyone
except the Colonel by his Christian name; a habit which the newcomer was inclined to
adopt with some diffidence. This way of life had developed over generations, and it
worked. The rigours of discipline were tempered and indeed sustained by the warm
loyalty of dedicated friends.

The same attitude prevailed with other ranks, although we did not see much of them
off duty, except in sport. But every man was made to feel that he was a member of a
large family and would in all circumstances be looked after. The most intimate
confidence was encouraged and freely given with complete trust. The officer must
and would take the utmost trouble to assist any man in his troop or squadron in any
difficulty, either in the regiment or in his private life. Not only was this relationship
developed by encouragement to make application for assistance in orderly room on
official occasions, but every man had the opportunity during the occasions of daily
routine in the most casual way to ask an officer's help or advice.

Every morning we had a ceremony called 'stables', which consisted in the grooming,
watering and feeding of horses; all performed with minute regard for a formal ritual
which must never be varied. I learned there, as much later in such a very different
institution as the Foreign Office, that these rigid rules for redressing the carelessness
and fallibility of human nature have their considerable practical uses. If doing a thing
properly becomes a fixed habit, with dire consequences if it is disregarded, fatal or
less serious errors are in practice reduced to a minimum. The stables ceremony,
whether in barracks or in the field, had to precede any human care; horses came first,
and we could neither look after ourselves nor others until this care was complete.
Again without this fixed rule occasions of stress would clearly arise in which the
horses would be forgotten, and on them depended not only the success but the very
life of the whole corps. There was a natural logic in this business, for the army was
composed of practical people whose methods had been evolved in a long experience;
there was no question of sentiment.

At this moming ceremony of stables opportunity was provided for the most intimate
relationship to be established between officer and men. The horses would be
discussed during the work, together with the previous day's events and coming
exercises. A man would also discuss with an officer his private affairs and ask advice
in the most informal manner. This approach was often tactfully reversed, for the old
soldier frequently knew far more about much of the military business than the young
officer. His attitude was invariably protective towards his technical superior in a good
regiment, and he would never let his young man make a mug of himself if he could
possibly help it. Many were the friendly warnings quietly given and gratefully
accepted, without the least impairment of the rigid hierarchy of discipline which
maintained the whole steel structure. Such advice from an experienced troop sergeant
to a young officer in all the intricacies of daily military formalities established
between them almost the relationship of a mother and child. But the relations could in
some cases be suddenly and sharply reversed when nature replaced ritual and the
troop came under heavy fire in a dangerous situation.
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The habit of discipline in those circumstances became more than ever valuable. The
varying performances of regiments in the supreme test of war could always be traced
to their discipline and leadership. Regiments would acquire through this means a
collective character so individual that you could almost calculate with precision what
in given circumstances they would do. To take an example almost unbelievably crude
and simple: it was possible in support trenches in dry conditions to allow everyone to
take off their boots if certain regiments were in the front line, because you knew they
would hold long enough if attacked to give those in support plenty of time to move up.
But this was not advisable in all cases.

This collective character of regiments, this intimate relationship between ranks and
these practical working methods, can only be created over a long period of time. It

can be found in varying degrees in all the great institutions of this world, where men
have slowly evolved a pride in their ways and traditions in the manner of a natural and
true aristocracy, the sense of belonging to an elite of service and achievement. The
spirit of a regiment or an army always depends greatly on its leadership, and it can be
destroyed very quickly - it has sometimes been done in the modern world - but it
requires generations, even centuries to create it. And when you have lived with it you
realise it is something unique, one of the wonders of human nature.

Those days at the Curragh in the autumn of 1914 confirmed the impression of the
regular army which I had originally derived from Sergeant-Major Adam and Sergeant
Ryan at school, and I became deeply attached to that way of life. Some years later, in
the light duties of convalescence, I was to know very happy and relatively relaxed
days at the Curragh. But in those early days of the war all was serious and arduous
training. To 'pass out' and become a fully fledged officer did not take long. We new
arrivals since the war began were then fully trained and prepared to go to the front.
But the war of mobility for the time being was over, and the cavalry in Flanders were
held back from the front in reserve. Trench war had begun and there appeared no
immediate prospect of the cavalry being used. The casualties were not then occurring
which we sadly realised would alone call us to the front as replacements, yet still the
idea prevailed that the war would not last long. Impatience grew with the
apprehension that we should miss the adventure of a lifetime. Men but a little older

than ourselves would be able for ever to address us in some more prosaic English
equivalent of Henri IV's gay and gallant words to one of his favourite friends: ‘Pends-

toi, brave Crillon, nous avons combattu a Arques et tu n'y etais pas'. Yet our English
version was not always quite so prosaic after all:

'And gentlemen in England, now abed,
shall think themselves accursed, they were not here'.

A condition approaching despair began to grip ardent young hearts; never had men
appeared more eager to be killed. It was in retrospect perhaps a strange attitude, but it
still seems to me healthier than the mood of a few clever young men who on the
outbreak of the Second World War reached for the telephone to enquire what was
going in Whitehall. Our generation was mad, perhaps, but it was the right kind of
madness; some shade of the old George might have wished again these madmen
might bite some of their successors.

How to get to the front was the burning question of that hour. One service alone

43 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

supplied the answer: the Royal Flying Corps. It was prepared to take on completely
untrained men as observers and send them straight to fight. I had never been up in an
aircraft in my life, but I put in for the job at once. Directly I had sent in my
application I remembered that in a gymnasium I had the greatest difficulty in making
myself walk across a plank twenty feet above the ground; I had always much disliked
heights. There was a considerable doubt about what would happen to me when I
found myself several thousand feet above ground. Those were early days and it was
not common knowledge that most people who dislike heights have no sensation
whatever of that kind in an aircraft. In any case there was nothing for it now but to go
and see what happened.

The sense of adventure into the unknown was certainly enhanced during the period of
waiting by the most horrific drawings of aircraft being plastered by shell-fire which
appeared in the illustrated weeklies. It turned out for once that the imagination of the
artist had not greatly exceeded the bounds of fact, for during my time at the front with
the R.F.C. I can rarely recall seeing any aircraft returning from crossing the lines
without being hit. These early machines were flimsy contraptions, and precisely on
that account could stand a lot of stuff going through them without fatality. At last the
wait was over and the order came to report for duty in France. I was joined by another
young man from a Lancer regiment whom I had known at Sandhurst, and we
understood we were the first two to go from the cavalry to the flying service in
response to the appeal for observers. I had always liked him and we became close
friends on the way over. I was just past my eighteenth birthday and he was a year or
two older. The night before we parted to go to different squadrons he said to me, 'You
know, we are much too young to die'. I warmly agreed. A few weeks later I heard he
was dead.

My experience on the western front will be an entirely individual story; the reader
must expect no history of even a small section of the war. I have always felt a clear
choice existed between two states of mind, the writing of history and the making of
history. He who is interested in the latter should only be detained by the former just
long enough to absorb its lessons. In the case of the First World War a single idea
existed for me: always to do my utmost in all circumstances to prevent it ever
happening again. This thought was so burned into my consciousness by memory of
the fate of my companions that it approached the obsessive far more closely than any
other experience of my life. I was at that time too occupied to record anything, and
afterwards I was not interested in registering any thought but the determination to
prevent the fatal recurrence, if it were humanly possible. Even the colossal errors
made during the war became irrelevant if the only task were to stop war in its entirety.

This attitude led me to take little further interest in the science of war, for war became
something to be prevented at all costs. It was not until pure science in recent years
entered the science of war as its complete determinant that this interest returned. For
pure science in modern times offers the decisive choice of the ages, utter destruction
or unlimited progress, the abyss or the heights. All politics are in this, and all the
future. The problem of war and peace became one with the arrival of science; it was
the problem of existence itself, the question of life or death. This was a new world,
but from the old world I took one benefit which I shall never deny and always
appreciate— a certain attitude of manhood which came from the regular army and
helps much in the problems of life.
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I am therefore not concerned with the weighty volumes which record the details of
these vast events, but only to describe the personal experience of one individual who
might have been any other of the millions who fought, and often died. What happened
to us in our daily life then, and how did it affect our later life, if we survived? Most of
our companions, of course, did not live, particularly in the Royal Flying Corps at that
time. Memory is a parade of dead men.

We reckoned during that period at the end of 1914 that about sixty men, pilots and
observers, actually flew; I have never checked the figure exactly. We were organised
in two wings, the first under the command of Hugh Trenchard, who already had a
high reputation and who became famous in later life. I was posted to the other wing
which contained No. 6 Squadron, then under the command of Captain Beck; I spent
most of my time with them. At the end of 1914 we were at Bailleul, and during most
of my service we were either there or at Poperinghe, not far away.

At Bailleul the aerodrome, as we then called it, was alongside the lunatic asylum; a
massive building reducing us to quite a narrow field which was awkward in some
winds. It was there that my pilot said the day after my arrival, "'Well, let's make a start'.
I went up in an aircraft for the first time in my life, and this valuable observer had not
the least idea whether he was on his head or his heels, going or coming, for it was
rather bumpy. That day we flew along the lines but did not cross them, just to get used
to it. The pilot kindly pointed out all the landmarks which later became so familiar.
For some time I never had the faintest notion where I was until I caught sight of the
triangular pond at Zilibeke; I was never very quick or handy with compasses and map.

It was an odd idea to send completely untrained men to act as observers in the belief
that they would see more than the highly-trained pilots. There was something in it,
however, because in the degree of fire to which we were subjected on reconnaissance
the pilot was usually fully occupied in taking what evasive action he could. All the
same, his trained and experienced eye even then often took in more of what was
happening on the ground than the unskilled observer. It was some time before the
observer flying under actual war conditions became any use at all. Until then he was
liable to be a deadweight in the machine, and therefore to handicap rather than assist
the pilot. Nevertheless, he probably learned more quickly under these conditions than
in peaceful training at home; as Dr. Johnson said of the man who knows he is facing
death, 'it concentrates his mind wonderfully'. The authorities were short of men, and
naturally wanted to get things going quickly.

On my way to the squadron I met the most experienced airman alive, the holder of
Pilot's certificate No.1. I do not remember now whether it was at G.H.Q. or Wing H.Q.
that I first met Ivan Moore-Brabazon, who later became a friend in many diverse
circumstances. At that time I only saw him briefly, but we entered Parliament together
in 1918 and were closely associated in the new members' group. Between the R.F.C.
and Westminster [ had learned to know him well in the company of mutual friends of
his early days, who consequently called him Ivan, which he always remained to me in
preference to the later Brab. He was a remarkable character, who combined with the
most indolent demeanour an exceptional capacity for action. In his youth he was the
first man to fly a mile, and in later life he won the Cresta race at St. Moritz at some
incredibly advanced age for such a performance, varying these efforts with first-rate
displays in sports as diverse as motor-racing and golf. Stranger still, he added to a
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continuing athletic capacity a first-rate mind; these gifts may succeed each other but
they rarely coincide.

He was serving on the staff when I first met him, having ceased to fly before the war
after witnessing the death-crash of his great friend, Charles Rolls. Apart from a
pleasant interlude towards the end of the war, the next time I was to have a glimpse of
him in effective action was in Parliament soon after my arrival. His immense
experience and authority in aviation fitted him perfectly to be Parliamentary Private
Secretary to Mr. Churchill when he became Air Minister. Ivan Moore-Brabazon was
never a character who sustained easily the restrictive chains of office. During an air
debate Mr. Churchill sought a little respite in the smoking-room, and engaged in
conversation the circle in which I was sitting. Soon a Whip hurried in and said to him,
"You had better come back to the House, your P.P.S. is up and he is knocking hell out
of the Ministry'. The exit from the smoking-room was portentous.

At the end of 1914 the work of the squadron was regular and arduous, and after the
first trial flight along the lines I was launched straight into it. We did a reconnaissance
at least once a day, and it usually took nearly three hours. It was normally a shallow
reconnaissance over Courtrai to observe troop concentrations near the front line, but
quite frequently we did a reconnaissance in depth which took us about seventy miles
behind the German lines to observe their forces coming up. This further flight was
much preferred to the observation sweep of about twenty miles behind the lines, and
was regarded as quite a relief from the more exacting daily routine. The reason was
that once you got through the first twenty miles you enjoyed relative tranquillity until
reaching any of the main towns farther back, where they were again waiting with
heavy fire.

The daily reconnaissance at short distance was a different matter. Their fire began
directly the machine crossed the lines and did not let up for a moment during the
whole flight until the line was recrossed to return home. The German method was to
put guns in squares, with eight in each corner. Directly the aircraft was about the
centre of the square they would open fire simultaneously, with cross-observation by
telephone from each corner to the other corners with the usual gunners' information.
The result was that thirty-two shells would be in the air at the first salvo, and they
would continue firing at almost the rate of the French '75's, which then operated at
greater speed than any other guns in the world. The moment we were out of one
square we were into another, and so it continued throughout the convivial three hours.
It is therefore not difficult to understand why our aircraft hardly ever crossed the lines
without being hit.

The whole danger at that time was from ground-fire, as the fighting between machines
had only just begun in a very rudimentary form. But the effect of the fire on aircraft
which were flying at seventy to eighty miles an hour at a height of not more than
6,000 feet was naturally considerable. We were flying at that time BE2Cs, which were
slow but reliable. They took off, flew and landed at about the same speed. No pilot
could coax them much above their 6,000-feet ceiling. I was attached at one time to
another flight using Morris Farman Shorthorns, the machines on which we used to
learn to fly in those days. These machines were just as slow and even more clumsy,
but popular with us at that time because they could reach a height of 12,000 feet. This
by no means rendered them invulnerable to ground-fire, but at that height it was much
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less accurate. My pilot on the flight was the most brilliant the R.F.C. had produced in
the handling of those machines. But he had two little habits which were highly
disconcerting to the newcomer. The first was to zoom the machine on the take-off,
which consisted of holding the nose down just above the ground for a considerable
distance to get up maximum speed, and then to pull back the stick to send it up as it
seemed almost vertically, finally straightening out just before the stall. The second
form of playfulness was on returning from a disagreeable stretch of work to arrive
12,000 feet above his own aerodrome and then to stand the machine on one wing-tip
and spiral all the way down; in effect, spinning it down like a top. His virtuosity
impressed fellow-officers, riggers and mechanics - my word, some bird - but was an
unpleasant surprise to his observer, if he had not been notified where to look. For the
secret was not to look straight ahead, or at the wing above, but along the wing below
towards the ground to which you were spinning; otherwise the experience was a sure
emetic.

BE2c built by British & Colonial ("Bristol"),
and powered by the 90 hp RAF 1A engine

He was a most charming man, and had the best hands I have ever felt operating one of
those early machines; he had the touch of a pianist. Unfortunately he had an imitator
in the flight who also had the best of natures but lacked the magic hands. He was the
observer's dread, for every time it was anyone's guess whether the initial zoom would
stall the machine or not, while extricating it from the final spiral just above the ground
required an exquisite delicacy in the handling whose absence could result in a
spinning nose-dive, generally fatal at that time. It was all endured with anxiety but
without remonstrance, for he was such a good fellow and complaint would have hurt
his feelings. He died heroically trying to fly his machine home to save his observer
when he was mortally wounded in the chest, but he lost consciousness not far above
the ground just before landing; they were both killed.

These machines even more than the BE2Cs sometimes involved a certain difficulty in
crossing the lines with a following wind. When you turned to fly back, your progress
was your flying speed less wind; say seventy miles per hour less forty. In extreme
cases it would be impossible for an aircraft a long way behind the lines to get back
without running out of petrol. There was only one way out of it, to put the nose down
in a semi-dive and thus gain extra speed. This was impossible in the Morris Farman
because it was believed it could not be put into a dive without risking the wings
coming off. Consequently they were mostly used for gun-spotting, observing enemy
batteries, and directing our fire upon them with morse signals.
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The BE2C was a sturdy machine which could be put into a dive, but this had to be
done with care. There was at that time a craze in design for what was called automatic
stability which was embodied in the BE2C. If you stalled one of these machines it
went into a dive from which it recovered automatically and bobbed up like a cork in
water. All very excellent but it required elbow room to do it; if you made a mistake
near the ground that was that. This capacity to withstand a dive, or rather a powered
descent, was however very useful for returning against an adverse wind. The nose
could be pushed down to give a speed of over 100 miles an hour, but this process, of
course, brought the aircraft continually nearer to the ground, and after a long flight
entailed crossing the trench zone very low indeed. Here the partridge on the wing
enjoyed another sport. Intensive machine-gun and rifle fire at once began, and gave
the bird the sensation of being at the wrong end of a rifle-range without the usual
protection, as the bullets zipped through the wings. The only safeguard was the small
wooden seat on which you were sitting, and the smack of a partly spent bullet could
occasionally be felt upon it. The instinct of manhood in this disturbing situation was
carefully to compress treasured possessions within this exiguous area of protection.

A rather similar sensation was afforded by the aerodrome at Poperinghe, because it
was bordered by a field of hop-poles with a pond in one corner. In the event of an
engine beginning to fail at take-off—which occurred fairly often—the pilot had
sometimes to circle over the hop-poles to land against the wind. It was then
interesting to look over the side and to speculate which of the hop-poles would strike
home if the engine gave up completely. Poperinghe was an aerodrome of many
hazards, as the golfers say of their more interesting courses. Returning from
reconnaissance in poor visibility we once broke cloud for the first time just over the
aerodrome. Immediately a French 75 battery which was stationed there for our
protection opened fire and gave us a proper pasting. The pilot very skilfully dived in
and pulled out just over the ground to land. The Frenchmen then saw at once we were
an allied machine. Justly incensed, I got out of the machine and walked toward the
French battery. A figure advanced to meet me, holding some object under his arm. He
was the French battery commander; as we approached each other he held out a shell-
case and with a completely disarming smile said—'Souvenir'. It was the case of one of
the French 75 shells he had fired at us, and to this day I still have it in the form of an
old-fashioned dinner-gong. It took the place of the melodious cow-bells at Rolleston
which used to be sounded in our childhood to summon us to the happy board.

Our relations with the French gunners, and with their flying squadron which shared
the aerodrome with us, were usually of the happiest. Perhaps natural affinity was
enhanced by fate's fortunate dispensation that the chauffeur of the French squadron
commander, in the genial, democratic forms of French military organisation, was the
head of one of the best-known brands of champagne in France. We tended afterwards
in their mess to see through a roseate glow even the most trying incidents of the day,
as when the two squadrons took a different view of the direction of the wind, with the
result that two machines landing from opposite points just managed to avoid meeting
head-on in the middle of the aerodrome and escaped with a mutual ripping of wings.

There was much improvisation in those early days among the French, who had that
capacity to a degree of genius. But we English were able to make our contribution in
the efforts of one of our most gifted members, who later passed into the immortality
of heroism. L.G. Hawker was there in his early days with the squadron, very young,
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very inventive, always trying out new things and new methods. With much raillery we
watched him tying onto his aircraft the first loo-lb bomb to reach the squadron (until
then we had nothing heavier than 13~lb bombs) with a quaint contraption of string,
wire and improvised pulleys to his pilot's seat, before he set out to deliver it to some
German target of his particular dislike. We always maintained it had come off long
before he reached the German lines, which he stoutly denied with his usual gay
humour. However, he managed soon to arrange things as he wanted. He won the
D.S.O. for destroying a Zeppelin on the ground with light weapons under very heavy
fire and the V.C. for a successful battle against great odds in the air. Finally, he was
shot down after a long air fight with the great German ace, Richthofen, who also died
in the same way soon afterwards. They rest together in the Pantheon of heroism.

Hawker won his V.C. some time after I left the squadron. Another V.C. of the
squadron, by name Liddell, was a very different type; he was as calm as Hawker was
highly strung. He died superbly as a result of being mortally wounded in the air and
flying back a long distance to save his observer and make his report. He succumbed to
his wounds soon afterwards, and his V.C. was posthumous. Will and spirit in such
deeds were exalted over the physical in a supreme degree. His was not the only case
of men dying of wounds soon after landing, having flown their aircraft back a great
distance. It seemed that the will alone held the spark of life until the task was done; it
was extinguished as will relaxed.

Hawker was quicksilver compared to the steel of such natures. It would have been
difficult to guess from his manner or appearance that he would be a V.C., yet he was
one of the greatest of them all. He was very intelligent, nervous, and acutely sensitive
to the conditions under which we were living. In the mess he would almost jump from
his chair if someone dropped a plate. The continued noise during our daily flights had
really affected him as, in different ways and varying degrees, it touched us all. Noise
was to my mind the worst part of the war, whether on the ground or in the air. In the
trenches the earth naturally received a great deal of the shock of shellfire, while it
always seemed to me that explosions in the air were mostly absorbed by the aircraft
and its occupants. I do not know if this sensation has any scientific basis; it may
simply have been an illusion fostered by the greater loneliness of the air. You were up
there by yourself while apparently the whole world shot at you, the hatred of mankind
concentrated upon you. Certainly the whoof or crash of shells bursting round us
continually during about three hours of the reconnaissance each day affected us all in
various ways.

Hawker would never eat or drink before he flew, not even a cup of coffee. He would
simply walk up and down while we were waiting in the morning, nerves on edge. This
concerned me greatly during the considerable period I was his observer, because there
was a belief then current that a pilot might faint in the air if he flew on an empty
stomach. It had not much basis in fact, but in the early days of flying we were full of
such legends; it was a new subject in a sphere new to man. Yet try as [ would, I could
never persuade him to eat anything. All was nerves until the take-off; then the man
was transformed as the wheels left the ground. He was of all men I knew the boldest,
perhaps the most reckless, certainly the most utterly indifferent to personal safety
when a sense of duty was involved.

He would not play any of the tricks to avoid heavy fire, like zigzagging within the
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squares or turning the nose of the machine a point or two off the wind to cause a drift
which deceived the gunner. He would go straight across the middle of the square of
guns in case any evasive action impeded observation, and, worse still, if visibility was
not clear, he would go down in the middle of the square to have a better look, thus
presenting a closer and better target. This was one of the most trying operations to his
observer, for he would throttle back the engine to descend and in a careless moment
would sometimes lose it altogether. There was only one way to start these old engines
again, which was to dive and thus make the air-rush swing the propeller. The most
likely explanation of this sudden dive to the observer in front was that the pilot had
been hit and had fallen forward on the joystick, as we used to call it. The only
possible course of action then was to unfasten the seat-belt, struggle round in the
narrow cockpit and try to lift the pilot in the rear seat off the stick. The reassuring
climax was the grinning face of Hawker as he pulled the machine out of the dive with
a triumphant roar of an engine re-started.

Fighting in the air was at that time not much developed because we had not yet got
machine-guns and were simply supplied with the old short cavalry carbine. The
nightmare of the pilot was that the observer would accidentally shoot through the
propeller, so these rather ineffective combats were not very eagerly sought. But
Hawker, even on a long reconnaissance, would turn round to engage several German
machines at once miles behind the lines, even if to the hazard of the combat was
added the risk of running out of petrol on the way back. The bundle of nerves before
the take-off became berserk in the air. This contrast between previous nerves and
subsequent action is a phenomenon to be observed in outstanding performance in very
diverse circumstances; for example, in Lloyd George before a speech.

Hawker would take risks for fun, a rare characteristic in the middle of a war, and was
always on the look-out for new sensations and experience of flying. Unfortunately I
had spent some time as observer to an experienced pilot who was most expert in the
trick then called tail-sliding, to which the BE2C was particularly well adapted. The
pilot pulled back the stick as in the beginning of a loop until the machine was vertical
with the nose pointing upwards: the aircraft would then slide tail first towards the
ground, giving at any rate one occupant the sickening sensation of having left his
stomach behind him a long way up in the air. The pilot would then throttle back the
engine and the nose would come down, taking the machine into a dive from which the
BEaC recovered in 2,000 feet, but not before. My old pilot used occasionally to
perform this akwward feat in sheer joie de vivre above the aerodrome to celebrate our
return from some trying mission. I always felt that these performances might or might
not be all right for the pilot who controlled the situation and had his own life in his
hands, but they were not so entertaining for the observer, who had no effective say in
the business.

However, I was unwisely persuaded by Hawker one day to go up with him for his first
attempt at this trick in order to inform him if he did everything as correctly as the
expert had done. Arriving at the necessary altitude, he stood the machine on its tail in
proper form and we started the slide, but in his forgetful fashion he omitted to throttle
the engine back at the right time. The consequence was that the nose of the BE2C
remained in the air and we fell in this way much farther than usual. Again I had to
struggle round in the narrow cockpit to indicate that the engine should be throttled
back. When this was done we were unpleasantly near the ground, and the question
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arose acutely whether the BE2C would come out of its protracted dive before we hit it.
We emerged just in time, skimming low over the aerodrome hangars. After a
moment's pause for reflection I noticed that the aircraft was climbing once more and
again I turned round. Hawker indicated that he was going up again to have another go.
I equally firmly intimated not with me. He then put me down in the gathering dusk

and a developing snowstorm. Nothing daunted, he went off alone, and did it to his
own satisfaction. Such is the stuff that V.C.s are made of. Hawker's early death was a
tragedy and a continuing loss to his country, for his gifts and qualities would through

a long life have given it high and enduring service.

The tragedy was always masked by gaiety. The extreme, almost exaggerated gaiety of
those who flew on each side has been noted recently in films which have skilfully
reproduced much technical detail but have been less successful in their
characterisation. It was perhaps necessary to live with those men to understand why
this gaiety was a necessity, sustaining an attitude to life which has never yet been
correctly portrayed. In short and crude expression, a dinner-party of intimate friends
has to be merry if night after night there is a strong possibility that some of those
present will not be there the following evening. In the trenches casualties could, of
course, be terribly heavy, but, in a strange sense, death was more natural in those
bleak and sinister surroundings. We were like men having dinner together in a country
house-party, knowing that some must soon leave us for ever; in the end, nearly all.
This experience must also have been familiar to pilots and air crews in the Second
World War.

An attitude later became clear to me which was at first incomprehensible and
something of a shock. Soon after I arrived with the squadron, we were in a truck just
starting a short journey into the town to lunch after the morning reconnaissance, when
one of our machines came in to land obviously rather out of control after being badly
shot up. It hit the ground, bounced and turned over on its back with a crash which
smashed it badly; by a lucky chance it did not then catch fire in the usual fashion. I
jumped out and started to run toward the machine to help pull out its occupants.
Shouts came from the truck—'Where are you off to?—Come on, jump up—we are
late for lunch—The men on duty will see to that lot'. Off we drove. The pilot and
observer in the crashed machine were very popular, yet not a word was said about
them. Suddenly they appeared in the doorway, very much the worse for wear, but—
surprisingly—alive. Roars of laughter resounded through the little room—'Well, well,
we thought we had got rid of you that time—never mind, have a drink'. Packets of
back-chat ensued. That was the way of it, and it was the only way.

The R.F.C. celebrated the same spirit in its own macabre songs in the lugubrious,
humorous tradition of the British army. These men were nearly all officers of the
small regular army who had voluntereed to fly in the early days, an elite of a corps
d'elite. On a convivial occasion they would break into a long, sad but merry chant
whose title was "The Dying Aviator'. He was expressing his last wishes after a fatal
crash, in which he had suffered multifarious mutilations described in bloody detail. A
little depressing were some of the melancholy lines enjoining with much technical
terminology the careful removal of various engine parts from the more delicate
regions of the human frame. In fact, the legendary warrior was particularly fortunate,
for he was not burned alive. We had in that period no parachutes, and men had to stay
with the machine until it crashed. The flimsy contraption of wood and canvas would
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then almost invariably catch fire as the petrol exploded from the burst tank. The most
fortunate were those killed instantly in the crash, or first shot dead.

My most interesting experience during the whole of this time had nothing directly to
do with flying. At the beginning of the second battle of Ypres in April 1915, the
Canadian Expeditionary Force had just arrived in the line for the first time, and we
were detailed to work with them in spotting enemy guns and directing their fire upon
the German batteries by morse signals. I was instructed to make contact with them
and to take with me a wireless mast to receive these messages. On a calm spring day [
set out in an R.F.C. truck and duly reached the Canadian guns at the usual distance
behind the lines without incident. It was our habit to drive about in these trucks, often
within enemy range, and as that part of the line happened to be quiet, it was rare for
them to spot it or take the trouble to open fire. This had only happened once before,
soon after my arrival with the R.F.C. and was the first time I came under fire. I
stopped with the truck in a small wood where there were no marks of enemy fire,
thinking we would be unnoticed, but we were spotted and heavily shelled. The little
wood was in splinters but we escaped unscathed. I remember writing to my mother a
delighted letter about the incident, because I experienced the common sensation of a
great exhilaration at coming under fire for the first time, a peculiar ecstasy which soon
wore off.

I reported to the Canadian guns that there was no particular reason for anticipating
trouble that afternoon, although some rather abnormal troop concentrations on the
other side had been noted from air reconnaissance. The work was soon finished by the
corporal and two men accompanying me who were expert in the job, of which I knew
little or nothing. Meantime, I had established genial relations with some of the
Canadian officers, and having the rest of the day at my disposal, decided to send the
truck home and stay with them a little longer. In these quiet conditions it would not be
difficult to get a lift back to Poperinghe before nightfall for my usual work next
morning.

All went well in the small, shallow dug-out where I was being generously entertained,
until suddenly the Germans opened the heaviest barrage which the war had so far
produced. Any movement appeared now to be out of the question; for the time being
there was nothing for it but to sit tight in our little hole of earth and hope that we
would not stop a direct hit. The barrage went on for what seemed to be an
interminable period of time while the whole earth shook. This period of dull, tense
waiting was eventually interrupted by something then completely novel. We noticed a
curious acrid smell and at the same time a slight feeling of nausea. Someone said gas,
and advised us all to urinate on our handkerchiefs and place them over our mouths
and noses; above all we must make no movement which required deep breathing. It
was the first gas attack of this war or any other. The advice we received was good, for
this gas was not very lethal. The consequences were only severe to those who moved
and breathed deeply, absorbing much of it into their lungs.

Shortly afterwards it became known that the combination of this exceptionally heavy
barrage and the completely new experience of the gas attack had resulted in the entire
exposure of our left flank, which had been held by French colonial troops. The
Canadian commander was thus confronted with the hard choice of retreating to
prevent the turning of his flank, or throwing in his reserve to cover the exposed
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position on his left; he chose to stand, and the order came to hold our line as it was. At
this point it appeared highly probable that we would be encircled, and the
commanding officer of our battery ordered me at once to make my way as best I could
back to our unit at Poperinghe. It was useless to add fortuitously a Flying Corps
officer to the possible loss, and on return to my squadron I could give some account
of what had happened; the barrage by this time had rendered all communication very
difficult.

I set out on foot, as no transport was available, and in any case it had no chance of
survival under a fire of that intensity. From a small rise in the ground in the first stage
of my return journey I looked back to see what was happening. It was an
unforgettable spectacle. As dusk descended there appeared to our left the blue-grey
masses of the Germans advancing steadily behind their lifting curtain of fire, as
steadily as if they had been on the parade ground at Potsdam. At that point it appeared
there was nothing to stop them. Some of these extraordinary troops were already
legendary to all on our side who could appreciate such values because they
themselves were members of an outstanding corps d'elite, the British regular army.

We had heard the stories of the first battle of Ypres when the Prussian Guard came
out to attack, with the officers in front drawing on their white gloves as if they were
walking towards a routine inspection. One of my fellow-officers—an observer of the
Royal Flying Corps who had been in command of some British guns in that battle—
described to me how some of them had exceeded their objective and came within a
few hundred yards of his battery without support of any land. A small party of them
passed into a little declivity in the ground where they disappeared from view, but it
was clear they were completely isolated and in a hopeless situation. So he sent over a
few men with a white flag to require their surrender. They were found lying down in
the small hollow. The young officer in charge said they could not surrender as that
was against the principles of the Prussian Guard. They were exhausted, but when they
recovered they would continue the advance; they were aware they had no chance.
After a brief respite, they came out towards the guns, the young officer in front with
his sword at the carry and all of them doing the ceremonial goose-step for the last
time; they were all killed.

It was a performance utterly useless and incomprehensible to the layman, but the
purpose was clear to any practitioner of the science of war; troops of that spirit can
and will do things which most troops cannot do, and they did. Capacity to appreciate a
great enemy is one of the characteristics of the true soldier, accounting quite simply
for the mysterious fraternity of arms which some have regarded as blameworthy. This
spirit was evinced when the airmen on each side sometimes dropped wreaths to
mourn the death of a great opponent held in honour for his courage and chivalry. It is
not to be regarded with suspicion as a sinister emanation of the military mind, but
rather welcomed as a spark of hope for Europe, when in some future a transcendent
spirit of youth, courage and natural nobility will surmount this period of bitter
passions and dark revenges.

It is sad that in recent years it has been left to Russian rather than to Western films to
portray the great enemy with truth, as he was; it is also dangerous to the cause which
neglects it, because such art can influence in a high degree the minds and spirits of
men. The communist state with all its detestation of Western values has often m its
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cinema approached with something near truth the force which inspires the other side.
A notable example is the beginning of the remarkable Soviet film of Tolstoy's War
and Peace; another is Eisenstein's extraordinary picture of the Teutonic knights
coming out over the snow with the sun behind them to assail the motherland of Russia.
When [ saw it in later life in all the power of its order, dignity and dedicated purpose,
my mind went back to that afternoon when I saw the elite German regiments
advancing in the gathering dusk at Ypres. To understand men, and above all the
highest motives within them—whether rightly or wrongly applied, that is another
question—is to lay a true and durable foundation of the great reconciliation.

The aim now must be to take the noble inspirations which have been used on all sides
for dark purposes of destruction and to unite them in the great synthesis which will
make possible the creative future. Hegel in his Philosophy of History presents a
brilliant image of the vast destructive powers of nature, fire, wind, water being finally
harnessed to the purposes of man for creative achievement. So too in the European
future the fierce passions which divided and destroyed us can be overcome, and the
sublime spirit of duty, sacrifice and high endeavour then imprisoned within them and
distorted to the service of war will be released in a union of all high things to make
Europe and save mankind. The noble though inarticulate instincts of youth were of
this nature, and all the squalor of a life in politics has not yet extinguished the spark
which flew from the anvil of 1914.

I had little time for such reflection as I made my way through the barrage towards the
Ypres-Menin road, which I knew from our work of reconnaissance was my shortest
way home. Very soon on my journey I encountered some other extraordinary troops,
the equal in their totally different fashion to the best of the Germans. It was the
Canadian reserves moving up to occupy the empty section of the line. They were an
astonishing spectacle to a regular soldier, for they were advancing apparently without
any discipline at all under a fire so intense that by our standards any advance would
have been impossible except by the finest troops under the most rigorous discipline.
They were laughing and talking and walking along in any formation, while the heavy
shells we called Jack Johnsons—after the Negro boxing champion: they were 5-95
and capable of wiping out a whole platoon with one explosion—were crashing among
them in the most severe concentration of artillery fire men had yet known. They
seemed not to care a damn, they just came on. Very soon after I passed through
them—as we afterwards learned—they went right into the advancing Germans and
that event very rare in war occurred, a bayonet fight in which both sides stood firm.
Three days later the R.F.C. were engaged in trying to delineate the still indeterminate
line after the changes brought about by the failed attack. I reported that the line went
through a place called St. Julien where heavy fighting was taking place in what had
been the little town. It turned out at that time to be considerably behind the actual line.
Some two hundred of the Canadians had forced their way right through, and when
surrounded, fought to the last rather than surrender. That spirit lived in both sides.

It was an awkward meeting with them on the way back to report to the squadron, for it
was at least peculiar that an officer wearing the badges of the 16th Lancers and saying
he was with the Flying Corps should be coming from the direction of the enemy
advance. However, the English voice and possibly some incipient flair for politics
soon convinced them. They told me that all troop movements through Ypres were
forbidden that night, as a concentration of fire on the town had rendered it impossible.
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I decided to ignore the order, for I was then imbued with the fatalism of war, was
dead tired and felt an obligation to rejoin the squadron as quickly as possible. I went
straight through Ypres.

Then came the strangest experience. I found myself quite alone in the middle of the
great square, spellbound for a moment by the enduring vision. Many of the glories of
that architecture were already in ruins, and entirely in flames. Noble buildings
collapsed in a sad fatigue born not of centuries but of a moment of bitterness, like a
child's house of cards under a wanton hand, as heavy shells descended in direct hits.
Too young for full consciousness, I yet felt some premonition of the sorrow: what the
Europeans were capable of doing to each other; the waste, the tragic absurdity.

I went on, rejoined the squadron at Poperinghe, made my report and returned to my
lodging and to bed, where I fell into the deepest sleep. An hour or two later I woke as
a nearby house went up with a heavy explosion. The Germans had already advanced
their guns and brought Poperinghe within shelling range. I hurried round to the mess
and was told we had to get out at once, as there would soon be little left of the
aerodrome or of our aircraft. The pilots flew out the machines at once and the
observers were responsible for the loading of the lorries and the evacuation of all
stores. I rode out under fairly heavy fire perched on a load of bombs.

Once the second battle of Ypres was over, the attack halted and a new line determined,
the normal task of reconnaissance or working with guns was resumed. Boredom
interrupted by terror, as someone well put it. The observers with some experience
were now offered the opportunity of being trained as pilots. It seemed well
worthwhile, for our lives would then at least to some degree be in our own hands. In
desperate affairs there is always the desire to take action yourself, however great your
confidence in the other man's decision and judgment. It is the natural desire of a back-
seat driver to move to the front when it is a matter of life or death.

Another consideration was that by this time I had become quite a bit the worse for
wear. During a reconnaissance a partly spent piece of shell had hit me on the head and
knocked me unconscious; it had not penetrated my flying-helmet and must have
struck flatly rather than with the sharp edge. But the blow was sufficient to leave me
with slight concussion, manifest in nothing more serious than recurrent headaches
which I never otherwise suffered. On another occasion return in a damaged machine
had ended in the pond at the corner of Poperinghe aerodrome with a crash that threw
me forward in the cockpit and damaged my knee; I walked with some difficulty. The
opportunity to acquire the desired pilot's wings, coupled with these disabilities,
decided me to accept the offer of a training course. After a visit to a skilful bone-setter
in London who put the knee right, and a short spell of leave and rest at home, I
reported for duty at the Flying School at Shoreham, near Brighton.

The aerodrome at Shoreham was small and badly placed, next to the river. A take-off
over the river was fairly frequent in the prevailing winds and resulted in a good bump
soon after the wheels left the ground, when the nose of the machine was elevated and
the flying speed low; the transition from land to water in these slow and clumsy
machines always produced this shock. Early aircraft simply wallowed in these air
pockets which might push the nose up, tail up, or one wing down, and needed instant
correction to prevent a stall, a dive or a side-slip. It was not therefore a good idea to
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give beginners conditions in which a certain wind direction was bound to produce a
severe land-water bump soon after take-off. In this position too an engine failure—
which was frequent in early days—meant a descent in the river. However, these were
war conditions and everything had to be arranged in a hurry. I noticed that in later
years the position of the aerodrome was changed.

We lived in agreeable conditions in a bungalow town near the aerodrome. It was
possible to hire a cheap and individual bungalow, and my mother came to stay with
me for a time. Training was pushed ahead at a speed incredible to later generations. If
I remember rightly, I had only about an hour and a half of instructional flying before
my first solo flight. There was an advantage in having been an observer, for this gave
one the flying sense. But it cut both ways, as it was liable to make a beginner over-
confident. It was better in the early days to be a little nervous and on the look-out for
mishaps. It was remarkable even in the case of experienced war pilots how many of
them were killed in ordinary flying, apart from the war, through over-confidence and
carelessness. You could not take any chances with early aircraft.

My training went smoothly and I took my pilot's test, which consisted of doing figures
of eight over the aerodrome, and making a few reasonably good landings. I remember
on that day I put up a particularly bad show by making some ill-judged and rough
landings. However, I was awarded my certificate, which was marked something over
1200; the precious document was lost in my Irish house fire in the fifties.

Until then I had been in no serious difficulty, except on one occasion on a river take-
off when I had forgotten to fasten my seat-belt. This was very foolish as in a bad
bump in these machines you could easily be thrown right out, and we were
strenuously warned never to forget to fasten ourselves in securely. Consequently,
when I arrived over the river just after take-off and encountered the usual bump, I
found myself shot from my seat and would have been thrown out if [ had not been
firmly holding the joy-stick, by which I quickly pulled myself back again. It was
lucky that in the struggle the machine was not stalled. That was at least one mistake
which I should never make again.

My flying was not bad, though I was weak on the mechanical side. We were not
obliged to take it seriously, as there were no difficult exams on the subject, but we had
to go through an engine and rigging course. My rather exaggerated pragmatism in
never giving my energy to anything which has no practical use and does not interest
me, led me to miss the opportunity to acquire some mechanical skill. My argument
was that once in the air you could do nothing about it if anything went wrong, and on
the ground the machine was looked after by our good friends the mechanics and
riggers, who had years of experience and far more knowledge than I should have time
to acquire, even if I had the aptitude, which [ much doubted. Some of us were perhaps
encouraged in this resistance to mechanical knowledge by the example of the most
famous pre-war airman, Gustave Hamel, a genius at flying, who boasted his complete
ignorance of mechanics.

At Shoreham I gave striking proof of a capacity to make mistakes soon after taking
my pilot's certificate—though as usual in our errors in life, chance played its part. It
was a day of normal routine flying with a fairly strong, gusty wind. The direction of
the wind was indicated not by a wind-funnel sock, but by a T, a wood and canvas
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frame pivoted on the ground in the shape of a T with the cross-piece facing the wind. I
may have been in the mood for some mild exhibition within the narrow limits of my
knowledge and capacity as pilot, because my mother had come to watch and was
standing at a corner of the hangar with my instructor, who was also a good friend.
While I was up the wind changed direction so suddenly that there was not time to shift
the T, which was on the far side of the ground and I failed to notice from smoke or
other usually discernible signs what had happened. Consequently I made what I
thought would be a rather fast, clean landing in the direction of the hangars—a
direction which had previously been correct. But owing to the change of wind, the
landing speed was considerably greater than I had intended. The machine hit the
ground with a bang and was thrown high into the air. It was instantly clear to me that
if I continued to attempt a landing I would crash into the hangars, so I opened the
engine to full throttle, pulled back the stick and just cleared the hangars. My mother
turned to express her admiration to my instructor for the skilful and pretty fashion in
which her boy had bounced, but he was missing; for he was, of course, all too well
aware of what was happening, and had gone to make ready for a probable disaster.

It was something of a miracle that the engine picked up quickly enough to lift the
aircraft over the hangars, but the acute question then arose, what to do next? It was
easy sitting out in front of a Morris Farman Longhorn to look down and see that the
undercarriage was badly damaged. This meant that a normal landing might entail its
collapse, with the result that the nose would enter the ground at speed and the engine
would come on top of me; these machines with the engine behind involved this hazard,
whereas an aircraft with the engine in front might offer nothing worse than standing

up on its nose or turning over on its back.

I decided to turn round and attempt a slow, pancake landing. This meant coming in so
slowly, yet without stalling, that the aircraft lost flying speed at exactly the right
height and fell flat to the ground. If it lost speed too high above the ground the nose
would go down and the fatal crash with engine in the back could occur. If it did not
lose flying speed until too late, the undercarriage would make contact with the ground
at speed in the way of a normal landing and would collapse with the same result.

With some difficulty, I managed to make a pancake landing, but from a considerable
height and with a crash which was consequently severe, though the loss of flying
speed did not decline enough for the nose to come down and cause a disaster. It was a
classic pancake landing, but a heavy shock. My legs were driven hard into the floor of
the cockpit and injured, one of them severely. Strangely enough, as sometimes
happens with severe shock, I felt nothing much at the time as I was completely numb.
I even managed to walk from the machine, and was unaware of the extent of the hurt
until later, when the pain and swelling began. I got leave and went back to the bone-
setter, but was informed that the injury was much more considerable this time. The
treatment was not entirely successful; I could walk, but with some difficulty.

During this period I had news that my regiment required officers, because that spring
they had suffered severe losses, particularly of officers, from the explosion of mines
in the front line. I was in a dilemma, as I wanted to complete my training course and
return to the R.F.C. as a pilot, but on the other hand felt that my first duty was to my
regiment. This was the over-riding reason which decided me to return—it was not an
order but a choice—yet I may have been influenced also by a desire to have the two
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experiences, air and the trenches. I was still moved in some degree by the strange
desire to have all experience of this extraordinary and, as we believed, unique event.
Duty and inclination therefore to some extent coincided. It was a sad fact that there
was no longer any difficulty in getting to the front with the 16th Lancers.

First, I had to face a medical board to be pronounced fit again for war service. It was
something of an ordeal, as the outcome was a bit dubious. Fortunately there was not
much walking to be done, and they looked at everything except my leg. I calculated
that there would not be all that walking in the trenches either, as it was mostly an
affair of sitting tight—shooting and being shot at—and I had a reasonable hope that
my condition would progressively improve. I was right at first about the walking, as
on my return to the Curragh we were nearly always on horseback, and this was also
the case when I rejoined the regiment and found them at first behind the lines and
with the horses.

Before long, in the early autumn of 1915, I was ordered to go in a troopship to France
with a draft under the command of another 16th Lancer who was an old friend. We
did not know, of course, where we would land, but to our happiness found ourselves
going up the Seine and through the beautiful Norman country; it was my first peaceful
panorama of the France I have come to love so much. We disembarked at Rouen, but
I was either too hurried or too ignorant on that occasion to see the cathedral or the
other glories. From Rouen we went by train to our destination, also unknown, and by
some skill of staff work came under shell-fire at a town near the front line—Bethune,
if I remember rightly. This exercise seemed to us redundant, as the regiment at that
time was quite a long way back—near Hazebrouk, again if [ remember rightly.

There we had the usual warm welcome, and found some old friends of the first days at
the Curragh. Colonel Eccles was commanding the regiment, and the Adjutant was
Lord Holmpatrick, who had the curious Christian name for an Irishman of Hans; he
was one of the best-looking men I have ever seen and was extremely efficient. My
squadron was commanded by a distinguished and kindly Indian Army officer by name
Fraser, who had been attached to us. He was distinguished because he had been
decorated for his part in the famous charge of the 9th Lancers when a Grenfell won
the V.C. I was given as charger a fine hunter, supplemented by a polo pony which
was useful for riding around the countryside trying to chase hares until they were
exhausted; a sport and a dinner. Life for the moment was agreeable. [ was put in
charge of the squadron mess, but soon sacked for doing us too well; the fare was
appreciated but the bills were not.

These tranquil and happy days did not last long. An order came that all officers who
had no experience of the trenches should be attached for a period to infantry. I had to
report to a Welsh battalion, composed largely of ex-miners. They were good troops,
but they had been in the line a long time, suffering heavy losses, and were generally
feeling they had had more than enough of that war. Men were suffering a good deal
from what was called trench-foot, a form of frostbite aggravated by damp and caused
by standing around too long in cold water.

Prevention was regarded by high authority as better than cure, but not all the men took

the same view. The orders were to seize every occasion to leave the trench and do
stamping exercises to promote circulation of blood in the feet. This could only be
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done in foggy conditions, which were frequent at that time of year, as our trench was
not much more than fifty yards from the enemy and in his full view. Life was
depressing enough in these conditions in the fog without scrambling out to do a lot of
gymnastics. Such was the view of the troops most forcibly expressed, and it took all
the admirable tact of the officers who understood them well and were on the best of
terms with them to turn the whole thing into a bit of a joke and thus to secure the
fulfilment of the orders without much ill humour.

At first life was reasonably quiet on the enemy side, but suddenly everything came to
life and day and night was one long strafe, as it was called. Old hands knew at once
from experience what had occurred: the Prussian Guard had arrived. Being at close
quarters with these remarkable troops, we responded to their continual mortar and
grenade fire with rifle grenades. I took this habit with me to my troop in the regiment
when we were next in the trenches, and it was good, except that these early grenades
were liable on occasion to explode before they left the rifle.

The other grenades of the period were thrown by hand, and they were also a little
tricky. They were called Mills bombs and operated by a spring once the safety-pin
was withdrawn, which had to be held in place by the fingers until the bomb was
thrown; the explosion followed five seconds after the spring was released. Wiseacres
who did not mind the risk would release the spring and still hold the bomb for two or
three seconds before throwing. This had two advantages, that it could thus be made to
explode in the air above the enemy with more lethal effect, and would not be caught
by some wide-awake athlete and thrown back before explosion. But it had the
disadvantage that some Mills bombs exploded less than five seconds after the spring
was released, with unpleasant results if still held. We were just too far to throw these
weapons from our trench into a German trench, so they could only be used by
crawling around no-man's-land at night. The rifle grenades on the other hand had a
reasonable range and we could lob them over easily while comfortably ensconced in
our own trench.

Life was always merry in the current fashion when confronted by the Prussian Guard,
who believed in the principle of the perpetual initiative, which in this context meant
continual fire varied with trench raids. Years later, after the Second World War, 1
discussed this idea with one of the best political intelligences Germany has produced.
He said that the principle of the perpetual initiative was excellent in war and almost
invariably paid off, but that in politics it could be a great mistake, as in this sphere it
was sometimes better for a period just to sit tight.

Before this liveliness had continued very long, the Colonel came along the line to tell
us that the arrival of the Prussian Guard usually meant something serious was afoot,
and that he now had information from the Staff that they were likely to attack the
following morning. He added for our encouragement that in this event he would
recommend for the Military Cross any officer left alive and in the same position the
following evening. I was left reflecting on the strange chances of these occasions;
what option had I really got in this event, except to be killed or to win the Military
Cross? It was life simplified. Clearly, if any of us had said: 'I think I prefer going
home this evening to the winning of glory', it would not have been at all well received.
In fact it would have had consequences - in the rough conditions of that war where
psychology was not so deeply studied and political considerations were not so keenly
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appreciated—much more unpleasant and even more certainly fatal than staying in the
trench. To surrender while still armed with a machine-gun and plenty of ammunition
would clearly also be too ignoble to contemplate. So in simple practice there was
nothing for it but to sit tight and shoot it out: result, therefore, death or Military Cross
- it was as simple as that.

These reflections were finally curtailed by the eventually rather disappointing
realisation that they were not going to attack. Nothing happened at all. They
continued to make life very lively, but no more. The Prussian Guard were apparently
there just to wake up this part of the line, which was one of their minor missions. The
experience was most instructive, and in due course I returned to the regiment all the
better for my sojourn with the infantry.

Soon the regiment was moved up to the scene of the Loos battle. We were in and out
of the trenches for some time, alternating between a section which was disagreeable
because we were often standing in water, and another sector which was on high
ground and therefore dry, but with the disadvantage of suffering from a competition
then prevalent in blowing each other up by means of mines. The regiment had
considerable experience of this technique, having suffered terrible losses early in 1915
by enemy mines. The method was to tunnel under the opposing line, place a mine
under their trench and explode it; then immediately to attack. By this time there was
much expertise in the business; when one side began to make a tunnel, the other side
would make a tunnel underneath it; tunnel would blow up tunnel. Even more finesse
then entered the game. You would not tunnel but would make noises as if you were
tunnelling beneath them, thus causing them to desist or to explode their mines
prematurely. This was done crudely by pulling up and down a wet sack of sand with a
dull thud in a hole dug sufficiently deep to make the sound realistic. The engineers
had installed ingenious listening devices and instructed us in this whole technique. It
was the war of moles supplemented by the most modern science then available. It was
one of war's most disagreeable forms, because, if caught, you were liable to be buried
alive.

I was more at home in the trenches than anywhere else, for a particular reason. The
worst part of my life at that time was getting to and from the trenches. We moved up
through communication trenches floored by duck-boards to keep us out of the mud.
Because these boards were much used they developed many holes, which could not be
seen in the dark. My worst leg used to go through them with a result not only painful
but temporarily disabling. The men on these occasions used to assist me with the most
sympathetic friendship, and were, of course, enjoined not to say a word. Once
installed in the trench I was quite all right, because any movement outside it was
limited and in any case usually done on hands and knees.

At that time I developed a considerable sympathy with an act of indiscipline which it
was my duty as an officer to prevent. The men always wanted to go up to the front
line not through the squalid misery of the twisting communication trenches but over
the top where the going was better. This risked losing one or two among us before we
got to the front line, as a good deal of shooting was always going on. Yet it is an
interesting fact of human psychology that at a certain degree of fatigue and boredom
men lose all fear of death, just as people at the end of a long illness can be observed
almost to embrace it. Rather than endure that long, weary tramp through the muddy
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communication trench, troops would prefer to risk death by marching over the
relatively firm and easy open ground. There comes a limit to the nuisance of life in
some conditions.

There was too a certain exhilaration in going up over the top at night. Lights fired into
the air continually from each side illuminated the night sky, and the whistle of passing
bullets contributed to the eerie beauty of the stark surroundings. There was a certain
tragic loveliness in that unearthly desolation, the ultimate nihilism of man's failed
spirit. Also, for many at that stage a wound could seem a release, and death was peace.
Higher command naturally and rightly took another view: life must not be risked
unnecessarily. Discipline had to be enforced, though I was particularly susceptible to
the discomfort and pain of the tedious trudge below ground.

What mattered at that point of war was noise, whether in the air or in the trench. It
was the constant, grinding shock of noise that wore men down. It was always said that
all troops broke at a certain point of the bombardment, with the great regiments, of
course, at a far higher degree than the lesser. I was always convinced that it was the
sustained noise that did it, not the fear of death, which men at a certain point of
weariness and war nausea almost entirely lost. That was why I always felt that
absorbing the full shock of shell-fire during a three-hour reconnaissance in the air was
even more trying than a much longer bombardment on the ground; it was such
concentrated noise.

Men with the long habit of war hardly minded the rifle or machine-gun fire —that
light, relatively agreeable zip past the ear—nothing would gravely affect them except
the days-long ground-shattering roar of the bombardment which usually preceded an
attack. Even the light whizz-bangs—as we called them—would not disturb them
much, though they were more dangerous, because you could not hear them coming,
than the heavy shells which signalled their arrival with a protracted whistle, and gave
you time to scrabble in the mud. Noise, coupled with heavy concussion, most affected
health and spirits.

The barrage I had experienced at the second battle of Ypres was worse than anything
encountered at that time in the aftermath of the second battle of Loos, though it was a
lively section of the line with a regular and severe morning and evening bombardment.
The main pre-occupation, however, was the constant mining which required continual
alertness. It was the explosion of a mine in the front line while we were in support
trenches which exposed me to my most difficult physical test. My injured leg had
been gradually deteriorating; it became more painful with movement and was much
swollen. Standing for long periods in water in one section of the line had done no
good to the injured bones, which had not entirely set. In particular, it was difficult
suddenly to move from a recumbent position. Like a lame horse, I would warm up
when I got going, but if [ had been asleep it was difficult to rest any weight on the leg
directly I woke up.

I was asleep one night on the fire-step of a support trench when a mine exploded in
the front line and we had to go up in a hurry. When I awoke, as usual I could put no
weight on the leg at all. So it was a matter of hopping when the ground was firm, or
going on hands and knees where it was too muddy for hopping. However, I kept up,
and got there.
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News of my condition eventually got around, and reached the ears of Colonel Eccles.
There was a strong degree of paternalism in the colonels of these great regiments,
which were conducted very like a large family. He sent for me and put me through
some simple tests. I did not see him again until my wedding day in 1920, for the
following morning I was on my way home by his arrangement and pursuant to his
orders. A great surgeon, Sir Watson Cheyne, was on the point of retirement, but
fortunately his son was a 16th Lancer and he took a special interest in my case. He
warned me that only a fifty-fifty chance of saving the leg existed, which was in a
sorry state after long neglect. He operated, and his skill saved the leg, though after a
second operation towards the end of 1916 it was an inch and a half shorter. I had
entered the war in the category A1, and left it in the category C3, fit for office work
only.

The administrative and other experience which I gained from this exclusion from war
belongs to another part of this story. I had seen enough in the air and in the trenches to
be left with one resolve, some may say obsession: war must never happen again. We
British, of these islands and the Empire, lost in that war 1,089,939 dead; over double
the British losses in the Second World War, in which, in addition, at least 25,000,000
Europeans, military and civilian, lost their lives. There was no fun in our war; there
was no fun in the Second World War for men or women who fought or suffered. The
vast fact of such experience remains always with those who really know.

At the Armistice in 1918 I passed through the festive streets and entered one of
London's largest and most fashionable hotels, interested by the sounds of revelry
which echoed from it. Smooth, smug people, who had never fought or suffered,
seemed to the eyes of youth—at that moment age-old with sadness, weariness and
bitterness—to be eating, drinking, laughing on the graves of our companions. I stood
aside from the delirious throng, silent and alone, ravaged by memory. Driving
purpose had begun; there must be no more war. I dedicated myself to politics, with an
instinctive resolution which came later to expression in my speeches: 'Through and
beyond the failure of men and of parties, we of the war generation are marching on
and we shall march on until our end is achieved and our sacrifice atoned'. What did it
mean? What end? What atonement?—this sentiment of youth, which was then only
instinct without shape? It meant surely that war must never happen again, that we
must build a better land for our companions who still lived, that we must conceive a
nobler world in memory of those who died. We later gave form to instinct, and clear
will to passionate resolve; we failed once, but that purpose remains and will endure to
the end.
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4 - The Gaining of Experience

IT is easier to rise from a bed of thorns than from a bed of roses. I make this strange
observation at this point because if any credit is due to me, it is on account of the
deliberate choice of a hard life in pursuit of certain purposes rather than the altogether
delightful existence which circumstances and my temperament offered to me. I had an
unlimited capacity for enjoyment, and fortune had given me the means to indulge it.
Moreover, once my war service was over there seemed no particular reason why [
should not do so, provided my war companions received what they had been so firmly
promised. In fact, I have sometimes wondered why I did not just relax and enjoy life.
Why trouble so much with the attempt to make better a world which seemed quite
content with the bad?

The question struck me years later, during a period of adversity, when a public official
of ability and insight told me that he had always wanted to meet me to see whether |
was mad or not; he was surprised to discover when he got to know me well that I was
sane. He considered that any man must prima facie be mad if his whole career
contradicted his own interest and comfort. It was easy to make the obvious reply that
politics had come to a pretty pass if a sensible fellow like him thought a man must be
mad if he did not put what he conceived to be the interest of his country and of
humanity before his own interest. Yet it was inevitable that I myself should
sometimes wonder if there were not better, more profitable and happier things to do
than insist on saving people who were bent on drowning.

Let me not be misunderstood: I do not pretend to be a saint, let alone a Puritan. I
always seized every opportunity to enjoy life to the full, provided it did not impede
my purpose, and many opportunities came my way. But I gave a clear priority to
purpose, an attitude which is simply commonsense. Any other course means that
boundless capacity and considerable opportunity for enjoyment always win, or at least
confront you with a continuing series of agonising choices between duty and pleasure.
He who hesitates between the Grail and the Venusberg is lost. But happily there are
moments of repose. Life should be a march toward great objectives, but with time to
warm your hands before camp fires, a process which preserves both sanity and energy.

At first there was no conflict; purpose and pleasure entirely coincided. Clearly the
way to getting things done was to enter politics, and I was offered a choice of the
primrose paths with much classic tinkling of the lutes and flutes. This account will
now be for many pages a success story. The summits of private happiness were
balanced by the heights of public acclamation. It began directly I emerged from
hospital in the war and continued for a good fifteen years. I enjoyed every moment of
it. There was no conflict between purpose and happiness because during this period it
still seemed possible to do what was necessary by normal and reasonable means. We,
of the war generation, had not really believed all the guff turned out by the politicians
—'a land fit for heroes to live in' and so forth—at least most of us had not. But we had
thought that a decent home and living wage could be provided for our companions,
who survived the war, because it seemed so relatively easy to do. Yet they had to wait
until after a second world war for the precarious possession of a living wage, and
many of them are waiting still for the decent homes. It was the slow realisation that
the old world could not or would not give these elementary things, and was heading
instead towards further and possibly irretrievable disaster, which finally brought the
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choice between purpose and the normal way of life which could have given me not
only security but much happiness.

It might have been different in another age. There are periods in history when change
is necessary, and other periods when it is better to keep everything for the time as it is.
The art of life is to be in the rhythm of your age. This is clearly a great age when
decisions can vitally effect the whole future of mankind, perhaps in this sense the
greatest age the world has known. It is, therefore, a privilege to be alive at such a
moment, but scarcely a happiness to those who are fully conscious of the potential of
modern science and of the consequent politics. The necessity for effort is inherent in
the age's sense of destiny. It had been evoked for me strongly by the experience of the
war, and by the duty to make what recompense was possible.

I do not know whether in another epoch I would just have sustained the serene
equilibrium of a tranquil world, and the enjoyment of private happiness, for I always
feel urging me to effort the practical sense of the engineer who finds it difficult to
leave by the wayside broken machines which he knows he is competent to mend, and
in human affairs there are always plenty of defective machines inviting attention.
Perhaps I was a little like the young Pontifex in Samuel Butler's The Way of All Flesh,
who never said the times are out of joint, oh cursed spite, for he always knew that he
was just the lad to put them right. But in other periods these things can be done
quietly; the trouble in this age is that the job is too big to be done quietly. Men have to
be persuaded of the necessity for action, and that is a noisy business.

My training for the part I had to play in life was partly conscious and partly fortuitous.
Consciously it began as soon as I was out of the war and into hospital. My reading
was omniverous and voracious directly I was capable of anything. I wondered if I had
missed much by not going to university, and interrogated my Oxford and Cambridge
contemporaries in order to discover if they knew much that I did not. The results were
reasonably satisfactory, for though like all autodidacts I found gaps in my knowledge,
I learned things the universities would not have taught me.

Otherwise my time until the end of the war was occupied by a plunge into social life,
which began on crutches in London and was pursued with zest through the ample
opportunities then provided; followed by a return in happy circumstances to the
Curragh, a period as instructor to wounded officers at Eastbourne which gave me
more opportunity for reading, relieved again by some London life, and finally
administrative experience in the Ministry of Munitions and then in the Foreign Office.
All contributed to my political education, not least the social life, whose value in
some stages of experience should by no means be dismissed or even underrated. It can
be a fatal malady to elderly statesmen who enjoy it for the first time in later life, just
as measles is more dangerous to the old than the young; infantile diseases should be
experienced early. Regarded with plain sense, social life can have a recurrent value
throughout life to those who understand its uses.

Society of this kind is an 'exchange and mart'. People can meet quietly and without
commitment to exchange ideas about everything from politics to business. Some
people use it to exchange other things; the mart element only enters in case of the old
and inadequate, and is usually confined to the outer fringes. For the young it can have
considerable value because it enables them to know a diversity of gifted and
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interesting people very quickly. Even for the nation it has some purpose, because it
can teach good manners. A British mistake is to send either oafs or dull clerks to
represent us in various capacities in European capitals where manners are appreciated,
a habit which unfortunately has increased in recent years.

Meeting other people always has its uses if it does not consume too much time—ask
me anything but time, said Bonaparte—but the practical value of this society in recent
years has declined, for a clear reason. The pressure of life has increased, and less and
less are the men and women who think and do to be met in society. The function of
society—in the sense the word is used in this limited context—is to provide a
meeting-ground for an elite where they can know each other better and be amused;
interesting and entertaining talk is the bait which draws them together. The interest is
reduced when important people are too busy to attend, and entertainment also declines
when the hostesses of a more leisured and resourceful period are lacking. Society does
not long exist in a worthwhile form when it is divorced from the life of the nation. It
belongs not to the cafe but to the private house, where those who do meet those who
think—by no means, unfortunately, always the same people—and no confidence is
ever betrayed.

The conditions of a true society in this sense were present after and even during the
First World War. In London and to a large extent in Paris its vitality was due to a
subtle blend of charm and dynamism in the American hostesses who played a large
part in both these capitals. I was plunged into it even before I left hospital, as I was
permitted to go out on my crutches to luncheon. How and when in exact point of time
I met these various people I cannot remember, but it is easy to recall their
personalities and the characteristic background of their houses. The range of this
experience, of course, extends far beyond the war, right through the twenties and into
the thirties, but it is possibly of some interest to regard together the glittering
concourse of the notable hostesses of those days. Foremost among them in England
was Lady Cunard, a bright little bird of paradise who, I understand, has often been
described in recent books. Her contribution to the life of society rested on
considerable wit and limitless effrontery. She made things go with a vengeance. If
talk flagged and the taciturn great would not perform, she would wake the company
up with a direct frontal attack. 'Lord Hugh, I cannot believe you are really a Christian,’
she would say to the most devoted member of a great political family particularly
dedicated to the service of the Church of England. This method usually evoked
conversation at its liveliest, but the sheer, reckless force of her impact would on
occasions produce only a shattered silence from which she would recover instantly by
darting off in a totally different direction; the bird of paradise in pursuit of another
glittering and distracting insect of thought, or rather of imagination.

She was American, and lived in a corner of Grosvenor Square, which has since been
almost entirely occupied and rebuilt by her country of origin. Her life in England
began as the wife of Sir Bache Cunard, a Leicestershire squire, who had disappeared
from the scene before I knew her. Her serious life in London was entirely given to
music and to the assistance of Sir Thomas Beecham. Her social life also sometimes
served the same end, for the fun of her house drew money as well as wit and
intelligence like a magnet. She herself had considerable erudition which erupted in
conversation at the most unexpected points, but on the whole the ladies present were
selected for their beauty rather than their intelligence. She understood that society
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should consist of conversation by brilliant men against a background of lovely and
appreciative women, a process well calculated continually to increase the supply of
such men. These beauties were often of character simpler than their appearance and
used to wilt beneath their hostess's vivid and indeed florid descriptions of their charms
and attributes as they entered the assembled company. A word in rejoinder was only
possible and permitted to the brightest, among whom was my second wife, Diana.
Lady Cunard always called her Golden Corn and insisted she must be her successor in
London society; a hope which was frustrated by her marriage to me, consequent
politics, war and again politics.

Lady Cunard would announce your name and record with the clarity of a toastmaster
at the Lord Mayor's banquet, and in her whimsical and audacious fashion would
sometimes add a few imaginary attributes not usually discussed on such formal
occasions. It could require a face of brass to stand up to the barrage of badinage and
comment, but it was all enormous fun. The cleverest met together with the most
beautiful, and that is what social life should be. She died not long after the Second
World War, during which she went to live in a hotel: I last saw her in the late forties.
After her death her fascinating affairs were arranged with the utmost discretion by my
friend, Sir Robert Abdy, the art connoisseur, who rightly cherished her memory as
another work of art. I miss the bird of paradise among the sparrows round Roosevelt's
statue in Grosvenor Square.

It is strange that so many of the outstanding hostesses of this period were Americans,
because in the previous generation before my time they were mostly English. In that
epoch Lady Londonderry—not Ramsay MacDonald's friend, but her mother-in-law—
was the most prominent on the Conservative side, balanced on the Liberal side by
Margot Asquith, who was the match of any woman in wit and more than a match in
audacity, but lacked the resources and the large houses necessary to the ambience of
society in that phase. She alone survived into my time, but, of course, was then
without the citadel of Downing Street. Many beautiful and distinguished English
women still possessed fine houses and considerable resources, but it was the
American energy which made the society of that period, and not only in England.
Among all the brilliant Americans the only equal in wit to Lady Cunard was Princess
Jane di San Faustino, who ruled Roman society in the twenties, and ruled it in
American, resolutely refusing for the best part of half a century to learn Italian.

Soon after I left hospital I was taken to the house of Maxine Elliott, the American
actress, who lived at Hartsbourne Manor, a few miles from London. Later she
migrated to the Chateau de Horizon at Antibes in the South of France, where I used to
visit her in the twenties. A great classic beauty, she looked like a Roman Empress
should have looked; massive, at once sombre and serene. She organised her life on an
orderly and severely practical basis; everything had its clear purpose and proper place.
Her two chief friends were Pierpoint Morgan, the financier, and Wilding the tennis
champion. The young and innocent wondered what each was for.

It was in her house that I first met F. E. Smith, later Lord Birkenhead, and I think it
was also there that [ met Winston Churchill for the first time. F.E. was a frequent
guest, and he then used to take me to luncheon at the Ritz while I was still on crutches.
Lunch took a long time and was of course enlivened by his caustic wit which became
legendary. About this time he invited me to a river party which left by boat from the
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House of Commons under the command of another M.P., his friend Commander
Warden Chilcott. A gay debate had previously arisen in F.E.'s house concerning
which ladies should be invited; F.E.'s views happily prevailed. Opposite each man
was a magnum of champagne, which I had sadly to renounce under hospital orders.
We arrived at Taggs Island, where we dined very well, and subsequently embarked to
face the problem of navigation on the return journey, which the gallant Commander
found much more difficult than the outward trip. We soon ran aground, and appeared
to be stuck fast for the night. There was nothing for it but to return on foot to Taggs
Island and find other transport to London. The tortoise on crutches had not much
trouble in winning the race from the well-dined hares. F.E. soon turned up, full of
charming contrition that I had had such a doing in my delicate condition. He got hold
of a car and a driver, and said he would at once personally take me back. No doubt in
recompense for my trying experience, he began to tell me a story which we of the
younger generation were agog to hear; the details of the celebrated row during his
visit to G.H.Q. in France. I woke with Big Ben booming midnight chimes in my ears,
as we passed the House of Commons, and F.E.'s voice booming too with indignation
at the culmination of a long account of his dramatic experience. After the fatigue of
my crutch race I had fallen asleep at once, and to this day I do not know the intriguing
ramifications of that famous tale.

At Hartsbourne F.E. would often sit up till three or four in the morning talking in
fashion entrancing or combative according to the company, but his merry sounds
could usually be heard on the tennis court by seven next morning; the candle was
burning at both ends. At a rather later stage Winston Churchill used to come there too,
and nocturnal debate became very lively. F.E. had the readier and quicker wit, but by
next morning Churchill usually had a complete answer after a night's sleep on it.
Another visitor from politics was Freddie Guest, a chief whip of the Lloyd George
Liberals, an energetic and enterprising man who combined politics and air-racing until
he reached quite an advanced age. He suggested that I should enter Parliament under
their banner at the post-war election, but I already had some engagement to that other
formidable Whip, Sir George Younger, the chief organiser of the Conservative party.
These two efficient men had different views of their duties. Freddie Guest always
used to say a Whip should not think too much about politics—mooning around in
other people's business—but should get on with his own department of organising.
Younger, on the other hand, was always a busy intriguer and once made a spectacular
entry into the political scene. He retreated for good under F.E.'s crushing
enquiry:'Since when has the cabin boy mounted the bridge?'

The third American who played a considerable part in the political and social life of
London was, of course, Lady Astor; a far greater role before her entry to Parliament
than afterwards, because she was taken more seriously; or perhaps it would be truer to
say she was more appreciated. Her audacious wit often passed all bounds, and was
usually fun. However, such jokes sound better in a drawing-room than in the lobbies
of the House of Commons, certainly to the ears of a pompous victim uneasily aware
of the proximity of the parliamentary correspondents. She often met her match in the
wits of the period, drawn from all sections of society. Most of these occasions are
probably apocryphal, such as that when a voice from the back of a temperance
meeting is supposed to have met her statement, 'I would rather commit adultery than
drink a glass of beer' with the penetrating query, "'Who wouldn't?' But there is an
authentic ring in my favourite tale of battle in her own fortress, St. James's Square. As
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that celebrated wit and columnist Lord Castlerosse, personally beloved and fashioned
into a journalist by Lord Beaverbrook, came up the stairs of St. James's Square during
a glittering reception, he was received by his hostess, Lady Astor, in characteristic
fashion. She leaned forward and patted his immense stomach with the observation: 'If
that was on a woman we should know what to think'. Came the laconic reply: 'Well, it
was last night, so what do you think?' The company of anyone capable of such instant
rejoinder was occasionally worthwhile, and I sometimes enjoyed it while I still had
the time, despite Max Beaverbrook's remark reported by Harold Nicolson that I
should never have been seen at Valentine's parties. This came oddly from him,
because he himself found the Castlerosse fun irresistible. Years later, Max and I
talked of his long-dead friend at his villa 'La Caponcina' in the South of France when I
last saw him just before his own death.

There is an old tradition of English wit in that robust vein, and may it never cease on
the appropriate occasion, despite any Puritan outcry. The best repartee of all perhaps
came from that other colourful and much more disreputable figure, John Wilkes, and
is well known. He was late for supper with a heavy-handed peer who remarked on his
arrival: "We were debating whether you would be hung before you died of the pox',
and was met with the immediate retort: "That depends whether I embrace your
principles or your mistresses'. In English there is such a wide range of wit that it is
difficult to choose any brief anthology. In the opposite vein of the grand manner I
always like Peel's reply in Parliament to the Irishman who said he would as soon see
the devil as the Queen on the throne of England: "When the sovereign of his choice is
seated on the throne of this realm, I trust he will enjoy, as I know he will deserve, the
confidence of the Crown'.

I myself heard in Parliament an engaging exchange between Lord Henry Bentinck and
Lord Hugh Cecil who, in the early stages of the Irish problem after the First War,
were taking different views of the question. The latter was rallying the former on his
seemingly abrupt change of opinion and saying it would become him to give some
account of his transition rather on the lines of Newman's Apologia. Lord Henry rose
with the interruption that the principal factor in his conversion had been his
unfortunate experience of listening to Lord Hugh's speeches in the opposite sense.

The rejoinder was: 'If it did not imply any offence to my noble friend, I should be
tempted at this stage of our discussion to make a transient reference to pearls'.

How much the character of people is reflected in their wit. It is amusing to compare
the English variety with the French: for example, Madame du DerTand's reply to a
tedious cleric who insisted on the miracle that a saint had walked six leagues after his
head had been cut off—il n'y a que le premier pas qui coute—made familiar to
English readers by Lytton Strachey. Less well known in the anti-clerical tradition still
to be found within French life is Clemenceau's letter to an abbe with whom he had a
dispute about a tree which cast a shadow into his garden. When the branches were
finally cut back he wrote a letter of thanks and appreciation which began: 'Mon pere,
je peux enfin vous appeller mon pere, car vous m'avez donne la lumiere'. French wit is
not always so delicate and sometimes joins our robust English examples: for instance,
Henri V, gallant and beloved King of France, relieving himself in the garden when a
beautiful lady of the court came suddenly round the corner: 'Passe, ma belle, je le
tiens'.
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The leading English hostesses of those post-war days evoke different memories; they
were sedate, very sedate. Mrs. Ronnie Greville inherited a brewer's fortune and lived
in Charles Street, with a country house at Polesden Lacey; appropriately she looked a
rather blousy old barmaid, but she had an intelligence acute enough to attract the
diverse allegiance of the ascetic Sir John Simon and the bucolic Sir Robert Home. She
mixed her company well and also her dishes. Persistent of invitations to all well-
known people was Lady Colefax, who had a charming house in King's Road, Chelsea,
with a garden at the back, Argyll House. Endless were the jokes and stories about her,
authentic and invented. But she was a kind and agreeable woman, and a provider of
much fun to many people. Never has anyone hunted lions with such persistence, and
the chase was almost always triumphant. The gay and learned head of the School of
Oriental Languages, Sir Denison Ross, recounted that she asked him to lunch on a
Monday, and, on his refusal, continued to do so through each day of the week,
compelling him to find always a different excuse; finally he said, 'Dammit, I'll come,
Monday'. Osbert Sitwell, whose wit I much appreciated, chose Lady Colefax for a
favourite butt.

Practically everyone of interest in London life went to the house of this quiet
bourgeois figure, presenting such a remarkable contrast to the sparkling Americans
who in mind and character were in some curious fashion nearer to the aristocratic
English hostesses of earlier periods—of the eighteenth century and the Regency—
with their audacity, their wit and their vitality. The reason is perhaps that such
expatriate American women develop an extraordinary capacity for assimilating
themselves into other people's ways of life completely different from their own, and
even into the manners of other epochs if the trend again makes them fashionable.
Lady Colefax remained solidly and traditionally English. Harold Nicolson observed
this quality one day acutely as we left her house together. She had upset with
considerable mess the coffee cona in which she laboriously cooked the coffee of her
guests. 'Dear me, [ am a real Auntie Nervous,' she said. "That moment,' said Harold,
'took us right back to the Simla nursery.'

Harold Nicolson was completely at home in that world, and should never have left it.
His metier was diplomacy and the writing of belles lettres, to which he made
charming and various contributions; in fact, his erudition went further and entered
some really interesting ranges of thought. I remember him quoting a phrase I may in
memory have improved—a foible of mine—'the only tears which mingled with the
Hellenic waters were not for sins committed but for joys foregone'. He was one of the
most civilised products of the London official and social world. Also he had
considerable wit, he said good things. For instance: 'Lloyd George plays on an organ
with many stops, Philip Kerr (Lord Lothian) is the vox humana'. I had some hope that
H.N. might be such a stop in my organ, but he gradually insisted on becoming the vox
tremula. He was quite unsuited to politics, as he appears to have recognised in his
later diaries. He would have made an excellent ambassador and a possible Foreign
Secretary in combination with a strong Prime Minister, but was unsuited to the rough
and tumble of a new movement advancing novel ideas contra mundum. He was
attracted by the thought, but repelled by the process; he loved the end, but could not
bear the means.

I first met Harold Nicolson during the war in Leicestershire, where I used to escape
from my hospital treatment in London to hunt each weekend directly I was allowed to
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ride again in leg-irons. Our brilliant hostess in a beautiful house believed in the
sophisticated concept that the rigours of the chase should be softened in the evening
by the imported company of London intellectuals, including the flower of the Foreign
Office. The days were magical in this war-time continuance of hunting; the master of
foxhounds was then the old Lord Lonsdale of yellow carriage fame; "just to keep the
foxes down'. This sport took the fortunate participants back to the life and spirit of the
early nineteenth century, without crowds, only horses, hounds and the beautiful,
weeping scenery. I can still never pass through it without emotion.

The great hostesses on the Continent really belong for me to a later stage in this story,
the later twenties, but it is interesting to compare them with their London counterparts.
Again, some of the most prominent were American, though in Paris and in Rome, as
in London, exquisite and charming women also entertained in distinguished though
less conspicuous fashion in their own cities. Comparable in wit with Lady Cunard was
Princess Jane di San Faustino, who presided over a lively Italian and cosmopolitan
gaiety in Rome and Venice. But the two styles differed sharply because Lady Cunard
was almost a prude in conversation, while Princess Jane was outrageous. She would
say anything, and the utterance was the more striking because it scintillated in clear
loud American from an appearance of the utmost dignity, a Roman matron if ever
there was one. Clad in the midday sun of the Lido at Venice in complete widow's
weeds of white, in Rome corresponding clothes of black, relieved only by a slight
border of white round her strong but clearly moulded features and snow-white hair,
she mourned her husband with pious reverence and simultaneously regaled the
fashion world with the extremities of scandal floodlit by her unfailing and eccentric
humour. She occupied the central capanna of the classic beach where all newcomers
must pass. A French friend said to me there only recently that after a long life and
much experience he had never encountered anything more unnerving than the basilisk
stare from that capanna, accompanied almost certainly by some searing comment to
her fellow judges which youth might apprehend: 'mais quelle mechancete', he sighed
with nostalgic appreciation.

I once had an account of her long mourning which blended so incongruously with the
sparkling sunshine of Rome and the even brighter sparkle of her conversation. She
was in most expansive mood at a small dinner party which included Dora
Labouchere—daughter of the English politician, and later married in a Roman
series—Cole Porter, the song writer, was also present with his Yale friend, Monty
Woolley, who later became familiar to cinema audiences. Both Princess Jane and
Dora Labouchere reviewed their past lives. It is always difficult to determine at what
points these outstanding entertainers retain contact with the truth, because art comes
first, but the show was the thing and on its own stage it was some show. Princess Jane
said she had lived with her distinguished husband for a long time in married bliss—
eleven years I think, without a cloud on the horizon—until one day they were out
driving in an open carriage. He then signalled to the coachman to stop, teed up on the
kerbstone as for a golf-shot, and hit her as hard as he could over the head with his
umbrella. After this first and abrupt indication of a marriage rift, he departed, and she
never saw him again. She then explained in vast, uproarious and unprintably
scandalous detail how her young American innocence had afterwards been surprised
to learn just what arts she should have acquired to retain his affection. However, on
his death she assumed her widow's weeds and wore them to the end. He must have
been a man of considerable charm and parts, and his alleged habits were no doubt
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largely or even entirely imaginary. Invention came readily to the rich fecundity of her
imagination.

Not to be outdone, Dora Labouchere described her marriage with Prince Rudini, who
had regaled her as a young girl on her honeymoon with an extended tour of the
seamier side of Paris night-life; the detail was profuse. The marriage ended in an
annulment which cost her at least considerable trouble and time. Finally, in the
dramatic recitation came the morning of the successful severance with the annulment
complete, adorned by an enormous bunch of flowers and a note from Prince Rudini
saying that he would have committed suicide by the time she received it; and he had.
Dora Labouchere concluded her startling rhapsody delivered in a quaintly attractive
voice which strangely blended the affectations of English and Italian society with the
poignant phrase, 'l still treasure the damask stained with the peaches which Rudini
threw at me'. The tale was so good in the telling that truth became an irrelevance. As
we went downstairs Monty Woolley, goggling the relative innocence of contemporary
American university life, whispered in my ear: 'Say what they will, that Rudini was a
swell guy'.

This Roman life was not only great fun, but in the unique beauty of the houses and the
whole mise-en-scene and in the good looks and distinguished manners of the
company it also gave at least the impression of a fine society. It was a university of
charm, where a young man could encounter a refinement of sophistication whose
acquisition could be some permanent passport in a varied and variable world. If he
could stand up to the salon of Princess Jane, he could face much. In Rome her
American sallies blended with the running commentary of a French barrack-room
argot supplied by her long-lived parrot, which was believed to have belonged to
Marshal Ney. From Venice emerged on to that classic strand a widow of statuesque
dignity whose hand even in her old age Lord Byron would have dismounted to kiss on
his morning ride along that same beach, because her conversation would have further
enlivened—perhaps even have rendered unprintable—the stanzas of Don Juan.

Very different was life in Paris during this period in the company of the leading
American hostess, because, particularly after her belated marriage, in her circle the
world of action encountered the world of amusement. Elsie de Wolfe had herself
made a considerable fortune in New York as an interior decorator, and much of
American business life could be met in her house at Versailles, to which was added
later a flat in the Avenue d'lena in Paris. Decorations in both houses were in her
highly individual style and included immense golden panels by Drian of herself
perched on the sweep of steps facing the piece d'eau des Suisses at Versailles. Sunday
there was usually lively with twenty or thirty people of all nationalities and
professions to luncheon or dinner, in a setting which varied from a swimming-pool to
a flood-lit garden; innovations in those days. This society presented a striking contrast
with my other life in Paris at that time among French people. I was entranced by the
varied company of the French in diverse situations, always entertained and often
instructed by their conversation, which was and is perhaps the best in the world.

Miss de Wolfe's conversation was distinguished by immense vivacity rather than
intellectual content. In fact, vitality was the keynote of her whole character. When
nearly ninety she was still doing what she called her morning exercises, which
consisted of being slung around by two powerful men of ballet-dancer physique. Her
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gentler entourage included two well-known characters of the period called Johnny and
Tony who were always at her festive board, and had a more delicate appreciation of
haute couture than of high politics. However, the natural shrewdness of Johnny's
Highland origin - the younger generation nicknamed him the Highlander - came out
strong on one occasion. The American Election of 1932 was approaching, and the
tycoons assembled at Elsie's dinner-table were covering Roosevelt with ridicule and
obloquy, when up piped Johnny: 'l think Roosevelt is going to win'. 'Silly little
Johnny,' echoed round the board in diverse tone and accent, "What makes you think
that?' 'Because all our friends think Hoover will win,' responded the Highlander. The
demise of Tony was said in shadowy legend to have evoked Elsie's strongest qualities
of spartan resolution: Tony is dead and we are a man short for dinner—the old guard
might die, but Elsie did not surrender. Most of the tales were probably apocryphal, but
she certainly combined the hard, cutting qualities of a good diamond with one of the
most voluptuous settings it was possible to encounter. Consequently, into this delicate
scene of beautiful women and young men, almost as exquisite as some of the
specimens we see today, were continually intruded the toughest tycoons of Wall
Street and American industry. It was a theatre of interest.

Elsie married my friend, Charles Mendl, whom I knew well after my first visit to
Paris in 1920 and last saw there a few years ago just before he died, well in his
eighties. It was a marriage as remarkable as it was unexpected, for both were getting
on and she was some twelve years the senior; a marriage of scent and old brandy, as
we called it. But he had considerable qualities in addition to being one of the
outstanding bons vivants of our time. After a rough, cattle-punching youth in the
Argentine - he was a most manly figure - he had turned up by some inexplicable
process during the First World War as an official at the British Embassy in Paris
responsible for dealing with the Press, and there he remained until the Second War.
Sinister rumours attached to his activities, but [ soon became convinced they were
quite untrue. There was much talk of the Chevalerie de St. George, a reference to the
old allegation that British diplomats abroad always tried to bribe the foreign Press and
had ample funds available for this purpose.

Mendl had at his flat in the Avenue Montaigne one of the best cooks and was himself
one of the best judges of wine in Paris. He invited me frequently, and as a young M.P.
and later as a Minister I met there some of the most interesting personalities of France.
One day he asked me to meet Tertinax' —his real name was Gerault—and to try to
disarm some of the hostility he showed towards Britain in his newspaper articles. I
found him charming, and we got on all too well, for when I was returned to
Parliament at a by-election in 1926 he wrote a leading article entitled 'Le retour
d'Akibiades' in a mood of hyperbole which ascribed to me among other more
acceptable qualities capacities which would be more appreciated in French than in
English politics. These thoughts no doubt occurred to him because we met in the
house of Charles Mendl, who was preoccupied with this side of life. When I used to
see Charles alone in his old age, his mind was still running to some extent on one of
his chief life interests. He had an exchange one day with his doctor, who combined in
true Gallic fashion a considerable professional capacity with much charm and wit:
'Doctor, I still think a good deal about women'—'Y ou must keep on thinking, Sir
Charles, keep on thinking.' Charles was a gay and lovable person, and I miss him with
all the happy clamour of Versailles in those far-off days.
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What was the purpose of it all, the object of going into society? Apart from fun, which
is always worthwhile so long as you have the time, meeting people is clearly valuable,
particularly people with influence in diverse spheres. It is better to meet them yourself,
ask your own questions and form your own judgments. It can, of course, be done to
some extent vicariously, in the manner of Sir William (later Lord) Tyrrell, a great
ambassador in Paris and also a chief of the Foreign Office, who used Charles Mendl
for this purpose. He did not go out much in Paris, and Mendl was his intermediary
between the British Embassy and French life. I had the warmest regard for Tyrrell,
whom I used often to see alone for long conversations and from whom I learned much.
He was a masterpiece of diplomacy; after him Nature broke the mould, as Macaulay
would have put it. Yet if you have the energy and the time, it is better to do it all
yourself, to meet those who are most interesting and get to know them well personally.

This was by no means all that the society of those days could give to a young man.
There too was the 'open sesame' to the world of culture, literature, music and art. True,
you could buy an opera ticket, go to a gallery, and read great literature for yourself.
The moment I was back from the war I did all these things in an almost frenzied

desire to swallow all beauty in one gulp—it took years to establish a natural
equilibrium of steadily and continuously extending knowledge and experience—but

in society you could also hear the talk of the critics and meet creative people. While
society is still what Spengler calls 'in form', it can give a great deal; it points in every
direction of knowledge and beauty.

Naturally, just to live that life would have been entirely futile. If I had not had all the
other experiences—war in air and trenches, my childhood among the people of the
land, life in that very heart of manhood the regular army, and something almost the
equivalent of a return to the Hellenic gymnasium in European athletics, the
experience of administration in civil service, government and political organisation,
intimate knowledge of the people's day to day bread and butter politics in the mass
movement of the Labour Party, and later still the greatest experience of all in creating
a new grass roots movement from the whole people—then my relatively trivial
experience of society in the chief capitals of Europe would have deformed and
isolated me as it did so many others. Added to this wide range of human experience, it
was an advantage, a small but important ingredient to make a complete whole.
Ganzheit, said Goethe, is the highest desideratum, the becoming of a complete man.

After my return from the war the process of development by experience went apace.
Hospital treatment and convalescence were soon followed by entry into the
administration, but two spells of light duty with the army came first. In 1917, the
regimental depot at the Curragh was not quite so peaceful as usual because the Easter
Rising had occurred the year before. The genial company of the hunting field by day
was divided by the sniper's bullet at night. The Irish revolutionaries were much
blamed by the army at that time for their method of fighting, but guerilla war was
clearly the only possible means to carry on their struggle against an overwhelming
military force; it was a method which became familiar all over the world at a later
date. The military and political lessons of that period were considerable, but belong
properly to later chapters where the politics and action of the time will be regarded
more closely. Here we are concerned with the enforced relaxation which in my case
followed the rigours of war, and the considerable contribution which it made to my
complete life experience.
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The element of charm was again provided in ample measure by the Dublin society of
that time. Lord Wimborne was Viceroy and Sir Bryan Mahon was Commander-in-
Chief. Both were married to remarkable and charming women —the first to a
Grosvenor of exquisite manners, and the second to the widow of Sir John Milbanke,
the Boer War V.C., and one of the most accomplished horsewomen Leicestershire had
produced; both were outstanding as hostesses in their respective positions, though
they did not get on well together. I had known both before, and found them in Dublin
surrounded by my London and Leicestershire friends. As my duties at the Curragh
were light, [ was able to divide my time between the stimulating companies at Vice-
Regal Lodge and G.H.Q., Ireland. All this did not last long, for I soon had to report to
a more permanent location of light duty in the E3 category.

Life at Eastbourne as an instructor to wounded officers provided more opportunity for
continuous reading. The duties were even lighter, as no one was fit for hard training,
and the distractions were few. We lived on the chilly heights at the back of
Eastbourne in canvas huts, which were not quite so cold as the trenches because we
had the use of oil-stoves. It did not take me long with the friendships and associations
I had now made to get transferred to administrative posts in London. The old boy or
old girl network was working quite well even in those days, and I used it realistically
and relentlessly while avoiding getting caught in the net. However, my first
appointment was well outside its usual ambit, for I was sent to the Ministry of
Munitions, where I had my first insight into industrial conditions and the negotiations
with trade unions in which our department was continually engaged. At this stage |
learned a lot but contributed little; it was then a new world to me.

My second sphere of operation was much more subject to social influence, for I was
given an administrative post in the War Department of the Foreign Office, a very
central situation. A few young men had to handle all the main telegrams which
reached the government, and reply to many letters on instructions of the Secretary of
State. I was the only outsider, as the rest were all professional diplomats who had
entered the Foreign Service before the war. Strange to relate, my chief difficulty was
my handwriting—strange because it seemed odd that in the Central Department of the
Foreign Office in the middle of a war everything should be done by manuscript. The
archaic forms in which letters were written at first also seemed to me peculiar, but I
soon came to appreciate them because it was in practice easier and quicker to write
letters in these set forms than to puzzle out various ways of address on each separate
occasion. The rituals of the Foreign Office like those of the Army had a practical
quality evolved over a long stretch of time.

The duties were in themselves extremely interesting, though I was, of course, at this
stage very much the apprentice. The range of experience in foreign affairs was wide,
as we covered practically the whole field. An additional advantage was meeting for
the first time some of the politicians with whom I was later to be most closely
associated. Aubrey Herbert drifted in one day with his subtle blend of charm and
vagueness in manner which covered a very acute intelligence. If I remember rightly,
he had just escaped from a German prison camp and was seeking Foreign Office
advice in certain difficulties. He was a brother of Lord Carnarvon and very English,
but became so involved in the affairs of the Balkans that he was offered the crown of
Albania. After the war, during week-ends in his beautiful Adam house at Pixton, |
used to combine shooting with speaking for him in his constituency at the
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neighbouring town of Yeovil. His adventurous nature was then calmer, but he had still
on occasion to be restrained from diverting his guests by standing on one side of the
balustrade at the top of the house which surrounded the deep well and jumping across
to catch the opposite rail with his hands; a habit of his youth. His Albanian brigands
were reputed to have enlivened the rural countryside before the war by galloping
through the villages, shooting their revolvers in the air as a warning to their
neighbours, because they suspected that a fusillade of guns from an adjacent shooting
party was an ambush. Aubrey was reticent when rallied on these old stories.

He was a fine character and always on the right side in opposing all mean and cruel
dealings, like the Coalition Government's treatment of the Irish after the war. Through
him I met also my chief Conservative colleague in that early and tough fight of my
parliamentary life, Henry Bentinck; a brother of the Duke of Portland, he was cast in
the generous and courageous mould of traditional English statesmanship. He could
afford to laugh when in the heat of an Irish debate Lloyd George, in reference to his
ancestors coming over with King William, called him a 'bloody Dutchman' (Speaker
Lowther, like all great occupants of the Chair, was often tactfully deaf), for it was one
of his family, Lord George Bentinck, who advised the Conservatives to tolerate
Disraeli on the ground that every gentleman's team required a professional bowler.
Godfrey Locker-Lampson, the elder of two M.P. brothers, was one of the most
industrious members of this group, which became attached to the two Cecils, Lord
Robert and Lord Hugh, as we developed the Irish battle. It was the Foreign Office
which first brought me into contact with these able men of fine instinct and character.

Other well-known figures were then also connected with this service, though our
paths later diverged. George Lloyd was much occupied with the Foreign Office at that
time, but only indirectly with our department; he was still an M.P. Mark Sykes spent
much time in our company, which he invariably diverted as well as informed. Like
most of these men, he was an expert on near-Eastern affairs, and his death through
illness at the Peace Conference was a real national loss. He had exceptional charm
and was an extremely gifted mimic. His chief turn was a charade of Mr. Churchill's
expedition to Antwerp. It began with Churchill's alleged address from the steps of the
Town Hall: 'Citizens of Antwerp, the might of the British Empire is at your
disposal—and ended with the alleged escape of Mr. Churchill's stepfather, George
Cornwallis West, on a borrowed child's bicycle. These men were intermediate
between me and an older generation, and their attitude was strikingly irreverent. The
dramatic performances of Mr. Churchill evoked the liveliest sallies of their merriment,
but their attitude to Mr. Lloyd George was much more severe. They detested him, and
always called him the goat; a reference to his slight legs under the massive torso
surmounted by a magnificent head which did in general effect rather suggest the great
god Pan; but Pan at his best, using his most seductive pipes. I differed from them
strongly in later years concerning the character and capacities of Lloyd George, for
whom I had a warm regard when I got to know him well.

No account of the work in the Foreign Office during this period need be given,
because it consisted chiefly of the routine fulfilment of duty at the centre of a war
administration which now belongs to history. It was later that the rise of Russian
power with the aid of British policy supplied a good quota of the professional traitors
of communism to this classic department, which had long been a pride and distinction
of British administration. An important and indeed essential ingredient in my
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experience was the knowledge of administration and method gained at that time in
two very different departments, the Ministry of Munitions and the Foreign Office,
which touched British life and our relations with other countries at many diverse
points. This was an opportunity to see the administrative machine from underneath:
later, in my period within the Treasury as a Minister, [ was to see it from on top. The
combination of these administrative experiences added considerably to my equipment
for political life, and helped me to understand the work of government as a whole.
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5- Entry into Politics

THE opportunity to enter politics soon came. There were two chances to be adopted
as Conservative candidate, the first in the Stone Division of my native Staffordshire
and the second in the Harrow Division of Middlesex. It seemed improbable that I
should succeed in Harrow, as two strong local candidates were in the field and a third
was a personal friend of Bonar Law, then leader of the party, who was understood to
have indicated privately his hope that this candidate would be adopted. I knew no one
in the constituency, but the Central Office was willing to put forward my name and it
seemed worthwhile to try for a seat so near London. I was still in the army in 1918,
though seconded to work at the Foreign Office, so my opportunities for political
activity were limited, but it was not forbidden to stand in the post-war election.

I decided to see what could be done in Harrow before taking long and necessarily rare
journeys to Stone, where I had many friends and a better chance of being adopted.
Each evening I went by train to call on the dignitaries of the Harrow Conservative
Association, mostly old men. They were amiable but not encouraging. However, they
decided to have what was called a singing competition, to give the four prospective
candidates a chance to show what they could do as speakers. This was for me an
ominous occasion as I had never made a speech in my life. It was rather like my
previous daunting experience of arriving on the Western Front as an accomplished
aviator, having never before left the ground in an aircraft.

I decided to write out my fifteen-minute speech and learn it by heart. It was quite a
good speech but shockingly bad in delivery. As one of the old politicians present said
afterwards, good stuff, but badly chanted. I was far from having acquired the range of
voice and variation in rhythm and tempo in which I later attained some competence. I
did not even realise the necessity. To stand up and say something sensible seemed to
me adequate. The speech consequently fell flat, though they applauded politely,
possibly in sympathy with a very young man in uniform. Then came questions, and in
that hour I was launched into politics. They were good, pointed, often expert
questions, for Harrow was a dormitory of London where men and women lived who
worked in the city and were versed in every intricate question of Britain and the
Empire. I had by then read enormously and was vastly interested in politics; the
fascination of the argument brought me alive and evoked some latent power of
exposition. Questions ended in a scene of considerable enthusiasm. [ was adopted as
prospective candidate by over ninety per cent of the votes of those present.

Next arose the question of programme at the coming election. I knew little of
Conservative sentiment, and cared less. I was going into the House of Commons as
one of the representatives of the war generation, for that purpose alone. Yet Harrow
was a traditional stronghold of the Conservative Party and among the older people
there began to be much talk of far-off things, of pre-war politics. I had joined the
Conservative Party because it seemed to me on its record in the war to be the party of
patriotism, and that was the first principle, but patriotism to me was not something
static, a sentiment of good things to be conserved. It was something dynamic and
creative, seeking to build a better and more modern nation, constantly adapted to the
development of the age and inspiring it. Particularly was this the case when so much
needed to be done in providing a fair livelihood and above all good homes for our
surviving companions of the war.
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Already the national housing scheme appeared in my programme, as opposed to slow
dealing through multitudinous local authorities. Munitions were produced like that in
war, so why not houses in time of peace? Slums were to be abolished, and back-to-
back houses. Land was to be taken for this and other social purposes by compulsory
acquisition. The profiteer and jerry-builder were to have short shrift. Electricity and
transport were to come under public control; already the debate between public and
private ownership seemed to me irrelevant. It was just a question of which method
suited best in circumstances which were constantly changing. In my programme
health and child welfare schemes anticipated by many years anything effective being
done in these spheres, and the chance of education from the cradle to university was
to be provided for all who were capable of using it.

Finally, the home market was to be sustained by a high-wage system intended to
produce an equilibrium between production and consumption. I was already aware
that the cost of production depended not so much on the rate of wage as on the rate of
production in mass-producing industries. It was thinking of this nature which more
than forty years later sent two successive British governments bunking and shuffling
toward the European Common Market, where mass production for an assured market
is possible. In elementary form many of my later ideas were already born, and it is
indeed surprising in retrospect that the Conservative Association of Harrow was at
that time prepared to play the midwife.

The opportunity then was to keep and to develop the British Empire for constructive
purposes, not only to preserve the Empire, but to make it capable of giving to our
British people and to all its diverse races the good life which its latent wealth made
possible. I expressed my chief principles of the 1918 election with the slogan
'socialistic imperialism'. It was an ugly phrase, but it was pregnant with the future. Let
no one ever say that the combination of the socialist and nationalist ideas was a
foreign invention copied by me. Neither I nor anyone else had ever heard at that time
of obscure soldiers in the German and Italian front lines who afterwards built political
parties. Nor, to do them justice, had they probably ever heard of the Conservative
candidate for Harrow. Such thinking was in the very air of Europe, thrown high by the
explosion of the war, yet by inherent reason of national character it later took
completely different forms in the various countries. In other nations total collapse
brought it to a rapid, rough and rude fruition.

Even in the tranquil air of Harrow the sober burgesses were able to support such novel
thinking in the flash of post-war enthusiasm to meet the problems of peace. It was not,
after all, so strange to them, for these roots were already in English soil through the
combination of radicalism and imperialism in the Birmingham school of Joseph
Chamberlain; also, in the continuing interplay of British and continental thinking
during all creative periods, the same tendency had been reflected in Bismarck's
advanced social programme under the aegis of the strongly nationalist state of Prussia.

The most irrational antithesis of our time always seemed to me to be the conflict
between the progress of the Left and the stability of the Right. From this early stage
my programme cut right across it. Later [ was to express in far more conscious form
the concept that progress was impossible without stability, and stability was
impossible without progress. Synthesis, eternal synthesis, is the solution to many of
the false dilemmas of our time. In an elementary form these ideas were present in my
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first election programme; they were combined with the urgent and practical demand
for social reform —notably housing—to give ex-servicemen the land they deserved. I
won by a large majority against an Independent Conservative whose chief argument
was that I was much too young; a point easily countered by 'old enough for Flanders,
old enough for Westminster'. So on the wave of post-war enthusiasm I was swept to
the House of Commons at just twenty-two years of age as the youngest M.P., which I
remained for some time.

The Air Navigation Bill provided an early and appropriate opportunity for my maiden
speech. After quoting Chatham's celebrated reply to Horace Walpole concerning the
'atrocious crime of being a young man' and mentioning in becomingly modest terms
my flying experience in the war, I launched into my main theme, which was the
saving of the nation's air industry from the stranglehold of bureaucracy. Heavy
penalties for negligence were preferable to the tender care of some government
inspector who worked on the time system. It required no exercise of the imagination
to see that the aircraft and the tank would soon supersede infantry as the decisive
factor in war. The Secretary of State for War, Mr. Churchill, was falling into the same
error as his predecessors at the War Office, who had refused to credit the possibilities
of such a rapid extension of the activities of aircraft as had already occurred. The
result of this quite lively assault was agreeably flattering to youthful vanity: among
other references to the occasion was a cartoon in Punch showing the young and
dynamic airman painting Mr. Churchill as a doddering old man and urging him to
bring his ideas up to date. It was our first encounter in debate, and I was on the
perennially popular ground of the youth racket. It is entertaining in retrospect to see it
used against Churchill when he was just forty-four years old; if the youth mania had
then been in full swing he might have been retired from politics twenty-one years
before he became Prime Minister in the Second World War.

It was a thin House, but a number of influential members were present, notably the
distinguished Speaker Lowther, who was in the Chair. It was his praise of this first
effort in the inner circles of Westminster which really made my early parliamentary
reputation. I realised fully how much he had done for me in this respect some time
later, after his retirement to the House of Lords as Lord Ullswater, when he devoted to
my maiden speech his opening remarks from the Chair in presiding over a debate in
which my opponent was the Duke of Northumberland, a man of 'die-hard'
Conservative principles but engaging personality.

Lowther was an outstanding Speaker who had already become a legend on account of
his firm character and penetrating wit. My favourite example was a pre-war tale of
some pretentious bore making a speech of inordinate length and finally saying: 'Now,
Mr. Speaker, I ask myself this question.' Both front benches distinctly heard a voice
from the Chair replying: 'And you'll get a damned silly answer'. The secret of
Lowther's success was a sense of the drama of the House of Commons. He would
always, if possible, call the member, old, young or middling, who was most likely to
make an effective reply to the previous speaker. He liked to heighten the tension of
the debate in the confidence that his personality could maintain order, while less
gifted Speakers sometimes try to diminish it and to reduce discussion to the
commonplace. His decisions were clear and firm, but I was warned soon after arrival
by the Cecil brothers—well versed in the subtleties of procedure and of human
character—never to spring anything on him; this always entailed a negative. The
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method was to notify him in advance that you were going to raise a point, and when
he had had time to think it over he would allow it if it were at all reasonable. A real
personality of that kind in the Chair is a big factor in maintaining the prestige of
parliament.

After this maiden speech my part in debate was not noteworthy until the autumn of
1920. My divergence in the interval from the majority in that House of Commons on
the subject of the Versailles Treaty will be discussed later. This period was spent in
the intensive study of politics and all its related questions; also in learning to know
better its leading figures. Particularly my association with the group of Henry
Bentinck, Aubrey Herbert, Godfrey Locker- Lampson and their friends grew
continuously closer, and a little later came my relationship with Lord Robert Cecil
and his organisation, the League of Nations Union, and with both him and his brother
Lord Hugh Cecil over the Irish question. Meantime, I was liquidating all my outside
interests and distractions; the well-loved horses soon went, both hunters and polo
ponies. Politics had become for me the overriding interest and required single-
mindedness.

My maiden speech was delivered with impudent celerity, but it opened to me many
doors and made me known to many people who had never heard of me. Back from the
war and up from the country, I knew few people in public life, and still fewer in
official circles, apart from my brief experience in the Foreign Office and Ministry of
Munitions. I was invited to spend the weekend at the Asquiths' house, The Wharf,
where I enjoyed at dinner the first evening all the exquisite embarrassment of Mrs.
Asquith's gay enthusiasm for my effort. Earlier in the day I had arrived, very shy,
among a large and seemingly distinguished company of whom I knew not a soul. Mr.
Asquith was pacing the lawn, an imposing figure in all the majesty of remote reverie.
'Go and talk to him,' said Margot, yet the least appropriate action for an unknown new
boy seemed to me the rousing of an ex-Prime Minister from more important thoughts.
So she took me by the hand and led me up to him; all his deep kindness and subtle
charm at once unfolded. I forget which of his friends described him as a 'small man
with the beatific smile of one who has seen the heavens open', but I remembered it
because it seemed to me true. His extraordinary serenity in adversity was perhaps due
to his great scholarship; he rested on the sunlit heights of Hellenism, but nevertheless
attended a Church of England service every Sunday morning, with only rare
accompaniment of family.

That evening after dinner he invited me to play chess with him in another room, rather
unexpectedly, as it was his habit to play bridge. It was quickly apparent that both of us
had little capacity and less interest for the game. Soon he desisted and began to talk of
the political past, magnificently. I listened entranced, and he long continued, as old
men will when a young audience responds with a reasonable appreciation. Eventually,
feeling selfish and socially apprehensive at this happy monopoly, I murmured some
regard for his other guests. He replied: 'Generally I only play bridge to protect myself
from the conversation of the people Margot brings to this house'. My awe at the other
guests and my credulity of the less worthy Asquith legends simultaneously
diminished. He was reputed to be unduly addicted to bridge and to drink, but I never
saw him, or for that matter Mr. Churchill—another victim of the same rumour—in
any way incapacitated by drink. Certainly they pursued the old English habit of living
which reached its apogee in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. They both did
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themselves well, but seemed none the worse for it.

Their way of life was very different from mine, which rested on the sound advice of
the classic Greeks: 'Moderation in all things, especially in moderation'. I believed in
an ascetic or rather athletic life, relieved by convivial occasions, rather than continual
indulgence. Yet I was always resentful of the violent attacks upon these eminent men
which derived apparently from the vicious disposition among the baser ranges of the
Conservative Party to slander formidable opponents. I recall still some of the tales
they used to circulate during my childhood about the man who has since become the
tribal deity of their party as well as the hero of a large majority of the nation. The
local dames of the sub-primrose variety in our county circles were avid to believe
anything bad about Mr. Churchill during his Liberal days of the land campaign and
the Ulster explosion. A house in a neighbouring county was burned down where he
happened to be spending the night, and their verdict was clear and simple: naturally
God sets fire to a house if the Devil enters it. I do not know who circulated the stories
about his breaking his parole in the Boer War which were so conclusively refuted in
numerous law-suits, but I only heard the truth when I arrived in the House of
Commons and got to know him and his friends. It may be some such experience
which moved Lady Churchill much later to say, according to a newspaper report: 'l
can remember the time when my husband was more hated than Sir Oswald Mosley is
today'. Mendacious scurrilities and personal vendettas are chiefly revealed by history
in periods of degeneracy, and they are no good portents for our national future;
happily in our country they were confined to relatively small circles remote from the
generous stream of English life.

It was also disgraceful that some Tories used to refer to Mr. Asquith as Squiffy and
circulate rumours as filthy as they were fantastic about his wife. There appeared to be
absolutely no foundation for these stories; their only conceivable justification was the
entirely uninhibited character of her conversation, designed possibly to epater les
bourgeois, in which she certainly succeeded, and recompensing with a sparkling wit
her almost complete disregard for facts. For instance, during my first dinner party at
The Wharf she concluded her generous account of my maiden speech by fixing my
hand with her claw-like grip and my eye with her ancient-mariner regard as she said:
"Your speech reminded me in some ways of my old friend Lord Randolph Churchill,
but, dear boy do not share his vices, never live with six women at once, it is so
weakening'. This exotic friend of Rosebery and Balfour, and in her youth of
Gladstone, certainly traversed in her wayward fashion a wide range of life experience.

Mr. Asquith moved serenely above all lesser things. He had no genius, but his own
conduct recalled in some degree his fascinating phrase in another context: 'Genius
alone on its golden wings soars beyond heredity and environment'. He clearly lacked
the decisive and dynamic qualities necessary for a period of great action. He was
rather the man for a Walpole period of protracted peace and relative tranquility, but he
added to calm, poise and judgment a vision of the need for steady progress and
embodied the finest English qualities of integrity and honour.

Mr. Balfour was another link with the more remote political past, and I met him first
when I was just out of hospital in the war, even before entering Parliament where we
were fellow-members for only a short time before he went to the House of Lords. In a
happy and uninhibited early life, the opportunity to meet the great often comes by
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introduction of a bright and beautiful lady. Fate aided me in this way on more than
one occasion and I met Mr. Balfour through a lady in whom he had a purely
intellectual interest, and the reader will naturally conclude that at twenty-odd I
followed reverently the statesman-philosopher's example. Strangely enough, we came
together for the purpose of playing tennis at Queen's Club; Mr. Balfour's years were
balanced by the leg-irons which I had to wear on leaving hospital and for some years
afterwards. He brought another lady to make a fourth, whose name I forget. My
partner in the intervals of playing tennis enhanced my impression of her mental and
aesthetic qualities by observing: "You have a precocious and unnatural facility in the
combination of words'. This seemed to me at the time entirely just, as she was quoting
something said of the younger Pitt. They were happy days in life-restoring contrast to
the recent war experiences.

Mr. Balfour during my few meetings with him in this cursory fashion was an
interesting study for a young man. He had great charm, and the appearance at least of
absorbed interest in any companion of the moment, which is more often the attribute
of successful hostesses than of distinguished politicians. Like so many famous men,
he appeared to be proud of anything except his acknowledged accomplishments. At
tennis his performance had a clear priority over his reputation for statesmanship and
for an erudition in philosophy rare in politics. He had in reality or posture a complete
detachment and indifference to all mundane things. He was clearly pleased when a
little later in some slight clash in the House of Commons I described his conduct with
the quotation, he 'handles all things mortal with cold immortal hands'.

The contrast between his languid demeanour and the steely resolution of his action as
Irish Secretary is well known. Some sections of the bourgeois world were deceived by
the gentleness of his manners. They misunderstand good manners, because they have
none, and make the grave error of mistaking gentleness for weakness. H. G. Wells, for
instance, called Balfour that 'damp Madonna Lily' (and Lenin called Mr. Wells 'that
dreadful little bourgeois'). It would have been grimly entertaining to see the soft
rotundity of H.G. summoning resolution to face the Irish gunmen with the calm of
A.J.B. only five years after they had shot dead a predecessor in the broad daylight of
Phoenix Park. Before he had been Irish Secretary for a few months the welkin of the
Left was ringing with 'bloody Balfour'. His placid, almost drooping manner masked a
tough and ruthless character; the same affectation often conceals outstanding capacity
for action in the professional officer class of various armies.

Less well known than his Irish record is the account given by some of Mr. Balfour's
contemporaries of the complete change in his Parliamentary method after the
Conservative disaster in 1906, when he was elected as Leader of the Opposition to a
very different House of Commons and with only a small minority behind him. It is a
mark of the highest talent, particularly late in life, when a man can adapt his technique
rapidly to a completely new situation. It appears that Mr. Balfour changed his make-
up as dramatically as a wise women of advancing years will modify her appearance
for the variations of sunshine and evening light. This capacity is a strength when the
basic character remains firm. Which of the Scandinavians wrote: 'the future belongs to
him who can assume as many shapes as Proteus'?

I was reminded again of this capacity in outstanding men to change their method as
the situation requires when General de Gaulle found himself in ballotage during the
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French Presidential election of 1965. The sudden change from the portentous figure
behind a writing table in the Elysee to the appearance on television of the vieux
bonhomme in an armchair, generously answering even the most awkward questions of
a young interlocutor, was indeed an abrupt change; but it worked. It is superfluous to
add that no question arose of the General's basic character so suddenly changing.

Mr. Asquith was much less flexible. The Roman senator disdained any playing to the
gallery and had, perhaps, a certain intellectual arrogance; hence some of his troubles.
He ignored the basic rule to conceal contempt, for contempt is one of the things men
never forgive. All this made him an attractive figure in his firm honesty, but he
incurred unnecessary criticism. Nevertheless, he had a highly practical sense: 'Solvitur
ambulando' was one of his favourite sayings during discussions of parliamentary
procedure. 'Does the right honourable gentleman mean by walking through the
division lobby?' enquired Lord Hugh Cecil, as the Liberal Government had been using
the guillotine. 'No, sir, by walking through the realm of reason in the light of truth,’
replied the Prime Minister.

It is quite natural that throughout all the vicissitudes of politics Asquith should have
retained a close friendship with Balfour, for they had so many friends and so many
interests in common, quite apart from politics. Yet the friendship became apparently
the object of profound suspicion to many people. In circles which should have known
better it was suggested that politics were thereby rendered insincere; the lampoons of
Belloc and Chesterton were largely directed at such relationships. The suspicion of
the mass of the people sometimes took a robust English form in a native shrewdness
misapplied. Dick Wallhead, one of the fine old pioneers of Labour when I first joined
the Party, told me I must study the basic psychology of the movement, and recounted
an anecdote of his youth. He was speaking in South Wales at a miners' meeting and
was introduced by the local chairman of the Party in the following fashion: 'Why do
we need a Labour Party? I will tell you why. Henry Asquith meets Arthur Balfour
behind the Speaker's chair. Henry, says Arthur, come and have one. Henry says, Well
Arthur, [ don't mind if I do, and we'll see what we can do to dish the bloody workers.'
There, observed the shrewd old Dick, you have the origin of the Labour Party.

Such suspicions were by no means confined to the working class, as it used to be
called, but they were usually not well founded. These men were divided by great
principles, but remained personal friends. This is perfectly possible, as I have found
throughout my political life. There were great issues which divided the parties in
those days, far more acutely than the main parties appear to be divided today. The
land question, tariff reform, and particularly the Ulster problem not only created
considerable differences of principle but also aroused the most violent emotion.
Parliamentary rows extended from the Chamber even to the Ladies Gallery when on
one occasion Speaker Lowther responded to an appeal to restore order there with the
remark that he had enough to do with the devils below without occupying himself
with the angels above.

How much better it is to hold great principles without personal animosity than to have
no principles and yet to feel enmity. In those days they fought about their beliefs, but
respected and even liked one another. In these days it appears they have no principles
to quarrel about, or no principles which divide them, but on personal grounds they
simply detest each other. Faith is replaced by spleen. The strangest parliamentary
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malady of modern times is that fundamentally the parties appear to agree about
everything; when anything goes wrong they just adopt each other's policies, but abuse
each other for doing it. All very practical perhaps, if it works, but disastrous to the
practitioners when it ceases to work. They are left with nothing—except their mutual
responsibility and mutual hatred, which can become a national danger, for the people
are liable to believe in nothing if they have been deceived too long and too effectively
by the central unanimity.

This is surely a perversion of the English tradition, which had so many virtues and for
so long astonished other peoples. It is part of the English genius to stick to principles
without incurring the bitterness which often racks other nations. The basis is far
sounder if it becomes necessary to come together in time of national danger. Britain
can then be saved by a tradition which is not often available to other countries.

This national idiosyncracy—as others regard it—has found effective expression in our
time. References can be made to the Other Club because it has recently been the
subject of comment both in books and newspapers. It was founded by Winston
Churchill and F. E. Smith and was confined to some fifty members prominent in
politics, business, science, literature and the arts. The purpose was simply to dine
together during the parliamentary session, and one of its rules, if [ remember rightly,
laid down that nothing in the procedure should in any way 'mitigate the asperities of
party polities'. It was always said that the Other Club was started as an answer to The
Club, which was founded by Dr. Johnson and his circle, and in the early life of
Winston Churchill and F. E. Smith was conducted chiefly by Asquith and Curzon. I
was fortunate enough to be elected to the Other Club at a quite early stage in my
parliamentary life, and remained a member until I felt it discourteous to the founder to
attend in the bitter controversy which preceded the Second World War.

During the harsh controversy of these later years I was protected not so much by
private friendship as by the public eulogies which had fallen like the gentle and
refreshing dew of heaven in my orthodox period. It was impossible to give me the full
treatment of most innovators. "Thug' was just possible when other people attacked my
meetings, and I had the impertinence to defend them with the aid of my gallant and

devoted friends. 'Moron,' however, was out, because during considerable periods of
my earlier parliamentary life [ had been praised in a way which sometimes seemed
even to my receptive ears a little exaggerated. The recent development of my thinking
makes some of my earlier contributions appear immature to me now; nevertheless, the
almost universal praise during certain periods of my early life saved me from the
experience of most reformers. After this it was impossible to call me just a crank or an
imbecile without my detractors appearing ridiculous, and such attacks were
consequently confined to those circles in our country which are themselves imbecile
and receive no consideration. Lately in these matters I have benefited by a variety of
weighty judgments which I greatly appreciate.

This inhibition in my case no doubt caused the fury of the established world against
my supporters to be redoubled. It is a mistake for the rulers of Britain to be moved by
passion to persecute in such a bitter personal fashion the pioneers of new causes, to
throw mud rather than to employ argument in the free debate which is so much
advertised in public and so carefully suppressed in fact. Sharp reverses of fortune and
treatment can embitter men. Some will seek revenge, and wait a lifetime to get it,
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though for my part I have always said that revenge is the hallmark of small minds.
'Stand by your friends, stand up to your enemies,' as [ once put it, is a better principle
than Roman Sulla's epitaph: 'Man never knew a truer friend or a more relentless foe'.
Thus enmity must cease with the fight, and I am incapable of carrying it further. This
is an English characteristic, and in my opinion desirable. When the hand is given and
the struggle is ended, the rule of reconciliation should be held with fidelity.

It is of course far easier and better never to become embroiled in these bitter
animosities, to be attacked and to reply without resentment, to fight truly for your
belief when you are in the ring, but to feel no trace of bitterness when you leave it.
Asquith is an example of a man who would congratulate as warmly what he
considered a brilliant attack upon him as he would an able speaker in his defence.
Such an attitude is sometimes considered to be detached from humanity, but it has at
least the merit of avoiding some of the more egregious of contemporary errors. It
followed naturally from my general attitude that my first serious work in politics was
an attempt to form a movement of the centre, which immediately received the
benevolent interest of Winston Churchill and F. E. Smith and, over a decade later in
more definite form, the active co-operation of Lloyd George. This second main
impulse clearly derived from my first determination—to prevent a recurrence of war,
to save the next generation from the fate of my friends, and to build a country worthy
of their sacrifice. As we have seen, my whole political life was in a sense
predetermined by this almost religious conviction, and it inevitably influenced me to
seek a continuance of the national union of war for the purposes of peace, for
construction instead of destruction.

It was evident in my election address and in the speeches of my first campaign in
Harrow that my thinking and policies cut clean across the programmes and attitudes
of existing parties. I was already a man not of the parties but of the centre, and there
in terms of the truth underlying the superficial I have remained ever since, until in
recent years I summarised my position in European debate as the 'centre dur contre le
centre pourri'. Paradoxically, I feel obliged to offer apology not for inconsistency,
which might be expected from my changes of parties, but for consistency in
maintaining the same basic attitude through superficial changes. This should not
necessarily be reckoned a virtue; to live a lifetime without changing an opinion is to
live without learning and is the mark of a fool. In the unfolding of this story I am
sometimes disturbed by my consistency, but though my ideas have not changed they
have developed and grown with experience, reflection and the test of action.

It may also appear a paradox to claim to be of the centre when my policies must seem
sometimes to be to the left of the Left and at other times to be to the right of the Right.
It is an uncomfortable centre because it is in essence dynamic and not static, but the
point of equilibrium in these fluent and progressive policies is undoubtedly the centre.
To succeed in the continuing crisis of our time they must draw to the centre from left
and right the best of the nation for the purpose of political action by all who are
determined on survival and greatness. The seeming paradox arises because the policy
is designed to evoke action from the whole nation. My attempted combination of
'socialism' and 'imperialism' in the election of 1918 was the first crude expression of
this political synthesis, and it has continued to the present day not only in terms of
synthesis but of fresh creation in larger spheres and with further vision.

85 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

Early in the Parliament of 1918 we formed an organisation called the New Members'
Group, which was quickly nicknamed the Centre Party by the Press. It was composed
mostly of members who had fought in the war, and numbered about one hundred and
fifty. The Chairman was Oscar Guest, the brother of Lloyd George's Chief Whip, and
the joint secretaries were Colin Coote, afterwards editor of the Daily Telegraph, and
myself. None of my associates at that time have any responsibility for my further aims
or subsequent life course, which were not yet apparent and indeed were not yet clear
even to me. We met and we discussed, but not much more happened. The limitation
was the power of the Party machine, which in the absence of grave crisis is always
overwhelming in British politics.

These M.P.s of the war generation were very sincere and idealistic. What were their
motives? Primarily to secure the fulfilment of the programme on which they were
elected, an advanced policy of social reform declared in passionate and moving terms
by Lloyd George. After the sacrifice of the war generation, the world was never to be
the same again, and that Parliament in its social programme was to erect a monument
to the fallen; at least, so I understood from the speeches of our leaders, and I think a
good many others did too.

There quickly grew a sense that these aims were to be frustrated. It has never been for
me quite true that this House of Commons was divided sharply between the war
generation and the 'hard-faced men', as Keynes described them. The experience of
that war was even more liable to harden the features than the process of making profit
in business. The soldiers back from the war were not all idealists and the businessmen
were not all war profiteers. Yet there was a certain psychological division which can
perhaps best be expressed in the simple fact that the war generation was more
disposed to take the 1918 programmes seriously.

I would not for a moment claim that many of them shared my ideas to the full. The
combination of socialism and imperialism would have seemed quaint to most of them.
My cross-party position was already finding some form in the political theory that you
could neither have order and stability without progress, nor progress without order
and stability. A synthesis of left and right was a practical requirement of political life.
It is unlikely that they were thinking in these terms, and we did not hold discussions
on these lines, but the Centre Party was a band of serious people believing that our
programme of 1918 should be implemented. We felt in general and in particular that
the organisation built in the war should not be sold for scrap. This soon tended in one
detail to a certain friction, as some of our parliamentary colleagues were acquiring
war stores at scrap prices. Our group was filled with good intentions and with some
incipient indignation. We were looking among the more experienced for leaders with
the same feeling. It did not occur to me as baby of the House, aged twenty-two, or to
any of the others that we could at that stage play leading parts. We were fresh from
the discipline of the army hierarchy, and in any case felt that we were tyros at the
political business, with everything to learn. We must look to the experienced generals
of politics on their chosen battle-grounds; we invited them to dinner.

These dinners took place at the Criterion, and the first memorable occasion was when
Mr. Churchill was our guest. I already had experience of his oratorical processes.
After my maiden speech and in the early days of the Centre Party he seemed
interested in me and developed a kindly flattery, seeking my opinion as typical of the
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new generation. In particular, he would try out his speeches on me, apparently a life-
long habit of his, with many different auditors. In his Minister's room at the House of
Commons he would walk up and down slowly collecting his thoughts and evolving
them into speech, occasionally turning to his audience to see how it Was going. At
that time he was certainly not a ready speaker, it was all a considerable labour. I
remember Mr. Asquith telling me that in his early days as a Minister Mr. Churchill
had some difficulty in winding up a debate and had nothing like the natural gifts of
impromptu speech possessed by his father, Lord Randolph. Nevertheless, as time
went on he developed a remarkable aptitude for extempore repartee in the House of
Commons, though sometimes an elaborate trap would be laid in advance for the
intended victims into which they almost always fell. The really brilliant impromptu
would seem to emerge from the depths of his being with the force of an explosion
bursting through all the hesitations of his speech in seeking the mot juste; in fact, the
impediment of his speech was finally developed with rare artifice into one of its chief
attractions. He became a supreme parliamentary speaker, though he was always less
pre-eminent in addressing mass audiences on the platform; but everywhere he was
effective, both by reason of gift and personality.

I do not remember his speech at the Criterion, though it had almost certainly been
tried out on me in advance. This was the first occasion of our Centre Party dealings; a
recurring theme, reasonable and desirable but always frustrated. Mr. Churchill
undoubtedly maintained a proper ministerial discretion, though it was not difficult to
see what he was after. The drama that night was produced not so much by him as by
his great friend, F. E. Smith. Whether or not this effect had been rehearsed between
them I shall never know. They had long maintained a friendship which cut right
across party alignments and was given practical expression in the institution of the
Other Club. Churchill on the right of Liberalism and Smith on the left of
Conservatism must have entertained from time to time some Centre Party thoughts, of
which the older generation would be more aware. It had not occurred to the young and
the innocent of the New Members' Group to invite them to our dinner together; or
perhaps we felt it would look too much like a conspiracy.

We had no idea that F. E. Smith was in the same building, but a message was brought
to Mr. Churchill directly after his speech. With gratified surprise he turned to me and
said that his old friend was in the restaurant below and it would be a pleasure if he
could be invited to our table. This was indeed a coup for the new members, and I
hastened to execute my mission. I found the Lord Chancellor seated in a prominent
position with the sole company of Lady Birkenhead. He appeared to be in an
advanced condition of postprandial content as he surveyed me indolently through the
haze of his cigar smoke, countenance suffused but genial. I indicated that Mr.
Churchill would be pleased if he would join our company upstairs, and looked
enquiringly at his experienced partner. She said something to the effect that he was
quite all right and I should take him along.

He rose with dignity to his feet and, leaning rather heavily on his guide, advanced in
stately style to the door, with few words spoken. We proceeded, as the police say in
difficult circumstances, to the field of action, where he sat heavily on a chair which
was happily near the door. The symptoms were ominous, and I glanced enquiringly at
Mr. Churchill, as previously at Lady Birkenhead, but his experienced eye immediately
reflected an affirmative and he called at once on his old friend to speak, amid our
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resounding applause. Resting his full weight on his fists clenched on the table, Lord
Birkenhead spoke like a bird for twenty minutes with little more than his customary
lisp. It was astonishing, but both wife and friend had known the form.

Birkenhead was an extraordinary man and his way of life even in that generation was
exceptional. He could support it without any apparent impairment of his faculties, but
his imitators could not. The wayside became strewn with young men who thought that
to be brilliant it was necessary to adopt his fashion. What was the secret of his Pied
Piper appeal to the young? Wit and irreverence, always an irresistible combination to
those who themselves combine brains with youth. Discussing his favourite butt, who
happened to be his leader, Mr. Baldwin: 'The man has foot and mouth disease, every
time he opens his mouth he puts his foot in it'. When approached by a conspiracy to
replace Baldwin by Joynson-Hicks in a critical situation: 'Never swop donkeys when
you are crossing a stream'. Looming, a sombre figure in his favourite corner table at
the Ritz, when greeted after a good lunch by a much bemedalled general who had
spent the war in the War Office: 'General, you have got a lot of medals'. 'Yes, Mr.
Attorney, if I get any more I shall scarcely know where to put them.' 'Put them where
you earned them, General, on your backside.' In F.E.'s company both Sandhurst and
University could delight; eternal summer gilds him yet, in memory.

The long, leisurely luncheons and dinners, the drinking and the smoking of the best
were all perhaps in the traditional manner of British politics at the end of the
eighteenth and beginning of the nineteenth century, but the stress of life and
particularly of administration was then far less. Yet even in a man so brilliant as F.E. [
always had the impression that while the performance of youth could be indefinitely
repeated, with almost greater effect in age, it was not so easy with such a habit of life
to absorb new knowledge or to learn new tricks, equally difficult for old dogs and old
drunks. There were plenty of people too in the classic world who lived in this way,
but in that stressful and testing period they never achieved the heights of success by
the arduous contemporary standards. As Cato said on the eve of his suicide: 'Only one
man came sober to the overthrow of the State, but on that occasion the State was
overthrown'.

It always seemed to me that such habits in varying degrees became the stock-in-trade
of most of the statesmen during my early period in politics— an outstanding
exception was Lloyd George—by reason of the extreme effort of mind and will
necessary to start a great speech. It is a terrible thing to face a large audience, when
both you and they are stone cold; yet once you make the painful effort of warming
yourself up with your own exertion, your momentum soon develops effortlessly. I
drink coffee before a big speech, but if you start on coffee, you end in another fashion
almost as drunk as those who begin on alcohol. The choice is whether you start sober
and end drunk, or start drunk and end sober. The former is much better, both for the
health of the speaker and for the effect on the audience. The reason is that alcohol
taken before a speech replaces the function of the endocrine system, and as the
alcohol wears off at the end, the speech falls rather flat. If on the other hand you start
cold, the exertion of speaking gradually floods your system with adrenalin and you
end in a condition of excitement which is communicated to the audience. The effort of
calming yourself later in order to sleep requires an almost equal exercise of the will;
some have been prematurely exhausted by reason of their failure in this respect. I
understand that science supports me to some extent in these reflections, which in my
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case are fortified by long and highly tested experience. I offer them for what they are
worth to young speakers.

The recurrent theme of the Centre Party soon ended at this stage, so far as I was
concerned, by reason of a rapidly increasing political divergence from Mr. Churchill.
When it was resumed over a decade later, with far more vigorous impulse, Lloyd
George was more in the picture than Churchill. I had by then ceased to be a political
infant because I had established my reputation with my speech of resignation from the
Labour Government, and in the discussions of that later period had become competent
to speak for the younger generation. Although the initiative from the older statesmen
in this later stage of our story came mostly from Lloyd George, with the aid of Lord
Rothermere, Mr. Churchill was certainly on occasion present at our discussions, but
he did not attend them all, or in the earlier phase play any leading part. The reason
perhaps was that his relations were none too good in that period with all the young
M.P.s with whom I became associated after my departure from the Labour
Government, and in particular he had some personal friction with some of the younger
Conservatives.

My own relations with Mr. Churchill remained reasonably good throughout, and were
only intermittently interrupted by some spasm of passion at one of my more
outrageous utterances. Even when he was moved on one occasion to shake his fist at
me across the floor of the House, with a muttered 'Y ou damned puppy', a welcoming
grin in the lobby would follow a few days of scowling oblivion. He never bore malice.
For my part, I always liked him and it was part of the 'tears of things' that deep
differences in attitude to politics, though not to life, soon parted us and finally severed
threads of fate which for a moment had been entwined.

Kaleidoscopic memories of Winston Churchill are reflected from many different
occasions, happy, sad, passionate, but never mean or ignoble. Our clashes in debate
were numerous and often ended in much gaiety, but never in prolonged ill-feeling. On
one occasion he had wound up the debate after I had made a rather noisy, flashy
speech for the Opposition, which had transmuted a dull and flat occasion into a lively
and enjoyable uproar. He described in rolling periods how stricken and dismayed
appeared the Opposition and how lost their cause, 'when forth sprang our young
Astyanax, the hope of Troy'. There were roars of laughter at my expense and I was
left wondering how he had managed it, for I was tolerably certain that he had never
read a line of Homer. Later in the lobby he came rolling up to me, smiling broadly,
and said with a dig in the ribs: 'Bartlett's Familiar Quotations, my boy, never be
without them'. A large part of his charm was that he was completely devoid of
humbug. He detested the goody-goodies, as he used to call them.

Churchill, with all his impulsive and emotional character, had a certain solid sense
which traversed acute party divisions in a very English, no-nonsense manner, and
made him normally and essentially a man of the centre. Typical of this quiet
commonsense was his remark—'blood will only come from the nose in England'—
said to me with a certain calm content when our Blackshirts were clashing with their
Red challengers at our meetings all over Britain. He was frank in remarkable degree
about himself and realistic about his prospects. "What is the use of racing all your life
if you never win the Derby,' he said to me across the table at the Other Club a few
years before the war; and on another occasion, "The trouble is I have been on the

89 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

placards too long'. He had then evidently despaired of ever becoming Prime Minister,
and to all appearances it was a just appraisal.

What was the basic reason for that vast divergence of principle which separated me
permanently in politics from a man I liked so much, Winston Churchill? The answer
is clearly found in his son's biography, where a letter written by Winston Churchill in
1909 is quoted: 'Do you know, I would greatly like to have some practice in the
handling of large forces ... I am sure I have the root of the matter in me but never, I
fear, in this state of existence will it have a chance of flowering ... in bright red bloom'.
He had other moods, as his son points out, but it appeared to me that this attitude
prevailed throughout the years which followed the First World War. It was noted in
the Second by Lloyd George, who wrote to his wife: "Winston likes wars, I don't'.

This tendency of Mr. Churchill clearly rendered impossible a close political
association with someone who returned from war with my passionate dedication to
peace. This became evident at an early stage and was reflected throughout our
relationship in all things, small and great. It began with his Russian adventure in 1919
and continued until the Second World War. He seemed to me constantly to risk war
without good reason. I was only willing for Britain to fight again if our vital interests
were at stake, whereas he appeared willing to engage in military adventures which
risked lives and wasted our substance without that purpose. The main clash belongs to
the later stage of this account, but the first encounters were sufficient to end our happy
relationship in the incipient Centre Party.

My purpose here is not to write history, but to explain a personal course in life. I shall
deal at a later stage with my case against the war of 1939; it is enough here to indicate
my position in disputes which history will finally judge. My quarrel with Mr.
Churchill soon after the First War related to three main issues: the Russian,
Mesopotamian and Chanak adventures, as I regarded them. History may possibly hold
Mr. Churchill guilty on the first two counts, but not on the third. Lord Snow quotes
Lloyd George as saying Churchill was responsible for the initiative in both Russia and
Chanak. L.G. complained that in 1915 Churchill got out his map of the Dardanelles,
and 'see where that landed us'. Then in describing his post-war government L.G.
added: 'Before I could look round, he had got out his maps of Russia and we were
making fools of ourselves in the Civil War. When that was over he got out his maps
again—Greece and Turkey, and brought my tottering administration to a close.' Most
students of the period will probably agree however with A. J. P. Taylor's view in his
Oxford English History that Lloyd George himself was primarily responsible for the
enterprise in Greece, and that Churchill was only a belated convert to the undertaking.
For my part, I opposed all these adventures—Russia, Mesopotamia and Chanak—
whoever was initially responsible, and I expressed myself on grounds of principle
with a clarity which was adequate but with an invective which was perhaps
exaggerated.

Lloyd George's general attitude to Churchill, described long afterwards by Lord Snow,
that he was a dangerous and unsuccessful military adventurer— 'a bit of an ass'—was
certainly the view expressed in my speeches at the time. On one occasion in debate
after observing that Mr. Churchill was 'borrowing his principles from Prussia to

supply leadership to the National Liberal Party, which borrowed its name from
Germany', I summarised my view of his performances: 'My complaint is that he is an
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inefficient Prussian; he is always beaten. Unfortunately for the tax-payer whose
money is consumed in the maw of his omnivorous ambition, whenever he meets
vigorous and determined opponents, such as Lenin and Michael Collins, his vaunted
military genius appears impotent to effect a conclusion. And, at the end of an
unsatisfactory and fluctuating combat maintained at the expense of English lives and
money, upon the sheathing of his ineffective sabre, these enemies of his, whether they
have been hailed as monsters on thrones of skulls or merely as chiefs of murder gangs,
are received into his paternal embraces. We really do not get value for money. It is no
good keeping a private Napoleon if he is always defeated. It is altogether too
expensive a luxury. The Right Honourable gentleman has waded through blood to
defeat in many adventures, he has often been compelled to surrender to force what he
has previously refused to reason.’

The charge was political profligacy and military incompetence. We had suffered the
experiences of Antwerp, Gallipoli, Russia and Mesopotamia, as well as the bitter Irish
events. This savagery of debate against a man who was then himself unbridled in his
utterances—'monster on a throne of skulls' for the Russian leader and 'chief of the
murder gangs' for the Irish leader, with whom he was shortly afterwards cracking
jokes over a rifle in Downing Street during the peace negotiations—did not begin
suddenly but developed gradually. I supported Mr. Churchill when government policy
during a military operation was threatened by trade union action, although on
practical grounds of the national interest I later opposed the policy as mistaken, and
then urged withdrawal. We were in Russia as an operation of war, a fact demonstrated
with much force in Mr. Churchill's speeches, and had to extricate Russian soldiers
who had acted as our allies. It was therefore an outrage to everyone of my mind and
temperament when Labour leaders threatened a general strike to enforce their political
prejudice in favour of the Soviet power against which our troops were fighting.

There is no doubt about that threat. It was deprecated but explained by the moderate
Mr. Clynes, then vice-chairman of the Labour Party, in a speech in Parliament on July
20,1919: 'There has now been formed in this country so strong a feeling in the mind
of organised labour that assurances can come only by a complete reversal of the
policy so far formed in relation to Russia, and so strong is that feeling that it has
been—I regret to say—deliberately resolved by a very formidable organisation known
to the country as the Triple Alliance to take such steps as might lead to something in
the nature of a national strike, unless we reverse our policy on this question ... I
should hope that the working classes in the use of the industrial weapon will neither
now nor in the future commit an act which would supply to any other section of the
community any excuse for the defiance of the law at some time or other.' The mild Mr.
Clynes need not have feared a precedent, for such crimes were only permitted to the
Left. Can we give a better definition of high treason than the calling of a general
strike to enforce a change of policy by government, and in so doing to deny supplies
and munitions to our troops fighting in the field?

While strongly supporting Mr. Churchill in the face of such threats, I nevertheless
became convinced that we should extricate ourselves as quickly as possible from the
Russian campaign. The parting came when the Russian expedition seemed to be in
danger of becoming a crusade to crush Bolshevism. 'If we don't put our foot on the
egg, we shall have to chase the chicken round the world's farmyard' was then reputed
to be a Churchill phrase which has a genuine ring. I then began to oppose him, and
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successive governments pursuing the same policies, as part of consistent principles
which I have pursued ever since.

It is pleasing to me today to observe that the motif of Europe was already running
through my speeches. They all reiterated the same theme—eschew foreign adventures
which are none of Britain's business, look after our own people, conserve our
resources, guard our Empire, maintain our strength, develop our vital interests, which
are in Europe, and ignore all distractions from these purposes in remote territories.
Can I really be accused, when I opposed the 1939 war against a German driving
through Poland towards Russia, of doing so because I was attracted by his political
ideas rather than guided by my own deeply rooted concept of the interests of my
country?

Aversion to wars I regarded as unnecessary swung my young allegiance in this
decisive period from the side of Mr. Churchill to that of Lord Robert Cecil. The
enterprise in Russia in 1919 seemed to me to risk British lives without British purpose,
and in military terms it occurred to me that Mr. Churchill might not succeed where
Napoleon had failed. Lord Robert Cecil, on the other hand, stated with great force the
sensible and honourable theme that we must fulfil war-incurred obligations to allies,
but extricate ourselves directly it was done from remote adventures which were no
concern of Britain's. Yet it was impossible not to feel some personal sympathy with
Winston Churchill, and this relationship endured many years after the parting of our
political ways. From his side a warm and affectionate nature often moved him to
gestures in private life which cost him considerable time and trouble. He was capable
too of emotion in a degree unusual among the English, in this respect rather
resembling Curzon. He came to some small private gathering to initiate a day nursery
in memory of Cimmie some time after her death in 1933 and when he greeted me his
eyes filled with tears. He was a genial host even to his prisoners and in the classic
English tradition did what he could to mitigate our condition during the Second World
War. Another vivid recollection of him as a charming host was at the twenty-first
birthday party of his son Randolph, then a handsome and engaging lad. The present
Lord Birkenhead also made a speech on that occasion, as a very young man with
some of the wit and more than the charm of his father.

As many others have noted, Winston Churchill had no ungenerous qualities, a fact
quite apart from his capacities as a statesman or the grave question of his policies. To
the dismay and even to the disgust of some of my friends in several countries, I have
never been able in personal as opposed to political terms to regard Churchill as a
scoundrel or Roosevelt as a criminal. It should be possible, and it is possible in what
we conceive to be the interests of our country and of our continent, to oppose men
with every fibre of our being to the extreme of personal sacrifice, without treating as
villains those who are personally honourable, even though, in our view, profoundly
mistaken. To believe that all errors are diabolic shows a misunderstanding of the
world, although if they threaten the ruin of our country we must combat them as if
they were. It is noteworthy too that even across all the bitterness of international
divisions a certain regard, even admiration, for a great enemy is an imprimatur of the
great periods of history. It was a moving moment in the surgent genius of the British
when Napoleon came onto the bridge of the Bellerophon at Plymouth Sound by
request, to show himself to the people in the fleet of small boats who had rowed out to
see him, and every man in the crowd took off his hat. It must be conceded that he had
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committed no crime comparable with modern crimes. Yet since then we have
travelled far down a road whose end was revealed in previous civilisations. Revenge
today pursues not merely individuals but whole peoples, and the flames of animosity
are stoked continuously with a propaganda hitherto confined to time of war.

It was not long in time from the luminous moment when Caesar wept by the bier of
Pompey, although the death of his great rival made him master of the known world, to
the dark hour when the execrable Octavia, wife of Antony, placed a golden coin in the
mouth of the murdered Cicero with the squalid gibe: 'So much for your golden tongue'.
Yet it marked a steep descent on the road to Avernus. When two great friends of
intimate relation were thrown against each other by fate to fight for the world, it was a
deep tragedy that one must die. The news of unparalleled victory was lost in sorrow as
Caesar kissed the forehead of the fallen Pompey and then retired for several days,
prostrated by grief. The extreme contrast with modern behaviour was not due to
weakness, for never in the long history of action have the two essential qualities been

so united in one man: the brain of ice and the heart of fire.

That is how I like to think of our Europe. I do not refer to the chivalrous wars when
Frederick the Great and Maria Theresa fought for the exchange of a province, without
any of the deliberate devastation of non-combatant life which returned to warfare with
Stonewall Jackson in America. There is no need to revert to the moment depicted by
Velasquez in the Prado, which shows the Spanish conqueror descending from his
horse and bowing lower than the defeated Netherlander, before he embraces him to
show that he honours a brave enemy. I refer to the young airmen who were my
companions in Flanders in the early days of the First War; they were of the modern
age—its very flower—yet they felt the same high regard for the young enemies
against whom they were thrown to death by the folly and failure of the old world.

If my generation felt in this way about the finer spirits among our enemies of the first
war, it is surely right for me to retain no lesser sentiment about my chief opponent
among my fellow-countrymen. With no bitterness and with some appreciation of the
infinite variety of human existence in the tangled but brightly woven pattern of the
fates, I recall one of the last evenings in the Other Club when I was sitting opposite
Winston Churchill. He looked across the table and addressed to me a brief but
prescient oration which I remember, and for good reason. It began with the simile that
the river of history was flowing through a quiet and peaceful contemporary scene, so
calm that it could even carry on its tranquil bosom the contemptible figures of
Baldwin and MacDonald (his nominal leaders), but soon it would reach the falls, the
cataract of destiny, the foam would sparkle, the spray would glitter in the sunshine of
great opportunity and—Ieaning forward in poignant emphasis— 'our time will come'.
It did—with him in Downing Street, and me in jail.
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6- Marriageto Cynthia Curzon

MY marriage to Cynthia Curzon was an event in my life of outstanding happiness and
enduring influence. She was my steadfast, ever loyal and able colleague in the tough
existence of politics, and my delightful companion in most of the charming occasions
described in this book from that happy day in 1920 until her tragic death in 1933 at
the age of thirty-four. She died of peritonitis following an appendix operation in a
period before the discovery of the modern drug which would have saved her. Like
most people, I have a great appreciation of real goodness of character, and I have
never seen that finest of qualities in higher degree in any human being. She was a
good woman in the true, natural sense of the word. In addition, she had an immense
gaiety and joie de viwe, an enthusiasm alike for the fun of private life and the causes
of public life, whose unreasonable frustrations would move her to the most intense
indignation, but her enthusiasms were balanced by her calm and steady character.

When I met her she had advanced Liberal opinions, an instant, automatic sentiment in
favour of the under-dog. She reacted strongly against the splendours of Conservatism,
so faithfully reflected in her early surroundings, and this led her to seek close contact
with the mass of the people and to prefer simplicity in her own home. She liked
people, and her transparent sincerity and friendly approach enabled her to get on with
them. Our house combined her welcome with these tastes, and made everyone feel at
home.

e began married life with two small cottages at Ifold in the middle of the Sussex
woods near Dunsfold; with their beams and low ceilings they were in extreme
contrast with the lofty magnificence of her father's Hampshire house at Hackwood.
We moved later to Savehay Farm, a Tudor house in about a hundred and twenty acres
of land near the lovely village of Denham in Buckinghamshire. Again, the simplicity
of style presented a challenge to the Regency glories of her father's tastes; a natural
reaction which enlarged her experience, for happily she still retained her capacity to
enjoy all spheres of life's diversity. Our London house at 8 Smith Square, with its
roseate Queen Anne panelling, was a retreat from the busy political world, disturbed
only by the harsh summons of the division bell. Our two elder children were born and
brought up in these houses; Cimmie was a completely devoted mother, the life was
domestic. Her real political interests came later, for she was at first given entirely to
home life, relieved only by the gaiety of young parties in the country and the fun of
London in the glittering twenties.

As Cimmie grew to political maturity she combined a passion to end avoidable
suffering and unnecessary poverty with an urge towards the essential action and a hot
impatience with its frustrations. It was not only her deep personal loyalty, but also her
recognition that sentiment is not enough, which held her always in my political
companionship. She recognised that we must will the means as well as the end,
though the rough struggle was often detestable to her gentle nature. All ignoble means
were excluded by such a character; if fight we must, our weapons must be clean, our
victory magnanimous, or our defeat unflinching.

I met Cimmie first just after the war, and remember driving her home from parties to

her father's house at No. 1 Carlton House Terrace. My first close association with her
was in the by-election at Plymouth in March 1919, which followed Waldorf Astor's

94 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

entry to the House of Lords on the death of his father. Lady Astor was the candidate
and Cimmie was very fond of her; Cliveden, their house by the Thames, at that time
played a considerable part in all our lives.

The by-election was as lively as all other events connected with Nancy Astor. I spent
some time at Plymouth as a speaker, while Cimmie canvassed, and I vividly
remember riding the storm caused by my attacks on the Labour leaders' war record at
the large eve-of-poll meeting. It was here I met for the first time the Liberal M.P. for
the neighbouring division, Isaac Foot, father of several distinguished sons, and formed
a personal friendship which lasted through my parliamentary life. A great authority on
Cromwell, he was a Radical who appreciated the character of action.

Cimmie and I continued to see much of each other for the rest of 1919, and in the
early spring of 1920 we became engaged. She was the daughter of an enigmatic figure
to the younger generation, Lord Curzon of Kedleston, who was then Foreign
Secretary and had previously been a distinguished Viceroy of India. The stories of his
dignity and pomp, of his archaic and affected manners were legion, and always
include his old-world habit of giving words like grass a short 'a', as in bat. For
instance, on his entry to the Secretary of State's room at the Foreign Office, when,
pointing at the inkpot, he commanded: 'Remove that object of glass and brass, and
bring me alabaster'. I had never met him, but soon discovered that his real character
was very different from his public image, as it would be called in these days. Cimmie,
his second daughter, was on the best of terms with her father, though resistant to the
exaggerated magnificence in which she had been brought up. His hobby was
acquiring old castles for national preservation and doing them up in the grand style of
his most discriminating taste. He was a snob—the theme of many of the stories—and
she was not. He quietly observed to me one day: 'If you are the Leader of the House
of Lords, it is your metier to be a snob'.

No doubt he apprehended that Cimmie's independent character might lead her to some
marriage less desirable than the alliance with the eldest son of a prominent peer which
he might have selected for her. She was a little uncertain of her reception when she
entered his room in Carlton House Terrace to announce her engagement, and her
entertaining account of his demeanour on this possibly trying occasion was long a
cause of merriment to her friends. When she said, T'm engaged,' he rose and embraced
her warmly; always affectionate and always correct. Then she thought she detected
just the whisper of a sigh as his eye roved along the imposing array of finely bound
books on his library shelf until it reached the humble reference books: for a moment it
paused on Debrett, but moved on without hope to Who's Who. Then he spoke, in his
curious, archaic accent with clipped, short 'a": 'Pass me that red book, and tell me his
name'. Laughing, she passed over Who's Who and brought him instead Debrett: I was
one of the lesser denizens, but still just inside the magic circle.

I liked him at once, from the first meeting. Lord Curzon was certainly a distinguished
and imposing figure; his appearance was almost a parody of what a Leader of the
House of Lords should be, but his dignity carried it without absurdity. God's butler,
the young used to say, and it was a joke to which he referred with quiet appreciation;
he was aware of most of the tales and quips at his expense. He collected them rather
as Henry Ford gathered jokes about Ford cars, and would often analyse their degree of
verity. Such stories as his alleged observation when he saw men just out of the
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trenches in a bath-house behind the lines—'I never knew before the lower classes
have such white skins'—would be laboriously dissected, with the conclusion that it
was quite natural to note how remarkably clean these men had managed to keep
themselves in these filthy conditions, yet—in the case of someone who had been
haunted from Oxford days by the epithet 'superior person—it had to be twisted into
this absurdity.

He was much misrepresented, which to some extent was the fault of his rigid and
frigid demeanour, though it was partly the result of shyness and partly due to a
perpetual pain in his back for which he wore a support. He was almost always in pain,
and anyone who knew him well must have felt sympathy for a man who sustained this
affliction through incessant labour with gay good humour, only yielding occasionally
to the petulance evoked by fatigue and suffering. He combined a sense of public duty
with a zest for life, and though our conception both of the former and of the latter was
deeply different, his apparent sympathy for me in our initial relationship may have
rested on recognition of some corresponding motives. Cimmie said to me years later
that my vitality took so much from life that I had a particular obligation to give much
back. Lord Curzon in a more material sense took much from the world, and he
certainly felt his obligation and laboured incessantly to repay it.

At our first meeting he had obviously decided it was his duty to ask me all the usual
father-in-law questions, but found it embarrassing—too impolite; this basic shyness
was one of the things never understood about him. The intense emotionalism also
could never be detected behind the icy demeanour presented to the world. His manner
and conduct in private life were more emotional than is usual in an Englishman. He
was warm-hearted, and on all family occasions easily moved to tears. At the
christening of our first child he made a little speech—toasting the trophy, as he called
it—and then with tears on his cheeks embraced everybody. Margot Asquith gave the
same event a more practical reception, visiting Cimmie in bed soon after the arrival.
'Dear child, you look very pale and must not have another baby for a long tune. Henry
always withdrew in time, such a noble man.' We were left pondering the effect of this
private exercise on public affairs.

Lord Curzon could, of course, inadvertently be very intimidating to anyone outside
his own circle. Billy Ormsby-Gore—Ilater Lord Harlech—told me one of my favourite
stories. He was on official duty at some meeting of a committee of the War Cabinet in
Carlton House Terrace. Mr. Barnes, the estimable Labour member, the first to arrive,
was clearly rather oppressed by the sombre pomp of the surroundings. Seeking relief,
he pointed to an enormous photograph on the wall and enquired: 'Lord Curzon, what
is that picture?' The crisp, short a's were prominent in the patient explanation: "That,
Mr. Bames, is a photograph of myself and of my staff, riding upon elephants'. This
ray of vice-regal sunshine did little to relieve the imperial gloom which was liable to
settle on the Regency splendours of Carlton House Terrace on an occasion when
unsuitable company was present.

The reaction to one of his own people who transgressed could be very sharp. The finer
points of etiquette and dress were sustained with meticulous care when he gave
dinners to the King and Queen at Carlton House Terrace. He had written, on the first
occasion we were invited, a letter in his long flowing hand to the Palace, asking that I
might be permitted to wear trousers instead of knee breeches; my smashed leg, of
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course, looked odd in the more formal dress. It is not therefore difficult to conceive
that the sky was darkened and the earth shook when Sir Ronald Lindsay, of the
Foreign Office, ambled up the stairs to shake hands with his chief and host standing at
the top, clad in trousers. The hands were raised to heaven, the short 'a' was resonant,
'Lindsay!—I am aghast'. It was doubly an outrage, as on two clear counts Lindsay
should have known better. Firstly, he was already well on the way to his subsequent
achievement of becoming head of the Foreign Office, and secondly he was brother to
an earl of ancient lineage. Lord Curzon, however, in another context commented
adversely on men of no personal significance who took undue pride in official
uniforms, and concluded: 'If I walked naked down Piccadilly people would still look
at me'.

There was quite a run of bad luck around these Royal dinners. We ourselves began
very badly indeed. The formal invitation arrived and I carelessly handed it for
acceptance to my secretary, who was a member of the Labour Party and unversed in
the intricacies of these affairs; we will call him John Smith. The reply to Lord Curzon
ran on the following lines. 'Dear Lord Curzon, Mr. Mosley asks me to say that he and
the wife will be glad to dine with you and the King and Queen on the I5th prox. Yours
sincerely, John Smith.' By return a letter arrived in the long, flowing hand. 'In the first
place, your secretary should address me (if he must address me at all) as My Lord.' To
those who knew him well, there was a world of weary resignation in that bracket.
Then followed a complete social register, how and in what order of precedence every
dignatory of the realm should be addressed and placed. It was most useful.

We were able to be a little helpful in return at an embarrassing moment on one of
these regal occasions. George Robey had been invited to sing to the King and Queen
after dinner; a sensible choice, for the royal taste was hearty, and Robey was finally
knighted. He was going strong with his usual gaiety and effrontery, when he suddenly
stopped. He gazed wildly around him, and then ran from the stage. Cimmie and I felt
it was our duty to follow him and find out what was up. He was sweating profusely
and in a state of perturbation. 'You see,' he explained, 'l suddenly remembered the
next line was, "I feel just as good as a jolly old queen".' We felt that no prospect less
formidable than the combined disapproval of Queen Mary and Lord Curzon could
have broken the nerve of the great comedian.

Yet all this stately ritual was a part of Lord Curzon's practical sense. He belonged to
that order, and it had to be supported with the long-proven means appropriate to it.
My father-in-law showed himself a man of very different intellectual and moral
stature from most of my opponents when he said to me that he could well imagine my
period would be very different, requiring a different policy, attitude and way of life.
He added suddenly and simply: 'I ask you one thing, not to become a good debater in
the wilderness, a brilliant lone-wolf. That is all I ask. I don't mind if you join the
Labour Party or come back, which I can arrange for you at once, to the Conservative
Party. I shall not blame you if you join Labour, but do not remain in ineffective
isolation.' In retrospect this was prophetic, as I remembered when my attempt to
found a new movement was frustrated by the Second World War and I was
consequently thrown into a position of isolation. Although my instinct would have
been to agree with his advice, fate confronted me with the dilemma of becoming a
comfortable colleague in a journey to disaster or a lone challenger to a political world
which was bringing ruin to my country.
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Acute differences did not arise in our discussions of politics, for a clear reason. He
represented in a high degree the qualities of order and stability without which the
modern and complex state cannot survive. The dynamic progress which I sought to
combine with order and stability in the creative synthesis necessary to secure either,
was a concept which, for him, simply did not exist. He was profoundly familiar with
every detail of imperial administration and concomitant questions of foreign policy,
but a complete stranger to the economics of statecraft and to the lives of the people.
Master of one subject in which I was interested, the other was a closed book to him;
so we could only discuss subjects on which we had a certain measure of agreement.

Lord Curzon had a practical side in political judgments on his own ground which was
more marked than in the organisation of his personal life and affairs. His method of
life was obsolete, and he added to his ignorance of economics a lack of money sense
in private life. I remember him showing in conversation, when he was Foreign
Secretary, that he had not the least idea how the franc had moved during previous
years, and his attitude in his personal affairs was the simple proposition that adequate
money should be available to support his expensive tastes. He felt it a public duty to
maintain in proper state the various fine establishments with which his exquisite and
sophisticated judgment had endowed the national heritage; this led to some friction
with his daughters, as most of the necessary money happened to belong to them.

When we married, the question arose of how Cimmie should deal with the money
inherited from her American mother, who came from the Leiter family, which had
amassed a considerable fortune in real estate. Years later they were stated by my
political opponents to be Jewish, but when I was in America with Cimmie in 1924 this
was never suggested. They were then reputed to be Dutch immigrants, and those I saw
were big, blond, blue-eyed people. The rumour probably arose from the founder of the
fortune being called Levi Leiter, but these Old Testament names are as common in the
Welsh valleys as they are in Holland. The thought that they were Jews appeared in
that period never to have occurred to anyone, but the story was freely circulated in
England during the thirties, when I found myself in conflict with certain Jewish
interests, for the clear but transient reason that [ was trying to stop the outbreak of the
Second World War. Needless to say, if Cimmie had been half-Jewish it would not
have made the slightest difference either in my attitude to her or in my political action
in opposing anyone, Jew or Gentile, who in my view was agitating in favour of war.

Cimmie decided on our marriage to leave some of her money with Lord Curzon for a
short time in order to tide him over a transition which might be awkward for him. He
had little money of his own, but his second wife had a considerable fortune. Their
expenditure was very large. Already his eldest daughter, Irene, had departed with
most of her money, to his considerable indignation. It was therefore a difficult
moment when Cimmie decided, with my support, to take the rest of her own. I
insisted, and she agreed, that no detailed rejoinder should be made to his reproaches;
it would have been all too easy, but would have created additional and unnecessary
acrimony. It was a sad business which clouded a relationship otherwise invariably
agreeable and happy.

Lord Curzon was difficult in money matters because he appeared to think that society

owed him not merely a living but an existence of singular magnificence. He had the
attitude of a spoilt child. This foible brought its nemesis, for his time was inordinately
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occupied with redundant domestic details. A man of considerable ability and immense
industry, he became exhausted by attending to things which were quite unnecessary, a
range of large establishments, and the staff required to conduct them. What Nature
intended for politics was given to an interior decorating business. He had fine taste
and knowledge which enabled him to acquire a valuable collection of pictures and
objets d'art. Most of this collection was purchased by money supplied on his
daughters' account, and they behaved generously in never attempting to deprive him
of the results. He would have been wiser as well as more correct had he lived in a
fashion more modest and less exacting, surrounded by a few objects whose beauty he
rightly loved, leaving his time available for more serious considerations.

Lord Curzon's private life was indeed curiously organised, and in a manner which
clearly exhausted him prematurely. I found him one day nailing down the stair carpet
at Hackwood, and ventured to suggest that this was an inappropriate exercise for the
Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, as half-a-dozen footmen were available for the
task. Could not one of them do it? Yes, but not so well, was the reply. He suffered
from what I call the Bonaparte complex. A cherished possession was one of the best
libraries in the country on the subject of Napoleon, which he afterwards bequeathed to
the Bodleian at Oxford. He had firmly grasped the central fact of Bonapartism, that by
working eighteen hours a day one of the ablest men who ever lived could personally
supervise every detail of the working of his State and army; it was said down to the
last button on the last gaiter of the last soldier. What my father-in-law never fully
understood was that Napoleon's was the last epoch in which such a way of life was
possible, even with such ability. The machine has become too big for such personal
control by even the most gifted individual; in a later age even Caesarism has to be
collective. The opposite method must be employed, which entails delegation, and
rests, above all, on the choice of men. The ideal of modern organisation is that the
ablest man in the central position should have only two functions: to initiate, and to
repair when no one else can. He should be there to create ideas and to derive them
from the whole nation—particularly from science—to launch them, and to drive them
forward; also to act as a permanent breakdown gang in the event of disaster, which
cracks the nerve of most men or passes beyond their capacities. That concept of
modern method was not within the range of Lord Curzon.

Curzon was a great public servant who deserved better than the shabby treatment he
received in the end. He was not in touch with the mass of the people as modern prime
ministers must be, and he lacked the sensitive antennae which enable men to know
what completely different people are thinking and feeling and so to devise their action.
But as Prime Minister he would at least have saved the country from the squalid
betrayal which led the nation toward war without providing the necessary armaments
through fear of losing an election. In that sense was justified, after Curzon's defeat, his
bitter jibe that Baldwin's appointment was the strangest event of its kind since
Caligula had made his horse a consul. Curzon's limitations in the sphere of economics
should not necessarily have inhibited his rise to the highest office of State, because
others could then have taken adequate economic measures in spheres unfamiliar to the
Prune Minister. He would, however, have been impossible as Prime Minister in the
present period, because the intimate revelation of television immediately presents as a
figure of fun any archaic aristocrat who is clearly as remote from the lives of the
people as he is ignorant of the all-important subject of economics.
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It is also unattractive to see a man destroyed through advice being given to the Crown
by his best friends without a word of warning being conveyed to him. 'Then dear
George will be Prime Minister?—we understand his intimates enquired of Lord
Balfour after the giving of crucial advice—'No, dear George will not be Prime
Minister,' was the feline reply. Another old friend who intrigued against him on that
occasion was St. John Brodrick, later Lord Midleton. Lord Curzon used to recite some
lines about this contemporary of his which I think were of Oxford composition: Every
dull complacent plodder Was meant by fate to be a Brodder. Then how did St. John
learn to brod? Why by the special grace of God.

His early connections and friendships did not prevent, indeed, they possibly promoted
Curzon's betrayal at the crisis of his career. Loyalty in the party which advertises
loyalty is not always so apparent on these testing occasions as in the simpler homes of
the mass of the people in their dealings with each other.

Lord Curzon did not deserve the trivial malice of some of the attacks made on him
since his death. It is a modern fashion to ignore most of a man's public service and to
publish instead any private scandal that can be raked from the ashes, but it does not
give a true or complete picture. From some accounts it might be imagined that money
and romance played a larger part in Lord Curzon's life than his service to the State. He
certainly had an affair with Elinor Glyn which was subsequently much publicised; she
spent a long period decorating his beautiful Elizabethan house at Montacute, where
Cimmie as a young girl was often in her company. As a result, [ met Elinor Glyn
when we became engaged, then a most sedate lady without aid of tiger skin and full of
good advice. She was more intelligent than her books; they clearly excluded marriage
with a Foreign Secretary before tenure of that office became a comic turn.

If Elinor Glyn had never written a line she would have been an appropriate wife for an
orthodox Foreign Secretary. She was a model of decorum, exceptionally well behaved;
slightly prim for the aristocracy, but a good example of what the bourgeois world then
believed a lady to be. She was also well educated and capable of discussing subjects
with which few of her athletic heroes or exotic heroines would have been familiar.

She knew what would touch the neo-romantic mood of the period and gave it to them,
as others do today for a different market. Authors of this type are often not so silly as
the books they write, but have sound money sense. When Curzon married again his
relationship with Mrs. Glyn ended. Apparently he had omitted to tell her about his
intended marriage; I knew little of the rights and wrongs of the matter, but would
guess that the news broke sooner than Curzon anticipated. He was probably quite
happily engaged on two fronts and felt no urgent necessity to withdraw from either.
The exigencies of Venus in this situation differ from those of Mars. I doubt whether
he meant to treat Mrs. Glyn unkindly or discourteously, for this was not in his
character.

There is some reason to believe that the distinguished strategist was engaged at this
time on yet a third front. After so much ill-nature in posthumous accounts of this side
of his life, a more genial story can do Curzon no harm. A drawing-room in Grosvenor
Square was rocked with laughter during successive luncheon parties because a letter
had arrived beginning: 'My beautiful white swan'. Lord Curzon had inadvertently
transposed two letters in their envelopes; one a formal refusal of an invitation from
Lady Cunard and the other intended for Mrs. Astor, afterwards Lady Ribblesdale,
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who was a widow, rich, beautiful—and an American. Lady Cunard used to explain in
exquisitely embroidered detail how touched she was by this unexpected attention.

Lord Curzon's policy and record in his various high offices can be left to history. The
personal story of him can be left at my wedding day, a most trying occasion for one of
his character and temperament, which illustrated his deep good nature. The trials were
nearly all my fault, perhaps in one respect also Cirnmie's. First, I was late. Lunching
too happily at the Ritz with an old Sandhurst and army friend, who was my best man,
I was approached by Lady Cunard with the apposite inquiry, 'Were you not being
married five minutes ago?' We jumped up and hurried hatless down St. James's Street
to the Chapel Royal, where Lord Curzon and the bride were waiting. He said not a
word, but Cimmie afterwards teased me by saying he was obviously thinking I had
run out at the last moment. It was also awkward because two kings and two queens
were waiting—monarchs of Britain and Belgium, the latter had been at Hackwood
during the war—and worse was to follow. Not realising the enormity of our youthful
enthusiasms, we had arranged for a passage from Tristan and Isolde to be played at
the end of the ceremony. It took far longer than we had realised, and all were standing
throughout. To keep two kings and two queens standing while you played your
favourite music was not included in Lord Curzon's social register, but it was the
young people's day and their every whim must be satisfied. He took it all on the chin
and never blinked an eyelid. That was good nature.

Our honeymoon was spent at Portofino, near Genoa, then an unspoilt fishing village.
We lived in the Castello Brown, which belonged to the family of Francis Yeats-
Brown, who wrote Bengal Lancer. History and beauty were there in rare combination.
Both Dante and Napoleon had slept in the medieval fortress; across the lovely bay you
could see at Spezia the tragic water, wine-dark with Shelley's drowning; along the
heights which linked Portofino with Rapallo strode Nietzsche in the ecstasy of writing
Zarathustra. Cimmie and I followed the same route more prosaically riding donkeys,
and falling off them among the fireflies in the dusk. Every day we went through the
orange groves to the sea, an enchantment which we recaptured the following year.

Travel in those early years engaged us much and some account of it belongs properly
to this chapter of continuing life-experience and of the happiness of marriage, even if
it means anticipating a little in time and leaving politics for a moment. The memory of
Lord Curzon should always be joined to a journey through India, the land to which as
Viceroy he gave so much. We v/ent to India in the winter of 1924. If contrast is the
essence of life, it was certainly present in the diversity of this extraordinary
experience. Within India we found extremes of beauty and of ugliness, of flaunting
wealth and abysmal poverty.

We determined to see everything, and we did—at that time some of the worst working
conditions and the vilest slums in the world. In Bombay the great tenement blocks
with four families often living in one quite small room, each group with its separate
fire and the only egress for the smoke, one window; in Calcutta shanty towns worse
than any I have seen anywhere else, with the main drain running down the centre of
the street. Nothing could have prevented continual outbreaks of typhoid except the
sterilising effect of the strong sun on the open cesspools. In the cotton mills they
worked for a wage of five shillings a week, often with modern machinery supplied by
Lancashire for its own suicide. It was no monument either to the humanity or to the
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intelligence of the British Raj. The contrast was the supreme beauty of India and the
massive achievement of British administration in at least procuring with slender
means peace, tranquility and life without bloodshed.

We went by P. & O. boat and stopped shortly in Cairo, where we combined seeing the
wonders of Egyptian antiquity with a tour of the local slums; they were bad, though
not so bad as those in India. I remember finding in a Port Said bookshop for the first
time Shaw's book on Wagner; it had not yet appeared in his collected works. The
sphinx should always be seen for the first time as Shaw's favourite hero saw it, by
night. The same is true of most of the world's masterpieces, notably the Taj Mahal and
the Piazza San Marco at Venice. We may arrange these moments, but chance brings
often the most poignant emotion, as when suddenly and without forethought in the
Protestant cemetery at Rome I read the words: 'Here lies one whose name was writ on
water'. Sometimes the acute experience of beauty is due to the fortune of solitude, as
lately in Greece when for over half-an-hour I found myself entirely alone in the
Parthenon during the luminous sunshine of the afternoon, and felt that Goethe's
pilgrimage was realised: 'Das Land der Griechen mit der Seele suchend'.

The journey to India by boat gave us the opportunity to read everything that could be
found in London on the Vedas and the Upanishads; every aspect of Indian religion
had to be studied. It was interesting in itself and it opened many doors which might
otherwise have been closed. The combination of an effort to discover what Indians
thought and felt with the Left-wing politics which suggested some sympathy with

their aspirations, took us much deeper into Indian life than was customary for the
English.

To arrive in Ceylon is the best way to start the Indian journey. After bathing in a sea
of caressing warmth came the retreat to the hotel's swimming-pool when an Indian
friend told us that sea-snakes were about, which were poisonous; perhaps he was
inventing them, for we never saw any. Then came a tour of the island, at that time
superbly organised for the few tourists. British administration was more concentrated
here than in the rest of India, and the result was a high degree of efficiency. You
could motor through primeval jungle on macadam roads and meet an extraordinary
variety of wild animals. The butterflies are without parallel anywhere else I have
visited in the world. Passing through a cloud of them with the sensations of the wings
brushing against the face is described with pages of voluptuous French adjectives by
Francis de Croisset in his little book, La Feerie Cingalaise.

Repose from these excitements was in the clean and well-arranged rest-houses in the
middle of the jungle, where all was provided by a single capable and agreeable
Sinhalese. Next morning an early start had to be made to see from the great rock the
sun rising, and steam mounting in mysterious clouds towards the dawn from the vivid
green sea of jungle. Within this jungle were astonishing things. The vast black
Buddha with the eternal lotus flowers placed by the big toe. The golden-robed monks
moving through the jungle, glittering in the distance like fantastic insects against the
sombre green of the interlacing trees. The lost cities, Anuradhaoura and Polunnaruwa,
in those days partly buried in the oblivion of the all-embracing vegetation, were
defended only by a vast pearl of water. A sense of man's ultimate destiny, of his
interwoven inspiration rose from the exquisite moonstone designs of this superb
civilisation as we learned that it was contemporary with the architecture of classic
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Greece. At that moment it was difficult to believe that mankind would not at some
point in time be as one in a union of high achievement. Already across every physical
division and without earthly consciousness of another presence, these two heights of
human genius had reflected one another.

After a stay at Government House in Ceylon, and another in Madras, we went north to
Calcutta, where the Governor was Lord Lytton; he was married to a woman of
remarkable beauty and charm, one of whose daughters had been bridesmaid at our
wedding. Lord Lytton had many contacts with Indian life, being a highly intelligent
and sensitive man, while his sister, Lady Emily Lutyens, had penetrated into some of
the inner circles in Madras. None of these officials placed any obstacle to our entry
into the plenitude of Indian company and way of living; we were often guests in
Indian houses, unusual at that time. Apart from the study of social conditions under
the guidance of experts this gave us an insight into spheres not usually available to the
English. For instance, on the way northwards we visited perhaps the most remarkable
of all Indian temples, at Madura, in the company of an Indian authority whose
exposition swiftly transmuted what appeared to European eyes as the barbaric
obscenities of Hindu mythology into an elevated nature symbolism and remoter
mysteries. We were sustained throughout our Indian journey by a subtle blend of
official realism and Indian culture, which afforded us exceptional opportunities of
understanding the country and the life of its people.

In Madras we entered the strange circle of Mrs. Besant and her friends. It was indeed
a bizarre ensemble, for it occupied the house of Sir Edwin Lutyens, the architect; a
complete non-believer in the theosophist cult. I knew a certain amount about it, for
during my days in hospital I had read books by Blavatsky, Leadbetter and Mrs. Besant
herself; kindergarten versions of theosophy have recently become popular. It appeared
to be a quite logical religious theory—with less of the obvious contradictions which in
some cases make metaphysical debates so easy to the experienced dialectician—but it
was, of course, entirely lacking in proof for anyone who had not enjoyed these strange
and felicitous experiences in dream journeys. The absent Leadbetter or the happily
present Mrs. Besant could explain to you every detail of their journey in the astral or
devechanic plane, but any request for evidence would be regarded as philistinism.

Sir Edwin Lutyens' hearty English character would burst through all this like an
elephant through tissue paper. 'Annie—he would say to Mrs. Besant at breakfast—'1
have just dreamt that we were married in our last life, and you did not let me smoke in
bed.' He was a most whimsical and engaging fellow of whom we were very fond. At
that time he had just had his estimates drastically cut for the palace he had been
commissioned to build at Delhi, and this threatened to spoil all his proportions.

Among other things, the avenue for his ceremonial march of elephants had been
shortened, and the hill was consequently too abrupt for their gait. His imitation of an
elephant waddling in these conditions with a viceroy on top of him, was almost as
diverting as his quick pencil distortions of the ceremonial coat of arms on official
menu cards into the face and body of an angry pekinese dog, which made us laugh
during pompous speeches at the Lord Mayor's banquet some years later. He was a
great droll as well as a gifted architect, and got on strangely well with the brilliant
band of Indian thinkers and mystics who surrounded Mrs. Besant and Lady Emily.
Chief among them was Ramaswani Ayer— then responsible for law and order in
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Madras—who combined in a degree exceptional for those climes, the capacity for
thought and action. This circle at least gave me a certain insight into Hindu thinking
and character. Unfortunately most English people in touch with Indian life belonged
to freak cults of this kind. The rest seemed to be entirely cut off, although officials at
the highest level were making painstaking efforts to understand. The mass of
officialdom appeared to live entirely apart, particularly the women. They seemed
conscious of little or nothing except the heat, which of course always affects
Europeans more after a long sojourn than it does during the casual visit. Their
manners to Indians for the most part left much to be desired. | remember commenting
afterwards that India would be lost by bad manners. Some distinguished
Englishmen—Lord Willingdon, for example—were loved, simply because they had
the good manners which Indians appreciate. It was embarrassing a little later to sit
next at dinner in Paris to one of the most beautiful and distinguished of the Indian

princesses who had been educated in that city, and to have my enquiry why she never
came to London met with the reply—'because in Paris I am treated like a lady'.

Indians were then very sensitive, but they had cause to be.

It required, therefore, a certain degree of intelligence and sensitivity to get on with
Indians at that time. They were full of complexes, well described in E. M. Forster's A
Passage to India. This attitude contained both a sense of inferiority and superiority.
We were staying with the Viceroy, Lord Reading—Rufus Isaacs of Mr. Asquith's
Cabinet, a man of considerable capacity and of appropriately distinguished
appearance—when the foremost orator among Indian statesmen came to dinner. 'Tell
me, Mr. Sastri,' said, the Viceroy, 'how did you acquire such a perfect command of
the English language?' "Your Excellency, I had the inestimable advantage of four
years at Oxford University.' 'But many of our young men have had the same chance,
without becoming orators like you.' "Your Excellency, I had one very slight additional
advantage, four thousand years of culture behind me.' My mind went back to the story
of Disraeli's retort to the suggestion of Lord Malmesbury that he was an upstart. 'My
ancestors were princes in the Temple of Solomon, while yours were running through
your wet English woods with their backsides painted blue.'

Yet this arrogance could blend with the opposite complex. I had been up in the Rajput
country staying in the magnificent dwellings of the Rajahs, and on returning observed
to one of my best and most intelligent Indian friends that I had not seen a single
painting by any of the European masters among all their wealth of possessions. At
once came the shadow, and I knew he was thinking: the European feels that we are
incapable of appreciating his art. It took me three days hard work to restore the old
good relations; it was so absurd, because I should not have expected to find exquisite
Persian miniatures in the country houses of England, and would not have been
offended if an Indian had suggested that some should be acquired. I did not feel
blameworthy for that, but a gaffe in the Rajput country made me feel guilty. It was in
Udaipur, the lovely Venice of India, a city built on water. The Maharajah invited us to
stay and arranged an elaborately organised tiger-shoot. We were placed in a high
tower well out of harm's way while about a thousand retainers drove through the
jungle; they were dressed in bright gold—as sunbeams—to emphasise the historic fact
that the Maharajah was descended from the sun. The sunbeams converged on us from
all sides, but no tiger; he had escaped. A small porcupine ran out, and I shot him;
meaning to show that we were in no way put out by the failure of the tiger-shoot and
that we still regarded it all as a jolly occasion. But my festive gesture was taken sadly
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amiss, as a sign of derision of the shoot provided for the Maharajah's guests. Again, it
took some hard work to return to grace and favour.

One Englishman at least well understood India and the Indians: a clergyman, C. F.
Andrews, who was an intimate friend of Gandhi's. This Englishman of saintly
character introduced me to the Indian saint. I entered the room to find Gandhi in
kadda—the cloth he used to spin—sitting cross-legged on the floor. I too sat down
cross-legged opposite to him, instead of using the chair provided for the European,
which seemed too pompous in the circumstances. He was a sympathetic personality of
subtle intelligence who in appearance, mind and sense of humour reminded me
irresistibly of Lord Hugh Cecil; perhaps because he was another ardent metaphysician
with a sense of fun. He invited me to a private conference then being held between
Hindus and Moslems to try to make a united front; he was Chairman. At the first
session a roaring row developed between the Hindus and the Moslem Ali brothers,
two mountainous men in flowing robes. Throughout the uproar Gandhi sat on his
chair on a dais, dissolved in helpless laughter, overwhelmed by the comical absurdity
of human nature. Not the intervention of the Chairman, but the sinking of the sun
eventually restored order. At the ordained moment the Ali brothers stopped short,
whirled round to face the appropriate direction and flopped down on their knees with
their foreheads in the dust. After the specified interval, up they jumped and launched
the row again, full roar, just where they had left off.

I later wrote a report on the Indian situation which was privately circulated among
British politicians. It made two main points: the first that we could stay in India as
long as we wished without so much trouble as some anticipated; Hindus and Moslems
were hopelessly divided; never had divide et impera been so easy, for it had happened
naturally. Further, if we did go, there would be bloodshed on a great scale. The first
point was proved by the ultimate division of the country. The second was tragically
proved when we left, and nearly a million were killed in the riot and massacre which
followed.

I'tried to put the economic problem in a nutshell with the phrase: India needs a mogul
with a tractor and a deep plough. After a study of Indian agriculture and the land
tenure system it was evident that starvation would be perennial until that great plain
was deeply ploughed and sown with cereals, but every form of social and religious
custom stood in the way. When a man died his holding was divided among his family
into small plots surrounded by low banks. These bunns were sacred and must not be
touched, so no plough could cross them. The peasants were scratching about inside
their plots with the wooden instruments they had used for millenia. The system of
zeminder land holding in Bengal was in some respects even worse. Add to this the
problem of the large population of sacred cows—cows with free feeding range, even
to eat vegetables off market stalls—and it is not difficult to observe the basic problem
of Indian economics. Nor was it hard to deduce that a far stronger government would
be required to cut through the tangle than anything the West at that time was able to
produce. Hence my remark about the mogul with the tractor; it is all too easy to
surmise who this may now be.

I studied Indian agriculture through the University of Rabindranath Tagore; it was

called Santiniketan, the abode of peace. Situated in the middle of the great plain, the
skyline encircled it on all sides like the inverted bowl of Persian poetry. Unfortunately
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the poet himself was in America, and [ never met him, but his family and assistants
were there in full strength. The study of agriculture by day mingled agreeably in the
evening with philosophic discussion. Indians were present who had graduated at
Oxford, the Sorbonne and Heidelberg, in fact, at practically every university of
Europe; European languages were fluently spoken. The discussions, sitting cross-
legged under a huge tree, chiefly touched Sanskrit, and were conducted in English by
a Swedish professor called Konnor, who had come specially for the purpose. After
dark, philosophy would yield to music and dancing. Musical instruments of four-
thousand-years-old design were played with a strangely haunting, plaintive appeal to
far-away memories. Then came the young women of the Tagore family to dance,
among them some of the most beautiful I have ever seen. Their faces, with perfect
Greek features, were whiter than the Europeans', white as fine ivory, their figures
sinuous perfection as they swayed to the rhythm of the age-old dance. There was no
purdah among them, but we never saw them except on these occasions.

I met most of the Indian politicians in due course; Jinnah the Moslem leader, who
seemed to me an able but cold and cynical lawyer: his long life dedicated to his cause
later belied my judgment. Das, the early Congress leader, another lawyer without
much regard for Hindu customs—he earned enormous sums, ate meat and drank
alcohol—seemed sincere and forceful in his political views. In the Nehru family I met
the distinguished father, Moltilal, but not the more famous son who later became
Prime Minister. He was probably serving his long novitiate in British jails; an
apparently indispensable preliminary to high office in the Commonwealth. These men
were highly intelligent, and also reasonable. It should surely have been possible to
arrange any necessary transition in due order, without the final panic-stricken
evacuation which caused so much bloodshed and left so much bitterness, even if we
had not the strength first to solve the economic question which is the real problem in
India, the looming tragedy behind all the chatter and posture of the demagogues, both
British and Indian.

This is not the place to discuss the present political and economic problems of India;
they must either be solved from within, or else from without under the overwhelming
pressure of material disaster. A truly Indian solution would require another Akbar, an
extraordinary genius of thought and action of the supreme Caesarean category. Akbar
had all the great qualities, the capacity for the most seductive persuasion linked to a
reluctant ability for ruthless action when all else failed, the extremes of gentle
sensitivity within the steel framework of statesmanship. His relations—as so often
happens— separated and exaggerated all the qualities which in him found such
exquisite harmony. The execrable Auraungzeb expressed his Moslem faith by cutting
off the heads of Hindu monuments in the same wanton spirit of childish, vicious
fanatacism which moved some early Christians to strike the heads from what they
considered the pagan idols of classic Greece. The heavy paw of the ignorant, bigoted
clown in not confined to one continent, the loutery is everywhere, always.

The other extreme in this same family was Shah Jehan, who created the Fort at Delhi,
an abode of enchantment. Situated on top of a hill, it was surrounded by a wall
roughly a mile long. Over the door the Shah had inscribed in Persian: 'If there be a
paradise on earth, it is here, it is here, it is here,' in reiterative ecstacy. He spent his
days in a pool containing forty niches in which he and thirty-nine wives sat neck-deep
in warm water while over them were sprayed forty different scents, one for each;
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between their feet swam a glittering variety of oriental fish with jewels round their
necks and tails, while into his hand was pressed wine in a goblet cut from a single
ruby. Sparkling waterfalls—iridescent from various coloured lights placed behind
them—rested their vision until dark, when boats of silver and golden hue conveyed
them to love trysts in pagodas again surrounded by the eternally scented waters. It
took just three generations of that way of life to turn the northern conquerors into
drivelling incapables; the hard ice melted into the slush of the plain. It was Schiller
who wrote that only the high gods could combine sensuous beauty of existence with
spiritual peace, which in his neo-Hellenic thinking could come only from the striving
of achievement and creation.

I developed a deep and abiding affection for India, and resolved to help in its difficult
problems if fate ever gave me the chance. Never has there been such a world of
contrast; the terrible suffering of the masses in the slums of Bombay and Bengal; the
abysmal poverty of millions gripped fast in old belief which denied the saving hand of
modern science; the shock of incidents such as the dwarf, part animal, part human,
tapping my leg when I was alone in the midst of a rather hostile Indian crowd, at the
behest of his wealthy and humorous owner, who led him with a chain round his neck
like a dog; the physical beauty of many Indian men and women, comparable with
anything on earth and illumined by a combination of inner goodness and of high and
fine intelligence; the Taj Mahal reflected in the water by moonlight—built by Shah
Jehan and set in a cadre of cypresses by Lord Curzon—a symbol of Indian beauty
rising from squalor and horror. India is a land of contrast, of ineffable beauty and of
darkest sorrow, a jewel of the world, which challenges mankind to save it.
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7-Youth and Age

MY first burst into full publicity occurred soon after my marriage, when I exuberantly
exploited the youth racket. It is true that I was tempted into it without quite realising
what [ was doing, nevertheless it was a silly business, and in the present period has
become sillier still. I was invited to become the first president of the newly formed
League of Youth and Social Progress. The founder was a smooth and smug little
Liberal, an agreeable and seductive fellow but typical of the middle-aged politicians
who in each generation exploit youth. They are particularly absurd when playing
young with creaking joints, for the pretence is obvious in men who were never
athletic even in their youth. I was not called upon to revive such performances,
because at twenty-three I thought for a period the war had ended all that for me. My
simple task was to deliver the inaugural address, and after the flattering invitation to
become its president, I felt I must do the League of Youth and Social Progress well. In
justice to my callow self I plead in mitigation that I had no idea of the publicity which
the performance would incur.

Amid the splurge of youthful demagogy one phrase in particular hit the headlines:
'"These old dead men with their old dead minds embalmed in the tombs of the past'. It
was indeed silly, but at least a more striking phrase than some of the dreary drip
which drifts at floodtide in the same direction nowadays. My entry into the House of
Commons at question time next day was assailed on all sides by lively mummies
indignantly flapping their funereal vestments. For the time being I had become highly
unpopular with everyone who had reached the years of discretion, and that meant the
great majority. I had become a pioneer of the modern racket, a champion of all whose
sole moral or intellectual asset is youth; a rapidly diminishing asset, but temporarily
protected and privileged by dubiety when time has not yet given opportunity to prove
either capacity or incapacity.

What is the truth of the matter in the light of fact and history? Is youth an advantage
or a disadvantage, or neither? I should at this point, of course, declare an interest, as
they say in the House of Commons. At the time of writing these lines I am just
seventy-one years of age. Yet I cannot say with Bernard Shaw: 'T am growing old and
my powers are waning, but so much the better for those who found me unbearably
brilliant when in my prime', because I am strongly conscious that my powers are not
waning but still waxing. My most competent professional advisers support me with
the information that my way of living and my family constitution should with
ordinary luck give me many more years at the height of my powers. Yet I do not feel
that my years separate me from youth. On the contrary my own life experience gives
me the liveliest sympathy with the young. Some of my best years were wasted by the
turgid suppression of elderly obscurantists who were generally proved wrong by
subsequent events. If men and women have ability it will be evident and available at
an early age, and should not only be encouraged but given full scope.

When Shaw wrote those ironic lines he was in process of conceiving by far the most
brilliant and profound work of his life. Perhaps in this respect thinkers and artists are
no guide to the life of action, for Goethe finished Faust II when he was over eighty
and Titian was doing some of his best work at nearly ninety; Tolstoy, Balxac, Picasso
and many other examples confound any claim to a monopoly of creative ability by
youth. Shaw again in his acute observation of the life of action had something
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apposite to say on this subject. The answer to the question whether it is better to be
young or old for the practical tasks of life depends mostly on your answer to the
further question —what do you want to do? You are becoming too old to be a ping-
pong champion at twenty, but in the view of Shaw you are much too young at eighty
to be a statesman. Somerset Maugham added: politician at forty, statesman at eighty.
As usual, Shaw's paradox contained and protected his underlying truth; the human
tragedy is that we all die just as we are getting a little sense. His answer was to live
longer and work later. But how? The answer still eludes us; yet we need not run away

from life by retiring at the height of the powers which even our present life span
affords.

It is clear that in certain specialised spheres of the mind, youth is as important as it is
in sport. I have heard an eminent physicist say that you cannot easily use the language
of modern electronics if you are over thirty, and for physics itself and the higher
mathematics the supple qualities and mental flexibility of youth appear to be a
considerable aid to invention. Yet the modern statesman who—in my own phrase—
'should live and work with scientists as the Medici lived and worked with artists',
requires altogether different qualities. His business is not to delve into the intricacies
of the process, but to judge its effective results and to co-ordinate them with the
results of other processes in a creative synthesis. This requires in supreme degree the
qualities of balance, harmony, judgment, acquired authority by long proof of
commanding capacity; attributes which are more usually associated with full maturity.

If we can see the organisation of the scientific state in the future as a pyramid in form,
the lower layers of the edifice will be occupied by the most highly specialised
departments and the apex by the most generally experienced intelligences which co-
ordinate the whole. Between the base of extreme specialisation and the apex of
general direction will be many layers, or storeys, of increasing co-ordination. At each
stage will be minds which can co-ordinate the work of the separate, specialised
departments immediately beneath, and their intelligence will become more general,
more dependent on judgment rather than narrow, specialised knowledge, as the
structure of organisation approaches the summit. This method of organisation, which I
first suggested long ago in The Alternative (1947) may well be remote from the final
form, but a world in which we overcome such absurdities as, for example, the
complete division then prevailing between psychological and endocrine research,
must surely evolve some such method of administration. When we contemplate these
possibilities it is not difficult to conceive different but beneficial uses for the diverse
qualities of youth and age at all levels.

In the present world this question of youth or age depends largely on whether
opportunity comes early or late. A few kings of genius, like Frederick the Great or the
two outstanding Swedes, had their opportunities early. Either heredity or revolution
may give the early chance. Bonaparte had opportunity early, in a revolutionary
situation which affords such men at all ages their opening. Yet it is not clear even then
whether early opportunity is in fact an advantage. Napoleon at Waterloo appears in
modern research to have been a burnt-out old man, although he was almost exactly
the same age as politicians now recommended by the parties to head government and
opposition as conspicuous examples of young statesmanship. It is comical to regard
Bonaparte at Rivoli in his twenty-seventh year, and all the bright boys who were
subsequently his marshals, and then to hear the present generation of heavily middle-
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aged politicians in Britain described as young. The youth cult they have done much to
promote could so easily be used against them, who have neither the athletic
appearance and quality of youth nor the dynamic capacities which in history have
often been found in old men of outstanding quality.

Would Bonaparte have done better if his opportunity had come later? Would he then
have avoided the egregious errors which destroyed him? There is much modern
evidence which suggests an affirmative answer. The mysterious process of maturity
appears in itself to achieve much. It is mysterious because it is indefinable; it is not
just the acquisition of experience, but rather an almost physical process like the
maturing of wine. Disraeli said: 'To the creative mind experience is less than nothing'.
Ideas may occur at all ages and quite independently of experience, particularly in
some spheres. But is it not equally true to say that experience aids the execution of
ideas?

The ideal combination is clearly energy and experience. So long as men in later life
retain their energy, the addition of experience or the strange process of maturity
makes them better than when they were young; normally much better men. It is true in
this event that a 'good old 'un is better than a good young 'un'. A man may either burn
out or rust at a very early age; he can burn out like Napoleon or rust out like some of
the drift we see around today. That depends on the stress of events or the way of life.
Hence the phenomenon recently observed in America, that a man may be old at forty
or be young at seventy-five; it is 'biological age', not 'chronological age' that counts.

It appears that very few modern statesmen can stand the strain of high office for more
than a few years. [ remember H. A. L. Fisher—then Minister of Education and later
author of A History of Europe—saying to me that Lloyd George was the only man he
knew who could physically remain on top of the volume of business flowing through
Downing Street at the end of the First War. L.G. was an extraordinary man and he
organised his life better than most politicians. They do not understand how to live
under strain, and have not trained themselves for their task. Their way of life is
mistaken, the nation's time and their health and energies are wasted in absurd
trivialities. A man in high office should surely live like an athlete in light training, and
should be completely dedicated to his mission. If he cannot even be serious for his
few years of supreme duty, he is a poor fish.

Leaving theory to look at proved facts, at what has actually happened in the modern
age, it is found that the old men have succeeded and the younger men have failed. For
example, Chancellor Adenauer, General de Gaulle and Chairman Mao, all have in
common only the factor of success. Adenauer was elected to high office for the first
time at nearly seventy-four, he retired at the age of eighty-eight after fourteen years of
power during which Germany rose from the depth to the height. Two years later at the
age of ninety he again decided the fate of the German government and the political
direction of his country. President de Gaulle at the time of writing is well advanced
through the seventies after a period of power which has witnessed the French
renaissance. Chairman Mao, also well into the seventies, at this point employs youth
within the steel frame of a disciplined army for the fiery purpose of continuous
revolution, and exhibits an extraordinary dynamism of age which for communist
better or human worse has passed through a test of hard experience without parallel in
the modern world. In their totally different fashions and extreme divergencies of
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policy these remarkable old men have all succeeded, though it should be freely
conceded that they have been greatly assisted by the young teams which they selected.
The recipe of success in the modern world has been a great old man, surrounded by a
brilliant young team.

What of the relatively young men who in this period have arrived early in power?
Two outstanding examples of completely different personalities and utterly divergent
policies are President Kennedy and Chancellor Hitler. A study of their characters and
methods belongs to history, but few will now claim that they succeeded in terms of
achieving the aims they declared. Where is national socialism? Where is American
power in its own hemisphere, which rested on the Monroe doctrine? Where is the
'new frontier'?—is it in Vietnam, where its author initiated large-scale military
intervention? These lives may or may not illustrate the German proverb—he who will
live in legend, must succumb in life—but in terms of achieved aims, whether good or
bad, neither of them can be compared with the older men just mentioned.

What of their immediate predecessors? Churchill was given power at a later age than
the present youth racket would admit to be proper. After all the strain of war, he was
generally reputed still to be going strong at eighty, and his way of life was certainly
not conducive to long physical endurance. In the First World War Clemenceau
formed his war-winning government at the age of seventy-six. On the other side,
Hindenburg emerged from retirement to win the decisive battle of Tannenberg which
temporarily saved his country, and died as the venerated President of Germany at the
age of eighty-eight. Where were the young men in this picture?

Gladstone and Palmerston roared into their eighties in creative and dynamic policies.
Lord Randolph Churchill's jibe that Gladstone was 'an old man in a hurry' turned out
to be just the ineffective attempt to put a brake on age by youth which then itself
failed. Gladstone was proved right in his drive for Irish Home Rule and other reforms
at the end of his life; the myopic efforts of all the younger mediocrities of British
politics to frustrate him cost Britain many years of bitter strife and incurred grave
dangers. It is surprising too in the nineteenth century to discover the advanced ages of
the three chief generals in the army which took Paris from the relatively youthful
leadership of France. Louis Napoleon suffered the same defeat at the hands of age as
his famous uncle in the campaign of 1812 when he was destroyed by Kutusov, who
was almost seventy.

Wellington in the statesmanship of his fashion was effective to a fine old age, at least
with physique and faculty entirely unimpaired by a strenuous but, by the standards of
his period, sober life. One of the most striking examples of all was provided by his
most valuable ally; Blucher at the age of seventy-three was down at the head of a
cavalry charge at Quatre Bras and had a division of his Prussians gallop over him,
only to rise and arrive two days later at the right time on the field of Waterloo. I was
gratified to receive from Germany some friendly letters of comparison with old
Blucher, when in a well-laid trap I went down under a Red mob in a street fight at the
age of sixty-six, but managed to rise and go straight to the platform to make the
speech they had intended to prevent. When we talk of the relative merits of youth and
age it is well to begin with a study of the facts. Both have their uses; what we need are
good men, old and young.
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These men should be given their chance as soon as possible, old or young, early or
late. It is another unfortunate fact of history and human nature that, apart from
inheritance and revolution, good men tend to get their chance late rather than early.
For example, a man much approved in age and much disapproved in youth was Sir
Winston Churchill. An old friend and contemporary of his—the Irish-American
sportsman, Ikey Bell—once said to me: 'The secret is to do what Winston did, live till
all the men who hate you are dead'. It was a long march for Winston Churchill to
become the tribal deity of the Tory Party from those early days when Lady Milner
described him as 'half an alien, and wholly undesirable'. Certainly in many of his best
years when he was generously inspired by some original ideas and had an ardent
passion for social reform, Sir Winston Churchill was excluded from power by as
tawdry an array of mediocrity as has ever dulled the English landscape. It would have
been better to use that talent for creation rather than for destruction.

Chatham in his very different character and incomparably different achievement
suffered the usual fate of great Englishmen. It was a long journey too from his classic
reply to Horace Walpole in the report of Dr. Johnson—'the atrocious crime of being a
young man which the Right Honourable gentleman has charged against me with such
decency and spirit [ will attempt neither to palliate nor deny, but will content myself
with wishing that I may be of those whose follies cease with their youth and not of
those who continue ignorant in spite of age and experience'—to the brief four years
toward the end of his life when, with the firm support of the mass of the English
people, he was permitted to save his country and to win for it a great Empire.
Jonathan Swift's penetrating dictum certainly applied to him: you may observe the
entry of a genius into the world when you see that 'all the dunces are in league against
him'. The same tendency may be discovered in the dramatic and turbulent history of
the classic world.

Personally I never found the least difficulty in dialogue with a different generation,
and learn with no inhibition of years from anyone with anything to tell me. Young
men and women should be consulted about their learning, which should relate to their
future lives. They should be treated as adult by universities—and by the law. The
present clash of age and youth seems to me one of the silliest misunderstandings in
contemporary nonsense. The war of generations is more foolish than the war of class,
for it has less reason. It is almost always the sign of some intellectual inadequacy on
one side or the other; at a certain level of intelligence the clash of generations simply
ceases to exist. Would two physicists at the age of twenty and fifty on the verge of a
new discovery decide they could not work together on account of the difference of
age? On the other hand, between complete illiterates the difference of a few years
seems to be all important. Primitives live in narrow little age compartments.

When [ was young some men in the older generation gave me the sense of being
eternal contemporaries. Lloyd George was many years older than I, but he always
made me feel we were of the same generation. Nowadays I feel contemporary with
many of the young and the angry when I discuss subjects of mutual interest with them.
At a certain level the difference in years makes no more difference than the colour of
the hair. People without intellectual interest are divided by the most ephemeral things,
like variations in contemporary fashion which in the course of a long life you see
come and go half a dozen times. What does it all matter? Bonaparte when he rode
alone across the bridge at Arcola was wearing hair down to his shoulders, but by the
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time of the Consulate he had it cropped short and brushed forward in pursuit of the
Roman cult. I happen to prefer the latter vogue and would wager it will now soon
return, but it does not much matter so long as men retain the qualities of manhood.
The heroism of Thermopylae was not dimmed by the previous evening spent in the
Spartan fashion of combing and even scenting their flowing locks. It was not long hair
which made the Cavaliers lose to the Roundheads, but a certain change in life attitude
resulting in an impetuous lack of discipline in the cavalry charge which rendered their
action less effective than the balance, poise and resolution of their immediate and
victorious predecessors, the Elizabethans.

What is wrong with our civilisation is that the best men are often either excluded
altogether until they are needed in some catastrophe or kept waiting for their chance
too long, which wastes not only their time but the vital assets of the nation. The
remedy is to provide a system which gives all men of ability progressive opportunity
from an early age, a chance which continues as long as their capacity endures. I
suggested in The Alternative some methods which can at least be more effective to
that end than the crude and wasteful process of setting the young against the old.
There is always room at the top in a well-ordered society, because the supply of men
with first-rate capacity is always too small. We must devise means to overcome the
obstructive opposition of the league of dunces, who have existed ever since it was
first suggested that men should leave the cave for the sunlight.

There seem two main reasons for the present cult of Peter Pan in politics. The first is
envy, and that is as old as time. Heraclitus said that all the citizens of Ephesus should
be hanged because through envy they prevented the saving of the state by the
emergence of eminent men. Goethe in his wise and modern fashion combated the
same vice of envy with the more effective weapon of wit in his epigram: 'the only
consolation of the dunce is that genius is not immortal'. I would put it rather
differently, and, of course, more modestly: old man, is the last gibe thrown by the
sterile at the creative. They hope that age will reduce everyone to their own impotence.
They are wrong; the great wines improve. Today we see the dull consoling themselves
with the thought that the bright are not immortal, even while they seek to emulate
them with the flattery of ineffective imitation. It was admiration rather than envy
which was the mark of great ages—'honneur aux maitres d'armes'; and still more in
modern terms to the masters of intellect and character. The desire to tear down all
excellence is the instinct of'Silenus and his long-eared band', whose excesses in the
last moments of decadence usually precede and even evoke renaissance among
peoples still capable of great thought and action.

The second reason for the urge to seek ever younger statesmen, until the cradle itself
is in danger of being ransacked, is surely due to the instinct to escape from a failing
society. The older men and also the bogus young of the present period become
discredited because they are trying to work policies doomed to failure. The remedy is
not to make Peter Pan Prime Minister, but to change the system. The whole present
process is particularly ridiculous at a moment when science is continually expanding
the effective life-span. In face of the historic examples already quoted, why deny
capacity to experienced men just at the moment when the scientific genius of the
modern world is much prolonging that capacity? The nonsense will pass with the hour
of crisis, and we shall return at least in serious matters to the Roman gravitas which
has been the imprimatur of all great periods. May this brief and rather dogmatic
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digression be some expiation for the folly of my own youth, a libation poured on the
statue of Peter Pan which was graciously and appropriately erected in Kensington
Gardens at the beginning of this epoch, soon after the manly exposure of Achilles in
Hyde Park had been decently veiled by petition of the ladies of Mayfair.

My young energies were soon given a more creative outlet by association with Lord
Robert Cecil. The ablest son of an outstanding Prime Minister, Lord Salisbury, he
embodied the mature, experienced and traditional wisdom of statesmanship, not only
in mind but in the physical presence of an age-old eagle whose hooded eyes brooded
on the follies of men, while they still held the light of a further and beneficent vision.
I was first attracted to him by my sharp difference with the government of the day
concerning the unnecessary risking of British lives in Russia. Cecil was also
prominent in new ideas of social and industrial reform—such as co-partnership and
profit-sharing—in which I warmly and actively supported him. Our policies in this
sphere anticipated almost exactly in form and by some forty years in time proposals
which were regarded as most revolutionary when advanced in the 1960s by the
progressive thinkers who were announced as the young lions of Liberalism.
'Participation' is the latest version.

Most important of all to me were Lord Robert Cecil's constructive efforts to secure
the peace of Europe and of the world in his advocacy of the League of Nations; early
in 1920 I began actively to assist him in his work. Peace was throughout my
overriding passion, and the League of Nations was the first and last effective and
disinterested effort to secure peace by comprehensive international action. It was well
conceived for that period, because the organisation consisted of similar peoples
capable of acting together and voluntarily undertaking certain obligations of
international law in accord with their own traditions. On the withdrawal of America it
became in practical effect a European organisation for the maintenance of world
peace. Finally we shall see that the League was wrecked by lack of will in statesmen
rather than by defects in the machinery.

The first task which began in the company of Lord Robert remained the continuing
struggle to extricate our country from Mr. Churchill's adventures. I could never be
called a pacifist, because I was ready to meet the test offered in the First World War,
and later when I believed it to be necessary to meet violence with self-defence in
order to save free speech in Britain; I then organised the Blackshirt movement and
achieved this object. But through my whole political life I have been strongly opposed
to the sacrifice of British lives in any but a British quarrel. This attitude was clearly
summarised in two of my speeches opposing the adventure in Mesopotamia, now
called Iraq. They were made after Bonar Law's government was formed in 1922, by
which time Mr. Churchill had lost his seat in Parliament; he had been the Ministerial
champion of the policy when I had opposed it in the company of Lord Robert Cecil. I
still opposed it when it was taken over by Bonar Law's government, of which Lord
Robert became a member in circumstances which will be explained. The personal
relations in that period were complex and variable, but my political themes were
consistently pursued and these speeches were a typical example from a protracted
controversy.

Though as always determined to extricate our country from military commitments
which did not serve British or European interests, I should now take a more realistic
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view of oil necessities than I did then. It would in any case have been wiser to have
developed the oil which was subsequently discovered in our own Empire, of which
the geological survey had still been neglected even by 1939. My main charge against
government in this period was that they were always running round the world looking
after the business of every people except their own. When they finally woke to the
importance of the British Empire which could have supplied all their needs with
forethought and plan, they threw it away as a present to anarchy in a panic at the
weakness to which their extraneous errors had reduced our country. My speeches at
least attempted to call a halt to these adventures and to concentrate attention on the
interests of our own people.

Speaking on February 15, 1923, I referred to our position in Iraq and observed that
'the matter has been flung, as all difficult and insoluble problems are flung, to the
League of Nations. It is curious that the League of Nations is never invoked to stop
the favourite wars of statesmen,; it is only invoked to stop those wars of which they
are getting rather tired.' I then developed one of my main themes, that if we allowed
the matter to drift on we should be faced with the alternative of fighting a disastrous
war, entailing immense expenditure in lives and money, or of withdrawing with grave
loss of prestige.

I often reverted in later years to the argument that it was foolish to scatter universal
pledges of support, and dishonourable then to honour only those which suited our own
interest: the principle of a selective honouring of binding pledges. Many years later in
the much larger sphere of the 1939 war with Germany I stated exactly the same
principle and made the same charge: our statesmen had gone to war with Germany
and sacrificed many lives to honour a pledge foolishly given to Poland, while later
they sat back supinely while Russia permanently subjugated Poland. This tragedy
could arise again in our time if we were called upon to fight a world war in support of
pledges lightly given in Asia, which I have opposed for the same reasons in recent
years.

When taunted in 1923 with advocating scuttle I retorted that recent experience had
shown everyone was in favour of scuttle in the end. The question was when to scuttle,
before or after the row began. There was nothing so detrimental to national prestige as
being full of bluff and bluster until you got into a difficulty and then quietly climbing
down. 'It is possible to walk downstairs with some grace and dignity of one's own free
will, but it is impossible to be kicked downstairs with grace or dignity." In the present
recurrence of history these remarks apply to our situation East of Suez today.

I then drew attention to warnings from soldiers as eminent as Sir Henry Wilson and
General Robertson and reminded the House of 'the fate of those Empires which have
endeavoured in the past to maintain enormous commitments in far-flung territories
with inadequate force'. Our 'small and scattered forces in Iraq and throughout the
world' were endangered by this policy and our home defence was jeopardised by the
absence in Iraq of essential air squadrons. We were taking 'the gravest risk in this
matter of our air defence' and in addition were squandering resources in these remote
adventures which were urgently needed for education, health and housing at home.

I denounced statesmen 'whose eyes are averted from the destruction which their
blunders since the war have caused in their own country, who can regard with tranquil
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gaze the seething cauldron of European politics'. Their eyes were 'fixed on eastern
deserts' and they had scant sympathy with many of their fellow-countrymen who
'have to live with starvation' and are 'familiar with sorrow and anguish'. If they
continued to 'burden industry with these colossal commitments' they would risk 'a
collapse of the finances of the country'. In these parliamentary fights I first followed
the lead of Lord Cecil, and later continued alone in support of principles whose
consistent service has brought me many a battle and caused me many a trouble.

The principle object of our attack was always Mr. Churchill, main protagonist of these
policies. This produced many vehement clashes between him and Lord Robert in
which Mr. Churchill was usually victorious. However, on one occasion Lord Robert
scored heavily with a slight adaptation of Dryden's well-known lines on Buckingham:
Stiff in opinion, always in the wrong

Was everything in turn, but nothing long

And in the course of one revolving moon

Was scribbler, painter, statesman and buffoon.

Even before my association with Lord Robert Cecil in the work of the League of
Nations and the fight against Mr. Churchill's adventures, I had been invited by his
elder brother Lord Salisbury to become Secretary of an organisation he had formed,
called the 'People's League for Economy'. This was in 1919 and it brought me in close
contact with this remarkable family. A number of visits to Hatfield were required at
that time to further the people's cause. It was a sound concept by any standard, as the
profligacy of the Coalition Government, both in the wild expenditure of public money
and the sale of public assets at knock-down prices, often to dubious political
characters, had become a public scandal. The day-to-day administration of this
League, which was rapidly successful in a minor fashion, was too much to combine
with my parliamentary duties, so I suggested to Lord Salisbury that it should have a
whole-time salaried secretary under my general supervision. He concurred, and asked
me to find a suitable man.

After a visit to the Oxford Union it occurred to me that its President was just the man.
He was very bright indeed, and his name was Leslie Hore-Belisha. During this period
there was a succession of particularly brilliant Presidents of the Oxford Union, mostly
derived from the war generation, culminating in the triumvirate of Guedalla, Hore-
Belisha and Beverley Nichols. The last was eventually lost to politics down the
garden path, after writing some charming things about me in some summer-house en
route; the first was gained for literature after a period in the miasma of contemporary
liberalism; Belisha alone went forward to a spectacular political career. Although he
was some years older than I was, and a major returned from war service, he was
younger in status, as I was an M.P. and he was still busy taking his degree and
presiding at the Union. Directly he graduated I invited him to organise the People's
League for Economy.

That staid organisation was an unsuitable frame for his volatile talents, for Belisha
was in every respect the opposite of the cautious, calculating, steady and sober
character which is supposed to be the attribute of his race; like several outstanding
Jews, notably Lassalle and Trotsky, he was dashing to a degree, even reckless. At that
time he lived well and hard, and in conversation was brilliantly amusing. His
association with the Church and rectitude in the House of Cecil did not last long. The
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occasion of the break was my error in asking him to accept an invitation from the
enterprising Vicar of the City Temple church to speak from his pulpit after lunch. It
was reported to me afterwards by some of his young friends that he began with a side-
splitting parody of the parsonic demeanour in the words: 'Rising as I do in this
hallowed spot, my only regret is that I have neither the clerical voice nor yet the
clerical manner'. The oration was interrupted at this point with a resounding hiccough
and was necessarily brought to a premature conclusion. This did not go at all well
with Lord Salisbury, and he departed from the People's League in a cloud of dust.

At this period of his life Hore-Belisha was 'living it up', a tendency which continued
even after his entry into the House of Commons, where it marred some of his early
speeches. It is greatly to his credit that he subsequently pulled himself together and
drove forward with cool and sober will to achieve for a period the heights of political
success. My last intimate discussion with him was due to a curious accident. We had
taken a seaside house in Normandy, and went into neighbouring Deauville at the
weekend. 1 visited the casino to see for the first time the celebrated Greek syndicate in
action, and was surprised to find that their principal challenger at the big table was
Hore-Belisha. He explained to me in the intervals of this desperate encounter that he
had been left a considerable sum of money by some relation and meant for better or
worse to put his whole fortune to the test that evening. He was quite sober.

I watched, fascinated by the drama, throughout the night. He invited me to supper at
six o'clock in the morning, after rising from the table with three times the fortune he
had staked. I urged him to leave Deauville next day and never to return. I never
gamble myself, because I find so much in life more interesting, but the next weekend
I returned to the casino to see if there were any comparable drama; there was, it was
Hore-Belisha again. He emerged at dawn without a penny, and this time I invited him
to supper. He was very cheerful, and explained that if he had retained that fortune he
would have been tempted never to do a stroke of work and just to have a good time.
Max Beaverbrook had offered him a job at a large salary as his chief political
columnist, and now he was going to accept, it would be the making of him. I admired
both his fortitude and his philosophy.

Our paths did not cross again until his disaster, when as Secretary of State for War he
was driven from office by troubles in 1940. It was a personal sorrow to rne that our
organisation previously played a part in that assault, as years before I had much liked
him, but it would have been a denial of public duty to prevent it. Afterwards I saw
him only once again, and he looked at me with eyes of sad reproach. Public life is too
often laden with these 'tears of things'. We were friends though we had a different
attitude to life. He was always surprised and rather envious of my automatic decision
in favour of purpose before pleasure in the bitter choice which is often necessary.

My mishap with the appointment of Hore-Belisha as Secretary to Lord Salisbury's
People's League did not deter his brother Lord Robert Cecil from inviting me to act as
Parliamentary Secretary to the League of Nations' Union, a large organisation which
he had established with considerable financial assistance from Lord Cowdray to
support his ideas for the promotion of the League of Nations. I accepted, and was
much occupied with this task in the summer which followed my marriage and
honeymoon in May 1920. We had rented the agreeable Downshire house at
Roehampton, and I used to go up every day to the L.N.U. office at 15 Grosvenor
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Place in the morning and most evenings during the week to Parliament as well.
Cimmie about the same time became active in the affairs of the English-Speaking
Union. It was a happy summer.

I was attracted to Lord Robert Cecil by his fine character and by a rare combination of
the practical and the ideal in his thinking. The concept of the League of Nations was
well thought out. It sought peace by practical means, without any impairment of the
national sovereignties which were still dominant, and provided a machinery not only
to maintain peace but if necessary to enforce it. In addition to all the mechanism of
conciliation and arbitration which could anticipate grave disputes and attempt
settlement in the early stages, the decisive Article 16 provided very effective means
for international action against any deliberate aggressor. The League of Nations was
then not only a homogeneous body but also rested on the reality that every member
was an established and a considerable country. Like all good ideas it could, of course,
be made ridiculous by exaggeration to the point of absurdity, as we have seen after the
Second World War in the United Nations, which in the General Assembly accords to
a barbarous new country with a few hundred thousand inhabitants equal weight with
Britain, France, America or Russia. The veto of the great countries in the Security
Council is a purely negative power.

It is curious how many of the best ideas of the 1920s meet their reductio ad absurdum
in the 1960s. This is perhaps characteristic of one of those recurrent periods of
decadence from which happily the great peoples of Europe have always shown a
striking capacity suddenly to recover in response to the challenge of necessity. In all
things there is a just mean, and the League of Nations at that time held a fair
equilibrium between falling into the dictatorship of a few great powers and the present
relapse into a modern tower of Babel. It was a well-devised piece of machinery, but
like all other mechanism depended on human operation. The essential ingredient of
will in statesmanship was lacking from the League of Nations.

The League was eventually wrecked for all practical purposes in 1923 by Mussolini,
who had a dangerous surplus of the quality which was so deficient in other statesmen.
I remember then making an angry and most offensive speech about him to the effect
that he had triumphed like a drunken motor-car driver, not by reason of his own skill
but because all sober people had been concerned to get out of his way. In fact this
bellicose utterance covered the retreat of pusillanimous supporters of the League. [
had been all for action, and so to do him justice was Lord Robert Cecil. I do not know
if Mussolini was aware of that speech at the time, as he followed debates in other
countries fairly closely, but he was probably unaware of the action I desired to take,
and we never discussed it when I subsequently knew him; by that time in any case it
was an old story. To tell it we must again anticipate events a little. The consideration
of subject is sometimes in conflict with strict chronology, but all these incidents
happened within the first lustrum of the twenties.

After the election of 1922, when Lord Robert and I had parted, he to re-enter the
Conservative Government and I to continue in opposition after refusing to accompany
him, I remained on good terms with him and had some part in the remarkable events
which virtually destroyed the League of Nations. It was in the summer of 1923 that
Mussolini took a risk, when he had not the power to blow over a house of cards. He
got away with it because those who had the power lacked courage. Mussolini shelled
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the island of Corfu and killed a number of people under the British flag. At that time
Lord Robert was at a session of the League of Nations in Geneva, Mr. Baldwin was at
Aix-les-Bains on his customary holiday to take the waters, and I was at my customary
holiday in Venice to enjoy more varied fare. The Venetian scene was affected to some
extent by the general atmosphere because some festive young Blackshirts had swum
out to an English yacht in the harbour and affixed a bomb which did considerable
damage, but by luck rather than precaution, injured none of the occupants. This is not
the place to revive the origin of the quarrel—I knew then little and cared less about
Mussolini, his Blackshirts or Fascism—but to recall that for me as a young English
M.P. the conduct of the Italian leader and his supporters appeared an outrage. This
was the time, if ever, to move the application of Article 16 at Geneva and once and
for all to establish the authority of the League.

I left Venice at once for Geneva, where I found Cecil in a considerable state of
indignation and already disposed to take action. I added what fuel I could to the flame,
for this seemed our best possible chance to affirm the rule of law in international
affairs. Mussolini had only recently come to power and had no adequate armed forces,
his finances were weak and the lira was tottering. If Article 16 had been applied it
would probably not have been necessary to do more than to secure the return of his
ambassadors from the country of every League member, which would at once have
caused the crash of the Italian currency. In my contemporary judgment and in my
subsequent appraisal of his character, after some opportunity to study it, he would
have been much too realistic in a weak position to challenge overwhelming force once
it firmly confronted him. For my part I was quite prepared to go further, and move for
sanctions, which in those conditions would have been effective. We had every
prospect of a rapid and spectacular victory for the League which would have justified
this new machinery for the maintenance of world peace, to whose creation such long
and arduous effort had been devoted. We had a rare opportunity firmly to establish the
authority of the new institution and the rule of law. Nothing was needed except
human will, but that was entirely lacking.

Cecil decided at once to travel to Aix-les-Bains, while I remained at Geneva. He was
going to ask Baldwin for authority to move Article 16. Quickly he returned in much
dejection. He had found the pitiful figure of the Conservative leader complacently
immersed in the soothing waters, showing scant interest in international events.
Damper even than usual, the feeble flame of that spirit had scarcely flickered at the
news that people under the British flag had been killed by what appeared to us an act
of international piracy. Baldwin made to Cecil the incredible reply that he must use
his own judgment at Geneva and do what he thought fit. The Prime Minister of
Britain would take no decision, and would bear no responsibility. Lord Robert Cecil
was not prepared to go ahead on his own, though the outcome of taking the risk might
well have made him Prime Minister. His life work would have been crowned in the
triumph of the League, which was more important to his honest nature, but inevitably
his own political position would thereafter have been so impregnable that it must have
rallied all who combined the desire for clean politics with the will to action.

This will was not available, because in such men it is only aroused by intense emotion.
They were then reluctant to establish the authority of the League by an act of cold will
fortified by the calm calculation that they had every prospect of victory and their
opponent had none. Yet men of this kind in 1939 in a condition of white-hot emotion
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were prepared to risk their country, their Empire, the life of Europe and of world
civilisation, when by any cool calculation all the odds were against them. They
missed their chance when it was easy, and took it when it was desperate; but at what a
cost. Strong moral feelings are certainly necessary to great action, but they should be
exercised with realism. We need the heart of fire but the brain of ice.

All that mattered to me at the time was the maintenance of peace and the devising and
establishment of practical machinery to serve that supreme end. My part was to fight
for my cause, which was the League, to stand by my friends and play for my side.
Lloyd George was my first target, because he abrogated the machinery of the League
in favour of his own method of using the smaller and more mobile body of the
Supreme Council of the great powers. It is, of course, always easier to decide and act
in a small body of able men representing great powers, but in the long run it is not so
effective in mobilising the opinion of mankind for peace. Lloyd George never had
much grasp of deep principle and in practice had endured for years an extraordinary
experience of obstruction in national and international affairs; consequently he
favoured the Supreme Council in his feverish search for rapid action. This appeared to
me to undermine the authority of the League. My object above all was to establish the
comprehensive authority of the League in place of the old balance of power which
divided Europe and risked recurrent war.

The particular mixture of reason and vitriol which was my recipe in that period is
illustrated by a speech I made in the House in February 1922. I reinforced my
argument in favour of the League and against Lloyd George's 'method of slipshod
conference' in the Supreme Council with a satirical attack on the Prime Minister
which evoked much laughter at his expense and much indignation at my impudence. |
remarked on his 'state of a Roman emperor' at conferences in the villa of his
millionaire Parliamentary Secretary, Sir Philip Sassoon, where he could be 'regaled in
the evening with the frankincense of admiring friends', and the 'abrasions of
controversy could be soothed' by a 'liberal application of precious ointment from the
voluptuous Orient'.

In serious argument I agreed with the Prime Minister that some countries were
'threatening the peace of Europe, because they fear the aggression of others. Fear is
the most potent factor today in the disturbance of peace. There are only two ways of
alleviating that fear, one by a strong League of Nations which can guarantee the peace
of the world and can guarantee countries against aggression, the other way by these
entangling alliances to which the Rt. Hon. Gentleman is now about to commit the
country.' I concluded by advocating that a comprehensive guarantee for all the
principal powers in the League of Nations should be constituted under the Covenant
of the League as an alternative to the old system of the balance of power which was
responsible in large part for the catastrophe of the immediate past. We should move
on to a 'new order and conception of the world which originated as the result of so
great a sacrifice'.

My passion was peace, and I pursued it through any means which seemed the most
effective. The way of the League was the opposite to the fatal division of Europe,
caused by the traditional doctrine of the balance of power, which in my view had been
deeply responsible for the First World War. This concept and its protagonists must be
attacked with every weapon the debater carried. Some of these weapons of sarcasm
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and invective may seem inimical to the proper effect of the more reasoned and
constructive passages in my speeches, but I had been educated in a tough school of
debate. We shall see in the next chapter the origin of the development and ruthless use
of these weapons, which alone won me a quiet hearing for my constructive argument.
It was necessary by sarcasm and invective to establish among interrupters a certain
fear of the retort, which was reinforced when they knew they would be selected
personally for some wounding comments. I was not at fault in the beginning of this
situation, for I had begun purely with the method of reason, but I was to blame in the
flush of my youthful success for using these weapons too frequently and too roughly
when I discovered their potency.

Sir Philip Sassoon was one of the butts of this speech in February 1922 because he
was rather a joke among the younger generation for serving Lloyd George as Private
Secretary in peace directly after he had served during the war in the same capacity to
General Haig at G.H.Q. in France. Sassoon was in many ways a most engaging and
obliging fellow whose amiable idiosyncracy was to entertain the great, the bright and
the fashionable. I first saw my second wife Diana at a ball at his magnificent
establishment in Park Lane several years after this speech. She looked wonderful
among the rose-entwined pillars of the 'voluptuous Orient' as the music of the best of
orchestras was wafted together with the best of scents through air heavy laden with all
Sassoon's most hospitable artifices. Her starry blue eyes, golden hair and ineffable
expression of a Gothic madonna seemed remote from the occasion, but strangely
enough not entirely inappropriate.

The last occasion I saw Sassoon was one evening at supper at Lady Cunard's, years
later in the thirties. I was alone with her in the drawing-room when the Prince of
Wales entered, followed by Mrs. Simpson, Mr. Simpson and Sir Philip Sassoon. It
was a little awkward because Sassoon himself was a Jew, and I was at that time
engaged in a violent clash with certain Jewish interests. The quarrel had nothing to do
with anti-semitism, it was concerned with the possibility of a second world war if a
boycott of German trade were organised. The Sassoons were not connected with the
agitation, and in any case both he and I knew how to be polite on delicate occasions.
The superlative manners of the Prince was unconscious of all such things.

In this same speech of February 8, 1922, I baited Lloyd George for the failure of the
conference at Cannes, when Briand fell from power immediately after playing golf
with the British Prime Minister. This incident illustrated one of those occasions when
English and French do not well understand each other. We are accustomed to the
portly figures of elderly statesmen posturing in front of photographers in a pretence to
play games at which they are obviously inept. The British may see through the
pretence, but they feel it is endearing, a flattering tribute to our national idiosyncracies.
The French take a sharper and more realistic view which, translated from their Latin
urbanities into our Anglo-Saxon crudities, runs roughly as follows: 'We have paid
these old fools to conduct the affairs of nations, not to lose time looking silly on the
golf-links'. Briand was getting the worst of the game of golf—and of the
conference—in the match with L.G. It was enough; he disappeared.

I also defended Lord Robert Cecil's alliance with the former Liberal Foreign Secretary,

Lord Grey of Failodon, who in private opinion I always found a singularly tedious
and ineffective figure. It is true that I met him rarely; at the time he was being cast for
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a central part he was away bird-watching in Northumberland, and from my short
experience of him I felt it was better that the birds rather than England should
continue to enjoy his company. Lord Robert Cecil, however, liked him as much as he
detested Lloyd George, and did all the work while Grey watched the birds. They may
have fixed up some act between them of Cincianatus Grey being recalled from the
plough or the gulls which follow it, for the classic performance of the disinterested
figure who has to be persuaded to return from the calm beauty of nature to the ugly
turmoil of politics.

The intrigues became quite febrile, and Grey was certainly aware of them. I remember
at the time a meeting being arranged in my house between Robert Cecil and Arthur
Henderson to discuss a political combination under Grey for the defeat of the
Coalition under Lloyd George. This meeting was of course never publicised, but the
manoeuvres became well known and on one occasion were splashed in the Press
under the headline: 'Grey Whigs on the green benches'. Henderson appeared
interested, but Lansbury and others of the Labour Left were strongly against. Cecil by
himself would have been much more generally acceptable than in the company of
Grey. It seemed to me a strange complex that he should desire the shelter of this name,
for he was in every respect ten times the man Grey was, and his relatively advanced
ideas of social reform together with the considerable international standing acquired
by his able and ardent advocacy of the League made a far wider appeal.

Lloyd George rather than Grey was the man who might have made the League work
and have fulfilled all our hopes, if he had been won for the idea. I did not know him at
that time, as I never met him until after he ceased to be Prime Minister. He was
detested by all the outstanding Conservative, Liberal and Labour supporters of the
League, and it may well be that he felt this solid block of hatred closed to him the

door of League policies and impelled him to his own methods in the Supreme Council,
which [ felt so strongly at the time were destructive. Yet he could have made the
League work, with his dynamic energy and consummate political skill.

Lloyd George evinced some emotion in domestic politics but gave scant indication of
deep moral feeling, either in impulse or inhibition. It was this lack combined with the
general incompatibility of temperament which separated him from men like Cecil,
whose cause might have been brought to success if they had worked together. It has
been one of the tragedies of our time that the good have so often been divorced from
the dynamic. The ideal, of course, is the union of these qualities in one character, but
that is rare. The English aristocracy in this period detested Lloyd George, who in
tragic paradox was the only man who might have realised their fine ideals. This was
true of all the men with whom I was then associated: the two Cecils, Henry Bentinck,
Aubrey Herbert, Godfrey Locker-Lampson and, until his premature death, Mark
Sykes.

Why did they so hate and distrust Lloyd George? His faults were obvious, and so to
any insight were their origin. What did they matter in comparison with his
extraordinary capacity to get things done, if he were under the right influence, aimed
in the right direction? There was no doubt of his genuine desire to build an enduring
peace, it was his methods which were in question. Yet it is surely possible in
retrospect to realise a little of what he was up against, and to understand that he could
never have achieved his results without methods somewhat foreign to their narrow
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rectitude, which was fortified by an established, an hereditary position. 'The little
Welsh attorney' in the First World War often had the rigid obscurantism of an
obsolete General Staff against him, sustained by the support of the Crown. He and the
troops won the war in spite of them. Churchill in the Second World War came from a
very different milieu and was aided by memories of the first; he had none of these
disadvantages. He was not obliged to pass through the struggle of his ancestor of
genius to attain his triumph.

Marlborough, like Lloyd George, had to make many bricks without straw, to manage
the Crown with the aid of his wife, to manoeuvre an often hostile political situation at
home, to handle obtuse and intractable allies, to intrigue by devious means in order to
free his capable hands for great action. It is lamentable that such men should be
placed in such a position, but this is a familiar situation in British history. Macaulay
could write of Marlborough: 'At twenty he sold his vigour and his beauty, and at sixty
his glory and his genius'. But it may be asked whether in the conditions of his time
John Churchill would have emerged from obscurity, or the will of England would
ever have been imposed on Louis XIV, if his methods had not been a trifle
unorthodox. The rigid old Whig's ultimate understanding of life's realities may have
led him finally to exclaim as he stood in front of Kneller's portrait of Marlborough
after his terrific denunciation: 'Yet I can never gaze with equanimity into John
Churchill's cold, sad eyes'. It was well that Marlborough's reputation in the end was so
ably defended by his descendant Winston Churchill, who curiously at least to
superficial observation differed from him in every particular of character. The
descendant was in personal dealings conspicuously honest, warm of nature, impulsive,
emotional, swayed by passion to a dangerous degree in his assessment of men and
situations. The ancestor was ice-cold, realistic, coolly calculating, but deeply
dedicated to great purposes of supreme benefit to his country. He was the Englishman
who alone in the company of Chatham could match the two great Latins, Caesar and
Napoleon, or the Teutonic genius of the two Fredericks, Hohenstaufen and
Hohenzollern, on the dusty plain of action.

It is difficult even now to analyse what was the trouble between the best characters in
English politics and Lloyd George. Probably it is true that at some point he sold
honours, but he might have replied in his own terms that if the Huguenot King Henri
IV could say "Paris is worth a mass', he could be forgiven for tossing a few worthless
plutocrats into a political museum he had always despised, if this could secure for him
the means to break free from reaction and to solve the unemployment and housing
problem. They shuddered when it was reported to them that Lloyd George's P.P.S.,
Sir William Sullivan, had walked into the Athenaeum after gaily performing a lightly
delegated duty, observing that he had just 'made another two bloody bishops'; but they
should have understood the fellow was a bit uncouth. There was already talk about the
women, but some of the venerated pillars of the Constitution like Wellington and
Palmerston had already forestalled L.G. in that sphere, and many of their favourite
friends were at the same time quietly, unobtrusively surpassing him. Was it then just a
question of manners, class, an attitude to life, a deep incompatibility of temperament?
Whatever it was, it weighed with them more than all Lloyd George's dynamism and
his potential of immense service to the cause of peace to which they were genuinely
dedicated. They buttoned up their prim little overcoats against the chill of Lloyd
George's methods, while their country and Europe caught pneumonia from the icy
blast of the next war.
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I may be unfair, and it may be true that they had previously made efforts to work with
such men which had proved impossible; but I suspect that the emotions, complexes
and personal prejudices of the old aristocracy cost this country dear in the days when
their influence was still often decisive. They should have forgiven Lloyd George's
minor faults, and have embraced his genius to use it for fine ends. Great affairs cannot
afford the luxury of emotions. To be divided from men who can have value by reason
of their imperfections is to misunderstand the world, which is imperfect.

The character of the Cecils was a strange and interesting phenomenon of English life.
The subtle political wisdom of their Elizabethan ancestor still lived in some degree
among them, and I learnt much from the inner discussions of this association. Yet
there was a febrile quality in their action which must surely have been absent from the
massive calm inherent in the practical achievement of the Tudor period. Particularly
was this noticeable in Lord Hugh Cecil, who in some respects was the most brilliant
among these three sons of the great Prime Minister. His religious convictions
traversed and permeated his whole political being, and they were dragged into the
most inappropriate occasions. I never read a letter by him to The Times, illuminating
such a dry-as-dust subject as Free Trade, without apprehending that it would conclude
quite irrelevantly with 'To hell with the Pope', expressed, of course, in his delicate and
indeed exquisite phraseology. His intellect was entirely mastered by his emotions, if
someone inadvertently touched one of the key-controlling buttons of his complex
mechanism.

Lord Robert in his saintly personality and in the high endeavour of his politics
represented probably the last attempt for a long time to make the contemporary world
sensible, humane and civilised, a world of well-arranged peace. He was nearly a great
man, and he was certainly a good man; possibly as great a man as so good a man can
be. There is something in a basic concept of Greek thought, stressed by the neo-
Hellenists, that an element of the Dionysian is necessary as counter-point to the
Apollonian in the perfect harmony of creative nature. Lord Robert too suffered in
some degree from the inhibiting emotions which should never intrude in action. When
the emotions were touched, plain sense was liable to fly out of the window. It is
always sad to see such minds clouded by feelings irrelevant to great purpose,
deflected from practical achievement by the triviality of personal likes and dislikes. It
is a common condition in these delicate aristocratic constitutions which cannot easily
endure the dual strain of thought and action.

At the other extreme of politics Lord Russell's combination of clear vision with a
tendency to emotion dims the clarity of his thought in the moment when effective
action is possible. In so many cases of brilliant men the fine motor of the intellect is
wrecked directly it enters the rough field of action, because the chassis of physical
constitution and concomitant will-power is not strong enough to sustain it. This is the
basic reason why so few who can truly be described as intellectuals are effective in
the world of action. Calm deserts them in the moment of decision when it is most
required. Mr. Asquith was nearly right in his telling epigram about the Cecils: "They
can never make up their minds until they have lost their tempers'.

This psychology was the exact opposite of the character and temperament of the

masters of successful action. For instance, authoritative comment on the nature of
Julius Caesar notes the entire absence of feeling or passion in serving his overriding
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purpose. He would sit calmly at dinner with a false friend who he knew had recently
been plotting against him—even to encompass his death —if he could again be won
over and could be used for present purpose.

Shaw's sensitive insight into such natures portrays this character in his fascinating
play, which is surrealist in the true sense of the word. Caesar offers his arm to
Cleopatra to escort her to a dinner party, knowing that the assassin she has prompted
has already been quietly eliminated, and explains that there is no bad feeling because
the point at which she would betray him had always been foreseen and was
consequently forestalled. This extreme of icy, brutal but effective realism was the
opposite pole to the temperament of the Cecils. They had little contact with the hard
world of action, even in its relatively gentle, modern forms. The Elizabethan forebear
must have been different, but those were rougher days.

In past and present we can see how big a part is played in these grave matters by the
personal feelings and trivial emotions of statesmen. In my view the truth probably lies
between Marx's materialist conception of history, in which economic forces alone are
decisive, and the view that personal relations can be all-important. At this time it was
certainly true that much might have happened if Cecil's dislike of the dynamic Lloyd
George and liking for the ineffectual Grey had been reversed. These 'elective
affinities' may be all very well in love affairs, but they are all wrong in statesmanship.
Greater men, of more balanced character, further vision and firmer will would have
overcome this incompatibility of temperament and used Lloyd George's driving force
in service to their fine ideals. There have been men in history capable of this higher
wisdom. The petulant passions of these nervous aristocrats divided them from all real
possibility of attainment. When they looked at Lloyd George they should have
ignored small things in the high Elizabethan fashion of their own tradition, and have
said with Carlyle in his defence of Byron and Burns: "When the ship returns to
harbour with the hull battered and the rigging torn, before we assess the blame of the
pilot, before we award the Verdict of posterity, let us pause to enquire whether the
voyage has been twice round the world or to Ramsgate and the Isle of Dogs'. The
immaculate state is easier for the sterile than for the creative.
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8- Thelrish Question

Moral feeling is essential but emotion is disastrous in great affairs: this was the sum
of my early experience. Ireland in the autumn of 1920 evoked intense moral feeling. |
felt that the name of Britain was being disgraced, every rule of good soldierly conduct
disregarded, and every decent instinct of humanity outraged. These strong feelings
can be judged on the facts presented to me at a time when I and my friends had
advocated the granting of Home Rule to Ireland with Dominion status, and found
instead that a special auxiliary force had been recruited, nominally to maintain order,
but in reality—as we were soon convinced—to break the spirit of the Irish people by
systematic terror reinforced with full licence to commit individual crimes.

Generally I had opposed government policies on practical grounds, in speeches which
both preceded and followed this moral breaking point in 1920. My recurrent theme
was that we should conserve our resources for the benefit of our own people and the
development of our own country and Empire, and should refrain from extraneous
adventures which exhausted our means and jeopardised those ends. This line I
followed consistently until it brought me to the final clash in 1939. It was in origin an
essentially practical viewpoint, a pragmatic concept of the interests of my own
country. It entered the moral sphere only when the loss of British lives was threatened
in addition to the dissipation of British substance, because this touched the deepest
chord of my being after my experience of the First World War.

At that time no major war was imminent, and what appeared to me as the errors of
government related rather to the exhaustion of the present and the jeopardy of the
future than to any urgent moral issues. The Versailles Treaty deeply concerned me
because it cast the shadow of future war. However, I did not feel competent nor
justified as a complete newcomer in the sphere of foreign policy to break with my
party and go into opposition on these grounds. The Versailles Treaty was certainly
one of the main motives for my subsequent decision, but at this point my action
concerning the Treaty was negative rather than positive in that I vigorously resisted
all attempts to put pressure on Lloyd George for the destruction of Europe by the
permanent pursuit of vengeance.

These efforts were organised at Westminster by an almost symbolic combination of
decadence and dishonesty, Claude Lowther and Horatio Bottomley. The former's
delicate claim to fame was the decoration of his fine Norman castle by placing multi-
coloured fairy lights along its battlements and ensconcing rose-crowned cupids to
relieve the severity of its internal alcoves. Bottomley was made of sterner stuff; he
finally went to gaol for swindling ex-servicemen and old women, after claiming in the
Sunday press that he received personal messages from Heaven. Lord Buckmaster, a
former Lord Chancellor, told me he had seen a letter to Bottomley from an ex-
serviceman dying of wounds asking to meet the author of these articles and be
consoled in his entry to the after life, which was sent on by Bottomley to a local crony
marked with the query 'Is there any money in this? H.B.' He had a demagogic success
both as a journalist and speaker which was difficult to understand. His writing was
clearly such blatant humbug that it should not have deceived a child. His style in
speaking was peculiar, rocking from foot to foot like a captive elephant in the zoo
while his hands see-sawed his spectacles in a monotonous motion, but he had a
certain force of a revolting personality. He used to advocate a 'business government':
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some business!

My speeches in denunciation of the division of Europe and a return to the balance of
power were inspired by my opposition to Versailles, but in point of time followed my
move into Opposition, for which the Irish question was the actual occasion. I received
the initial evidence on the Irish atrocities by pure chance. A young man came to see
me who knew the Curzon children because he was their neighbour at Hackwood;
Cimmie remembered him well. He told me a truly astonishing story. After the war he
had knocked about the world, and eventually found himself rather hard up in one of
the main cities of the British Dominions. There he had been approached by some form
of recruiting official to join as an officer a new auxiliary force for use in Ireland. The
conditions were good and he had had considerable military experience, so he accepted.
Consequently, he soon found himself in a Black and Tan mess in Ireland, not only in
the company of junior but of senior officers.

The first night a young officer entered the mess with blood on his clothing remarking:
'l can't make the swine talk'. This was his initiation. The methods employed were a
commonplace of conversation among the officers concerned. The account which most
remains in my memory was the use of thin steel rods to beat the victim into
unconsciousness, when they were revived with eggs boiled till they were hot and
placed under the armpits; this was stated to be a Chinese method of persuasion. It was
affirmed that anyone would talk if the process were repeated often enough. These
practitioners appeared to be under no constraint to use methods which left no mark; a
consideration which apparently only occurred to later adepts in the art of torturing
prisoners in other countries. My informant also provided evidence of the violent and
undisciplined behaviour of those troops in the Irish countryside, which was a clear
breach of all proper military conduct in treatment of the civilian population.

Following this interview I made enquiry in many different directions, and the
evidence poured in. When I put down my first questions the parliamentary storm
broke; yet as the evidence accumulated there was no possible doubt about the main
charges. In the end they were sifted, and proved to the last degree, but still the
government was obdurate and the Conservative majority greeted fact with nothing but
noisy abuse.

I crossed the floor in October 1920 for a practical reason, though there was also a
symbolic significance. It became impossible to get a hearing on my own side, so |
preferred to face my enemies rather than be surrounded by them. It was better to
confront what appeared to me as a charge of howling dervishes than to stand in the
middle of it. I was astonished by the furious reception of my initial remarks on the
Irish question from the Conservative benches. It was to me a plain duty to bring to the
notice of the House facts whose redress I had vainly sought in private. Yet to the
Conservative Party in revealing these things [ was badly letting down the side, adding
disloyalty to impudence.

To do these Conservatives justice, most of them probably did not believe a word I was
saying. When I first received my information I went at once to Edward Wood, a
senior for whom I had considerable regard; he was subsequently Viceroy of India and
well known as Foreign Secretary under the name of Lord Halifax—in the jovial
vernacular of the Churchill family, Lord Holy Fox. We were at that time on good
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terms and he listened to my account with kindness and patience. He then said quite
clearly and definitely that agents of the British Crown did not behave as I had been
informed. This was not the way of the British people and I could dismiss the whole
incredible tale from my mind. He was the embodiment of the mandarin: 'See no evil,
hear no evil, speak no evil'. Yet I was convinced that the alleged events were at least
in part true, and urgently required investigation. I had no other recourse except to
raise the matter in the House of Commons.

Then came the storm; they simply, crudely meant to put me down. I resisted, and used
a method which soon won me a hearing again in the House of Commons. It was direct,
often brutal personal attack with every available sarcasm, satire and invective. |
became what Disraeli called a 'master of flouts and jibes and jeers'. They shut up
because they were otherwise covered with personal ridicule. I picked out the noisiest
and went for them direct until silence reigned. Sir Colin Coote has observed of me in
this period that I could 'flay the skin off anybody inefficient in debate', but added in
effect that I was then so intolerably insolent and arrogant in speech and in my whole
demeanour that he apparently developed a life-long dislike of me. It was probably true
that I appeared insupportable, but I was fighting for my parliamentary life and had to
use the roughest weapons to survive. The modest mien of polite English society and
the humble approach of the best parliamentary tradition would have been
inappropriate.

Throughout this period I was sustained by the moral support of the upright, able, and
experienced parliamentarians with whom I was then closely associated, and often
assisted and sometimes led by their intervention in these debates. Henry Bentinck did
not cross the floor of the House, but spoke with courage on the Irish issue from the
Conservative benches. He obtained a hearing, albeit a rough one, because he had been
there a long time and his vagaries in espousing moral causes had made him something
of an established institution. His position was particularly delicate, as his beautiful
and charming wife maintained throughout the stoutest Ulster convictions, which in no
way impaired her relations either with her husband or his friends. The two Cecils
went so far for a brief period as to speak from the front Opposition bench. They too
had been licensed by time in their deviations from the Conservative norm, although
they encountered much opposition in debate from their own party on this Irish issue.
Hugh Cecil had been one of the ablest and most militant propagandists of the free
trade cause when his party, under the auspices of Joseph Chamberlain,
wholeheartedly embraced protection, and Robert Cecil's thought and policies at that
time had only slight contact with true Conservative doctrine.

Our group soon found some affinity with Liberals who were moved by the moral
issues of the Irish question. Foremost among them in the Irish fight was Wedgwood-
Benn, who later joined the Labour Party. He had a fine fighting record in the First
World War, and in parliamentary debate combined courage with ability. He was a
tremendous worker, to an almost obsessive extent, and even devised and daily charted
a life graph on which he judged himself by the line of work accomplished to his own
exacting standards. In addition to this novel preoccupation he had a clear mind, a
tongue quick and ready in debate and a vast fund of moral passion which inspired his
unflinching stand. He was a small man with an explosive personality who used to go
for Winston Churchill like a fox-terrier at a badger, to be met on one hilarious
occasion with the retort: 'the Honourable Member must really not develop more

128 of 424



My Life - Oswald Mosley

indignation than he can contain'. He was a splendid companion in a tough fight.

Another Liberal who stood firm and fought hard for the cause of justice in Ireland was
Pringle, an experienced parliamentarian who died before his time. During the war he
and his brother-in-arms of the Westminster variety — by name Hogg, but no relation
either familial or political of the distinguished Conservative father and son—had been
bitter thorns in the side of Lloyd George's government, as they were devoted
Asquitheans. Pringle was a master of parliamentary procedure and, though no orator,
of a caustic debating method. The Liberal Party was able to put into the Irish field a
formidable team, occasionally with the massive support of Sir. Asquith. When jibed
on one of the older statesman's frequent absences with the cry of 'Where's your
leader?' Pringle continued his speech with the calm observation, 'the leadership of the
Liberal Party is tonight in most capable hands'. He was never disconcerted.

It was natural that in the course of the Irish struggle I should have become closely
associated and very friendly with some of the Liberals, but the story afterwards
circulated that I accepted the Liberal Whip was untrue. The occasion of the tale was
that in my years as an Independent I had none of the normal party information
concerning parliamentary business, because, of course, I had no whip, and therefore a
Liberal Whip, McKenzie Wood, arranged to let me see the notices sent out from the
Liberal Whips' office. It was a purely personal arrangement with a close friend.

I was indeed often pressed at that time to join the Liberal Party, and refused on
grounds of political conviction, but with personal regret as I much liked some of them.
An agreeable memory of this period is that Lady Violet Bonham-Carter—now Lady
Asquith—became god-mother to my son Nicholas; it is one of the few positions from
which it is impossible to resign. We were in a small minority—Labour, Liberal and
Conservative dissidents —against the massed ranks of the Conservative majority
supporting the Coalition; this tended to draw the opposition together in a comradeship
of arms during the savage debates on these events in Ireland.

The Liberals were quick to grasp and use against the government all available
evidence on the Irish question, and some Labour leaders, such as Henderson, also
came lumbering into the fray in their slow way. Conservatives like the Cecils were at
first not so easy to convince. Robert Cecil was a K.C. with an acute legal mind, and
had been one of the counsel in the Marconi enquiry, of which he retained vivid
memories. He required exact evidence before moving, and Hugh Cecil was in this
matter at first even predisposed against us. They were relations of Balfour, who had
the toughest experience as Irish Secretary, and Lord Frederick Cavendish,
assassinated in Phoenix Park, was another intimate associate of their older generation.
The Cecils had long memories. Yet above all they were just men with an acute
sensibility to moral issues. The necessary evidence was soon available in all too
ample measure.

Finally the parliamentary battle against the Irish atrocities, or 'reprisals' as the other
side preferred to call them, was successful to the point of securing peace with Ireland.
This seems at first sight a high claim, but there is evidence to support it. We had stood
throughout for Dominion status, which was in effect the final settlement, and in
question and debate we had exposed facts which the British Government could not
justify in face of world opinion. Even in Britain's much stronger situation of those
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days there were limits to the public odium which an administration could sustain,
particularly in an issue which so closely touched America by reason of that country's
large Irish population. The Irish insurgents were not only supported by funds from
America but also by a highly organised world propaganda from the same source. Our
fight in Parliament was conducted solely on the British stage, but it was regarded by a
far wider audience.

My own opinion both at the time and in retrospect is that the decisive factor was our
organisation of the Bryce Commission. Lord Bryce was then an old man and out of
politics, but his name was particularly potent in this sphere because he had presided
over the enquiry into the German atrocities in Belgium. Celebrated for his fine
intellect and character in Liberal politics, he had become a world figure by reason of
his chairmanship of a tribunal which set no precedent for modern times because it at
least appeared to be conducted with conspicuous fairness. He was just the man for our
purpose, and we soon persuaded him to act. An unofficial Bryce Commission was
constituted with him as Chairman, myself as Parliamentary Secretary and a barrister
as legal secretary. We set about collecting evidence, and did not lack for material. By
that time facts reasonably established by local enquiry and presented without any
adequate reply in parliamentary debate were available, such as the shooting of the
pregnant Mrs, Quinn through the stomach as she sat in her doorway, and the firing on
a crowd containing children at a football match. Our case was not difficult to establish.
The scandal which would follow the publication of the Bryce report would rock the
government. Peace followed instead.

How did these incredible events happen? How could I possibly in later years feel any
regard for Lloyd George? They apparently happened, like most other brutal stupidities
in British politics, almost by accident. The account given privately to us was that at a
meeting between Lloyd George and Sir Henry Wilson—an Ulsterman, who was then
C.I.G.S.—with some other ministers present, the soldier indicated that the troops were
getting a little out of hand, as they were constantly being sniped by civilians—
assassinated—so he did not think it mattered much if they hit back a bit. Lloyd
George was reported almost casually to have assented, and that was the beginning of
reprisals. I tried to pin down L.G. by a question in Parliament, armed with our
surprising knowledge of this meeting supplied from a very private source, and never
saw him more embarrassed in debate. As he leaned on the box to reply it was
observed that one of the notoriously short legs of the 'goat' was swinging in front of
the other like the pendulum of a clock; this peculiar movement had long been
legendary among us young Tories as a sure indication that he was lying. Naturally, I
failed to extract any exact confession from such an experienced and accomplished
performer, but he and his colleagues knew that we were really on to something.

Again it seems incredible that decisions of this magnitude can be taken in British
government with this degree of casual frivolity; incredible unless you have been a
member of such government. Apart from my own later experience in the period of
pure harlequinade during MacDonald's second Labour Government, I was given
accounts of the way business was conducted in the much abler administration of
Lloyd George, whose absurdity, even when this sole executive genius in the politics
of his generation was presiding, beggars credulity. During the First World War, while
the War Cabinet was discussing sundry minor matters and L.G. was sitting at his desk
writing, the theme was once the inordinate use of paper which needlessly taxed
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resources in wartime. Lord Curzon reminded the Cabinet that large quantities of paper
for various publications were always wasted in periods of popular excitement, for
example in the time of Titus Gates. Lloyd George jumped up with a bang of his fist on
the desk—'Oats!—Curzon—you are quite right, the cavalry are far back with the
horses eating their heads off and they are making no contribution to the war'. The
Secretary, Sir Maurice Hankey, duly recorded: 'Cavalry to be dismounted and used in
the trenches'. It was a poignant reflection that this haphazard decision was probably
responsible for the deaths of most of my remaining friends.

It was apparently the peculiar custom of time-honoured usage for the upshot of such
discussions to be recorded by the Secretary of the Cabinet. It seemed to me a strange
method, though I had the greatest regard for the capacity of Lloyd George and of Sir
Maurice Hankey. Probably in the first stage the Irish affair began in the usual slipshod,
inconsequent fashion, but a point near national disaster was reached by the subsequent
failure to grasp the situation and correct the mistake. The reason certainly was that
Lloyd George himself was in the grip of powerful forces. A majority of the
Conservative Party was fanatical on the Irish question, and so was the C.I1.G.S. with
his Ulster background. That formidable figure was the most brilliantly articulate
soldier the army produced. When he later entered Parliament he immensely impressed
me with a statement of the military case which rested on the simple but truly
unanswerable theme: it is better to have no armed forces at all than an army which is
just big enough to invite attack but not strong enough to win. Lord Hugh Cecil
answered at least to the satisfaction of Mr. Churchill, who said in winding up the
debate that the House had observed how easily the military argument could be
circumvented and baffled by the thorny dilemmas of the experienced metaphysician; a
jest which amused the House, but was no reply. Sir Henry Wilson was shortly
afterwards assassinated by two Irish gunmen on his doorstep in Eaton Place. Lloyd
George after his initial error was held fast in the Irish bog because the army chief and
the Conservative Party were against him. He could not extricate himself without
risking the wreck of his government, until facts and parliamentary exposure
convinced even those men that the game was up. I was glad and proud to have played
some small part in these events, and still treasure the letter written to Cimmie by T. P.
O'Connor—the grand old Nationalist M.P. for a Liverpool constituency, and at that
time Father of the House of Commons:

5 Morpeth Mansions,
Victoria Strest,
SW.

December 10, '23.

DEAR LADY CYNTHIA,

My going to Harrow for Oswald, was not only a pleasure but a duty. | regard him as
the man who really began the break-up of the Black and Tan savagery; and | can
never recall without admiration and wonder, the courage and self-sacrifice which
such an attitude demanded on his part. So | said nothing on the platformwhich | had
not said to myself many a time.

Both your husband and yourself will always be regarded by every good Irishman
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with appreciation and gratitude. | may take this opportunity of saying to you that in
presiding at the dinner to me, and in the wonderful speech he delivered, he put me
under a debt of lasting and warm gratitude.

Yours very sincerely,

T. P. O'CONNOR.

It was this fight too which brought me in contact with one of the outstanding
journalists of my lifetime, H. W. Massingham, for whose character and capacity I
developed a considerable veneration. I was therefore deeply touched when he wrote
of me in the subsequent 1922 election: 'To me the most attractive personal element in
the election is Mr. Mosley's "independent" candidature for Harrow. The force of
events and Mr. Mosley's fine qualities have driven him to independence today, but he
will be the subject of a brisk competition among the parties before many more years
have gone over his head. He has attached himself a good deal to Lord Robert Cecil,
but he is a figure of individual strength and purpose, a young man of genius, perhaps
the most interesting in the late parliament. If character, a brilliant and searching mind,
a sympathetic temperament and a repugnance for mean and cruel dealings fit men for
the service of the State, Sir. Mosley should rise high in it. It is hardly a compliment in
such days as these, to speak of him as a rising man. Yet I regard him as something of
a star, and of no common brightness."

It was tough going for a man of twenty-three when I began, but I had the impetus both
of the revelations I had received and of my previous experience during a spell of
nominal light duty in Ireland not long after the rising of 1916. We regulars then had
our Irish experiences in the field, though most of the fighting was over by the time I
got back to the Curragh. The essence of the military events in Ireland was the
competence of the regular troops and the incompetence of the irregulars. This
accounted in my view for the difference between 1916 and 1920. Often in human
affairs the origin of brutality is incapacity. Our people in the 1916 period also suffered
the extreme irritation of soldiers on being sniped by civilians.

A man would be shot as they went through a village, and the subsequent search of
houses would reveal nothing but women knitting and men digging the garden. The
assassin—for so the sniper in plain clothes is regarded by troops—had disappeared
under cover of the civilian population. Our men had the recompense of a complete
mastery over the guerrillas in the field. They did not fall into ambushes or booby traps,
because they advanced in the proper formation of trained troops. If a point or flanker
were picked off, they would fan out and encircle the attackers in classic style at
greater speed than the enemy's untrained and unequipped capacity for movement
enabled him to achieve. At that time our people knew all about fighting, and the
insurgents knew next to nothing. The Irish got very much the worst of it, and despite
the exasperation caused by civilian sniping, these regular troops had not such a
serious temptation to commit any unsoldierly act, which in any case their firm
discipline prevented.

The end of effective fighting in this period was characteristic of the whole affair. The
Irish held the Shelborne Hotel in the centre of the city and dug themselves in on St.
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Stephen's Green in front of the hotel. They omitted, however, to guard the back door
of the hotel and the luggage lift, and an officer in my regiment, with a corporal, two
men and a machine-gun entered quietly by the back door and used the luggage lift to
reach the roof, which he found also unguarded. The Irish had also omitted one other
essential precaution—to make traverses in the trench which they had dug on St.
Stephen's Green in enfilade to the hotel. The rest was simple.

The situation was very different when the Black and Tans arrived on the field after the
war. The Irish by then had learnt much about guerrilla fighting under the brilliant
leadership of Michael Collins. They had the initial advantage of the capacity for
secrecy acquired in century-long resistance to a strong military power, and all they
needed was training and experience in this kind of fighting on a large scale. Their new
opponents, on the other hand, were a scratch lot, recruited all over the place and
thrown into the fray without discipline or training. Some of them had previous
experience of warfare but few had any knowledge of that kind of fighting. Their lack
of discipline was their fatality, and it lost them six hundred killed in six months. They
did not move in the proper formation of regular troops, which is an arduous business
requiring long training. They often drove around seated on open lorries, advertising
their arrival in advance by firing their weapons into the air under the dual stimulus of
alcohol and the desire to impress upon the Irish that the conqueror had at last arrived.
Michael Collins and the boys would be waiting with a machine-gun behind one of the
high banks at a corner of the road, where the open lorry on which the men were seated
had to slow down. Once again, the rest was simple.

This account is, of course, an over-simplification, but I believe in a short compass it
gives a fair view of what happened. The Black and Tans were up against a situation
which is baffling and exasperating even to disciplined, trained and experienced troops.
This was the beginning in modern Europe of the guerrilla tactic which has since been
developed in many different spheres. In my essay, The European Situation, published
in 1950, I foresaw that nuclear weapons would result in regular armies becoming the
'paralysed giants', and that future fighting, if it occurred, would be conducted in the
way of the guerrillas. Particularly in the cities, even regular troops, inhibited from the
extreme of brutality by membership of a civilised nation, can be worsted by guerrillas
who emerge from obscurity to strike and instantly retreat again into cover of the
darkness which is provided by the support of the civilian population. At this point the
struggle becomes as much political as military. The competent guerrilla is half soldier,
half politician, for his first business is to win and retain the support of the civilian
population which is his cover. In Ireland after the First World War that support was
ready-made among the Irish people and was steadfast to an extraordinary degree.

The response of the Black and Tans was partly spontaneous and partly organised. The
rage of men without training or discipline who feel unable to hit back while suffering
heavy losses produced the stupid and brutal acts of individual violence which could
have no effect except to swing opinion against them. But the attempt to break the
morale of the civilians appeared to be systematic, and the object was clearly to
prevent the Irish civilian population supporting the guerrillas. Sir Hamar Greenwood
was the Irish Secretary; a decent Canadian in private life, but Lloyd George's
blustering bully boy in public. It was his business with much vituperation directed
against the Irish and the Opposition to defend the policy of the government.
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"Black and Tans" interogate villagers
suspected of supporting Sinn Fein.

My constant cross-examination of him at question time evoked the concentrated fury
of the Conservative benches. For instance: 'In view of his discovery that "the murder
gangs" never slept more than one night in the same place, has he yet discovered a
more effective means of bringing them to justice than burning next day the houses of
other people in the vicinity of their outrages?' Such questions floored the luckless
Greenwood because he could not give the true answer: that the real object of the
exercise was to create such a reign of terror among the civilian population that the
guerrillas could find neither the food, nor the shelter or succour necessary to their
existence. That was not an avowal possible in face of British, American and world
opinion, but it would have been a statement of fact. For such reasons it was possible
for the Parliamentary Opposition gradually to wear down the strength of the
government and to induce peace. I do not think it will be found too high a claim by
those with time and patience to study the whole story.

Why then were these irregular troops used at all? Why not use regular and trained
troops, who at least would have suffered fewer losses and made a proper job of it?
The short answer is that troops with real discipline and a great tradition cannot be
used in the way the government required without destroying both, and no one knew
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this better than Sir Henry Wilson. To have made a proper job of it in the way of a
regular army would have demanded a very large force. For instance, we reckoned that
to drive efficiently the Wick-low Hills—always the main hideout of the guerrillas—
would have needed at least 100,000 men. To complete the task as a regular military
operation would have required more troops than were available and have been an
open demonstration of military force, at once alerting and challenging world opinion.
The force available was inadequate and world opinion was un-propitious for anything
but an operation by stealth. Faced both with the limitations of their political situation
and of the forces available, the government fell into the decision to use irregulars,
who could fight in an altogether different way; the way not of a military operation
against the guerrillas themselves but of terrorism to break the morale of the civilians
who supported them. The Black and Tans were the arm created for their purpose, but
it was an answer to the government's problem which in the end made things far worse.

The Irish as fighting men had become very good indeed. They were making monkeys
not only of the Black and Tans but of the whole administration. It may not have been
true that Michael Collins, dressed as a charwoman, was able to read the papers on the
desk of Sir John Anderson, then Under-Secretary to the Lord-Lieutenant in Dublin
Castle, but he was certainly better informed than his antagonist. This favourite son of
the Home Office, later described by his admirers as the Tiger of Bengal, was finding
the Irish air not nearly so congenial as his later experience of the gentle clime of India,
where eventually he was able to play the strong man with more success. Baffled and
looking foolish, defeated and suffering heavy losses, the Black and Tans faced a
situation in which firmer characters and stronger discipline have been known to break
down in this modern world, which has so often witnessed the tragic and the horrible.
Confronted with triumphant guerrilla tactics by a weaker force supported by a civilian
population, the dominant force is often tempted to employ two instruments: torture
and terror. Torture to obtain information—especially of coming ambushes—and terror
to force the civilians to betray the guerrillas, or at least to deny them assistance. The
Black and Tans were the first of many to succumb to that vile temptation, but in the
Irish they met a people of particular fortitude.

This most horrible phenomenon of the modern world—torture and terrorism—the
return of man's darkest ages which we thought would never recur—has appeared in
the last half century among many peoples. It is a tragedy which requires close analysis,
because it is essential to the health of our continent and of the world that it should be
brought to an end. Many matters in the Irish story were simple, but this problem is
never simple. The terrible fact is that on both sides men who did vile things were
often idealists. There is, of course, always a small minority among all peoples who
like being brutal if they get the chance; the number may vary in different countries
and on diverse occasions, but it is always there. They are not the real problem,
because society can always deal with this sadistic criminal element if it has the will.
The real question is presented by those who do vile things for ideal reasons. This is
the stark challenge to leadership, for leadership bears the prime responsibility by
reason of the ideas formulated and the law, rule or discipline enforced.

Among the Black and Tans were many idealists—as I later knew from personal
experience of some of them—who believed they were fighting for their country and
regarded the Irish as a treacherous enemy. It was a minority, as always, who
committed the outrages, and much was quite unknown to the majority. They detested
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the Irish because they regarded their way of fighting as immoral and blameworthy.
Even among the regular army after 1916 I often found this attitude. Another young
officer would say to me out hunting: 'Look at them all, smiling at us and offering us
drinks at the meet. Most of them will be out with a rifle tonight to put a shot in our
backs." It was the beginning of guerrilla warfare, and I remember even then having
sufficient insight to reply: 'How else can they fight our overwhelming force?—If they
stand up to us in the open they haven't got a chance.' But this kind of thing is a great
strain to discipline even in the best regular troops, and it turns second-rate troops or
irregulars into a vengeful rabble.

The large majority of the Irish guerrillas on the other side were idealists in the highest
degree, and few among them were there for any advantage of plunder or ignoble
motive of revenge. This was true even of those who committed the vilest crimes. How
else can we regard the shooting of fourteen officers in one night while asleep in their
beds, a crime which justly outraged English opinion and infuriated our troops? Yet the
men who did this are credibly reported to have spent the previous evening praying
together in a chapel like medieval knights on a vigil before battle. We come to the
very crux of this matter when men who did such deeds, and who had foreknowledge
of them, fell into the hands of British troops, who were aware that they knew what
was going to happen. This terrible clash enters the dimension of classic tragedy when
both sides are initially inspired not by base but by ideal motives.

This was the only occasion when I had first-hand information of such matters, but
they have occurred in most of the great nations of Europe, and are now reported to be
happening in Asia; the whole tragedy has been the subject of so much discussion,
clouded by so much passion and blinded by so much partisanship, that it is difficult
for anyone to take a clear view. In some political circles the point has now been
reached where any atrocity is permitted to our own side, but not even a misdemeanour
to the other. In truth, nearly everyone on every side has committed atrocities which
have certainly varied greatly in degree and in extent, but possibly only on account of
the degree of temptation and the extent of the occasion.

The killing or ill-treatment of prisoners or of anyone defenceless always seemed to
me the most despicable crime known to man. It occurred on a great scale in the
Second World War and will be considered in a later chapter. Whether large or small, I
have always condemned such acts and attacked them in my political life whenever in
a position to do so. Another incident of this kind in the 1920 involved me in another
bitter controversy. In 1919 General Dyer at Amritsar in India opened rapid and
protracted fire on an unarmed crowd which included women and children who had no
immediate means of escape. He afterwards claimed his action 'had a moral effect
throughout the Punjab'. I spoke on the subject in the Oxford or Cambridge Union —I
forget which—in very strong terms. During this period I spoke frequently in
university debates and I believe I was responsible for carrying the first motion in
favour of socialism by twenty votes at one of them and just lost by four votes at about
the same time in the other.

My speech against General Dyer caused considerable excitement both at the
university and at Westminster and evoked much controversy. One undergraduate
paper attacked me fiercely and published a complete travesty of my speech, alleging
that my peroration had 'amounted' to an appeal to the Indians 'to revolt against the
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English who have slaughtered your wives'. It is superfluous to state that I had said
nothing of the kind. It seemed to me unnecessary at the time to pursue a relatively
obscure undergraduate journal for libel, but the matter became serious at the next
General Election in November 1922. Having crossed the floor of the House, I was
then standing as an Independent in the same constituency of Harrow, and my
Conservative opponent circulated the words—'revolt against the English who have
slaughtered your wives'—in an aggravated form, because they were given, without
any qualification, as my actual words. I immediately issued a writ for libel, but my
opponent stood fast and challenged me to resign the seat if I lost the libel action.
Foolishly I accepted the challenge, because it is really the business of the electorate
and not of a jury to determine a seat in Parliament, but I was very confident of
winning the action, and wanted first to ensure my electoral victory by calling my
opponent's bluff.

I won by a large majority and went ahead with the libel case. Some weeks later my
Conservative opponent sent in his card to see me at the House of Commons, and I
went into the outer lobby to meet him. He told me that the Conservative Central
Office had supplied him with his account of my speech as the actual words I had used,
but on subsequent enquiry he had discovered that I had said nothing of the kind and
he was now advised by his experienced solicitors that he risked damages so large he
would be a ruined man. On enquiry at the Central Office he had been told he must
look after himself. I was sorry for him and allowed him to escape with a public
apology and payment of a modest sum to a local charity. The opinion I then formed of

the methods of the Conservative Party was confirmed at subsequent elections, and in
other experiences.

I have a long record of opposition to the vile crime of killing or ill-treating the
defenceless in various spheres, and it is one of the subjects on which I feel most
strongly. It is sheer humbug to deny that these atrocities have been committed in
different degrees by every side. If it rested with me, this practice would be abruptly
and ruthlessly brought to an end with the utmost severity. That these things should
occur even among Europeans is a dark stain upon the honour of our continent and a
violation of every true instinct of humanity. We must resolve and ensure that they

shall cease and that their end shall be followed by a deep act of oblivion. Then the
wounds of Europe may be healed.
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9 - Elections 1922-24
Clydesiders
The ILP
Birmingham

MY second election in 1922 turned out to be a momentous affair for me. I had already
passed through the fierce storm of the Irish controversy and other parliamentary
battles already described; now I had to face the consequences. It was reckoned at the
time that the Carlton Club alone supplied over two hundred cars on polling day to
secure my defeat. Many of the big guns of the enemy were mobilised to fire in a
constituency they found conveniently close to London. Happily, I had fortified my
position with much local support. When the executive of the Harrow Association
called on me to toe the party line, I appealed over their heads to the rank and file of
the Association. It was a simple device which they bitterly called the card trick. A
stamped postcard was sent to each member of the Association together with my
statement of the issues involved, and he or she was invited to return the postcard to
me with an affirmation of support. The postcards came back with an overwhelming
majority in my favour. My good friend, Harry Miles, the agent, came too. Left high
and dry, the executive met and adopted another Conservative candidate.

We formed another and more powerful association, and I issued a five-thousand-word
election address stating in effect that I stood on the same programme of social reform
as in 1918, to which I remained true in face of the renegade conservatism which had
added various crimes like military adventures, the Irish atrocities and profligate
expenditure to their general betrayal of the rights and the hopes of the war generation.
I polled 15,290 votes to their 7,868, defeating them by nearly two to one. It was a
remarkable result because I had to sustain alone the full weight and fury of the
Conservative assault, and Harrow was one of their traditional strongholds.

I was still associated with Lord Robert Cecil at the election of 1922 and he came to
Harrow to make a speech on my behalf. It was a bold and loyal undertaking for him
thus to support an Independent against the official Conservative candidate in Harrow,
for he remained the official candidate of the Conservative Association in Hitchin. The
situation was further complicated by his decision unofficially to sponsor a few other
Independent candidates, chief among them Bernard Freyberg, V.C., who gave almost
as dashing a display in this election as on the field of war. Being a man of action, he
did not tamely submit to finding himself with a lack of cars on polling day, and rang
up almost every taxi and hire car in the neighbourhood to employ them for the
purpose of carrying his electors to the poll. This was, of course, a major breach of
election law of which he was superbly ignorant, and could carry severe penalties. It
was perhaps fortunate that he was not elected, though he polled well, and the incident
passed without notice or retribution.

Before the election Lord Robert Cecil sent me to see his friend the first Lord Cowdray
in Scotland and ask him for funds to support a few Independent candidates. It was rny
first experience of these magnates of industry, which was repeated years later when I
visited Lord Nuffield on similar missions. Both were generous givers, but were
concerned to impress on the recipient that these large sums of money had not been
easily gained. Lord Cowdray had me met on the night train and took me for a walk in
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the morning, discussing politics in general terms. He was an impressive personality,
and I was able to understand the reason for his remarkable achievements better than in
most such men. He was also a man of taste, and I observed in his Scotch castle a fine
collection of Impressionist pictures. Towards the end of the walk he took me to the
garage, where stood an array of expensive motors. His purpose was to hold a
discussion with the owner of the village garage concerning a repair to the exhaust of
the humblest vehicle among them, the shooting-brake. After hard and protracted
bargaining, the deal was done at fifteen shillings. Was this the way he had laid the
foundation of his vast fortune, or was he teaching me to value the coming gift? After
an excellent luncheon he quietly handed me a cheque for £10,000.

My sad parting from Lord Robert Cecil followed the 1922 election. He decided to
enter Bonar Law's Conservative government, and invited me to accompany him into
some post in that administration. This honourable man and faithful friend said he felt
an obligation to me and would not take office unless I too was accepted, which would
not have presented much difficulty, as some time previously Bonar Law had spoken
to Lord Curzon about me in friendly and conciliatory terms. I had a considerable
regard for Bonar Law as Conservative leader because his outstanding abilities enabled
him to substitute argument for what I described in debate as 'zoological noises
indicating the first dumb aspirations to the flights of human speech' which were the
only audible contributions to our discussions made by some of his supporters.

Bonar Law was a master of the art of winding up a debate. His method was simple in
principle, but hard in practice. Speaking without notes, he would recapitulate the
arguments of the other side often with greater force than their own capacities
permitted. He would then demolish them seriatim in the same logical order he had
stated them. His art extended even to the deliberate slip in order to extricate himself
from difficulties. Defending himself once from a charge of undue subservience to
Lloyd George he said: 'l was always a man to stand on my own bottom'. When the
laughter subsided, he continued with his tired smile: "The House always appreciates
these occasions'. He knew both how to play on their infantilism and how to appeal to
their good sense. It was not, therefore, any antipathy to the Conservative leadership at
that time which induced me to refuse to accompany Lord Robert and remain on the
Opposition benches. It was rather that the rift between me and Conservatism had then
grown too wide, and that my sense of purpose led me toward far more positive action
than it then presented.

I had something in common with Bonar Law because only three of us at that time
could deliver a major speech in Parliament without notes: Bonar Law, Willie Graham
whose premature death was a severe loss to the Labour Party, and myself. I used to
speak in the House without notes, even winding up a debate on the Front Bench. My
speech of resignation from the government lasted an hour and a quarter and covered a
considerable complex of subjects and figures, but was delivered without notes. The
trick with any adequate mental constitution is quite easily acquired. The mind can be
trained to do abnormal things as a muscle can be trained to lift a weight. In early days
I used to get someone to read me a Times leading article or a more complicated essay
from a technical journal; then rise at once and reply to it, taking each point seriatim in
the order read. The trouble was well worth while, for the delivery of a long complex
speech in debate without notes is always regarded in Parliament as a rather admirable
conjuring trick. It is quite essential on the platform to speak without notes, for anyone
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who aspires to first-rate performance with mass audiences; but that, of course, is far
easier. Mr. Asquith used to regard speeches without notes as a rather show-off
business, and perhaps he was right. He once explained to me that it was a 'superfluous
efflux of cerebral energies', if I remember his words aright.

Lively debates followed in the Parliament of 1923 after my parting from Lord Robert,
with me consequently attacking the government of which he was a member. I was
already recorded as being among the twenty-five M.P.s most active in debate. Rent
Restriction Acts and other measures on the domestic front occupied me increasingly,
but any long review of these aspects of my work would overburden this book and
frustrate its purpose of presenting a personal picture. As to housing and rent control,
from that day to this I have taken the same line: control, until by drastic national
action you have built enough houses. You cannot decontrol and place the tenant at the
mercy of the landlord while there is still a housing shortage. That policy was
continually developed, from my original proposal in 1918 for treating the housing
problem as an operation of war, to my modern policy for surpassing the local
authorities with a national plan.

Protection was made the main issue of the 1923 election by the Conservative
government under Baldwin, after Bonar Law's retirement. Mr. Amery, the chief
apostle of protection, came to Harrow with a great nourish to introduce a new
Conservative candidate against me. We exchanged amities: he called me a 'Bolshevik',
and I called him 'the busy little drummer boy in the jingo brass band'. Then followed a
serious and well-reasoned debate on protection before a highly expert audience, for
Harrow was inhabited by men and women working in most of the large trading and
financial concerns of the country. Harrow had a strongly protectionist tradition, as the
pre-war member had been one of the leading protagonists of this change in the fiscal
system.

The question of free trade or protection was in those days to many people almost a
religious issue. My approach to it was purely pragmatic. Whether you had one system
or the other was a question of circumstance. If it was raining, you needed an umbrella,
if the sun was shining, you did not. The wider considerations presented to me by
certain subsequent experiences had not then occurred to me, but even at that early
date my ideas were remote from the old-fashioned concept of Conservative tariffs. At
the 1923 election I accepted the classic free trade argument, with an important
addition or variation derived from the contemporary situation and extending to the
present day, which I believe I was the first to note in debate. My novel argument was
that fluctuations in the exchange rate of foreign countries made nonsense of any tariff
barrier, and they were then continually occurring. Mr. Baldwin did not appear to
understand these rather complicated arguments, though perhaps he was only 'playing
stupid', at which he was as apt as some of our ambassadors. I had foreseen the era of
competitive devaluation to gain an advantage in the export trade. It is now well
known that this benefit is secured through a manipulation of subsequent monetary
policy to prevent the internal price level rising in proportion to the external
devaluation, as it should in classic economic theory. The final triumph of this subtle
method, of which the British Treasury became ultimately the most accomplished
master, came with Sir Stafford Cripps's swingeing devaluation of our currency in
1949, which gave British export trade a substantial advantage for several years. In
recent times everyone has begun to rumble the trick, and no one can now perpetrate a
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large devaluation without all the competitors threatening to do the same. But these
were early days in this financial game of leger de main, and I was quite precocious to
spot its possibilities.

My stand against the Conservative policy of that time may seem a considerable
inconsistency with my later advocacy of an Empire insulated from the fluctuations of
world markets, and later still of a European economic system organised on the same
basic principle, and it is true that this appears to be the main deviation from the usual
straight line of my continually developing thinking. Yet protection in a small island
which contains a few of the necessary foodstuffs and hardly any of its industrial raw
materials is a very different thing from an empire containing nearly all of these
requisites, or a united Europe which, together with its related overseas lands, can be in
the same position. A certain degree of insulation from the world can be an advantage
to an organism large enough to be capable of effective self-containment, but it is very
difficult for a small economy bound to compete on world markets in order to buy
what it lacks. However, the main influence which turned me from the classic
economics to a more autarchic concept for the organisation of the British Empire—
until that possibility was lost at the time of the Second World War— and
subsequently to my later thinking on similar lines in relation to a united Europe, was
undoubtedly my visit to America in 1925. This experience combined with the ruin of
Lancashire and Yorkshire to inspire the concept of an economic system big enough to
be viable, largely insulated from disruptive world competition, and by reason of that
immunity permitting within its ample borders the undisturbed application of modern
economics and monetary techniques. In a general form, this idea was perhaps
anticipated in the phrase 'imperial socialism' during my first election of 1918.

These wider and deeper considerations were remote from Mr. Baldwin's plunge at the
1923 election into the old, crude Conservative protection of industrial inefficiency,
which was accompanied as usual by still cruder forms of electioneering. My retorts to
Conservative hecklers at the big meetings of those days still make lively reading, but I
also attempted a fairly reasoned argument. Once again, however, the Conservatives
brought up their big guns, and in the barrage and counter-fire the pale ghost of reason
soon fled. The Conservative howitzer was Lord Birkenhead, and the shooting both
ways soon became heavy. In the course of a somewhat intemperate oration in a local
schoolroom, the former Lord Chancellor described me as the 'perfumed popinjay of
scented boudoirs', who was consequently an unsuitable representative in Parliament
for the matrons of Harrow and their respectable spouses. They might well have
thought that Lord Birkenhead ought to know—although they did not accept his
advice—for it was only a little later that the merry tale was running through the
lobbies about someone approaching Mr. Baldwin with the suggestion that Lord
Birkenhead should join his administration, only to be met with the sardonic rejoinder:
'F.E. says we are a ministry of faithful husbands, and I think we will remain one.

I need not have been so surprised at this assault on me, because F.E. was previously
reported—when visiting the constituency of Winston Churchill during their period of
most intimate friendship—to have opened his speech with the remark: 'l learn from
the Dundee Advertiser—the journal, not the politician . . .". Yet in a surge of youthful
indignation I took umbrage at this reference to me from a man much my senior, but
whom I regarded as a friend. The 'scented boudoirs' was a supportable reflection, as
for a period on my return from the war I had felt that such an ambiance was a
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legitimate relaxation for the warrior. But the 'perfumed popinjay' stuck in my gorge,
as never by any stretch of the imagination could I have been described as of that
company, and these seemed improper terms in which to describe the said warrior.

I bided a short time to seek revenge, and my opportunity soon came in the debate on
the address on January 17, 1924. It was easy to stalk F.E. via Joynson-Hicks, who as
Minister of Health and later as Home Secretary was a sublime figure of fun. They had
both been involved in Sir Edward Carson's Ulster rebellion before the First World
War, F.E. as 'Galloper Smith' in the role of A.D.C. to Carson, and 'Jix' as general fire-
eater and blowhard. 'Jix' in this debate had raised a noisy alarm at the approach of a
Labour Government, and after accusing him of'trying to dress up the red bogey' and of
suggesting that 'behind Labour members who made statesmanlike speeches there are
great masses of subversive and bloodthirsty savages who want to deluge this land of
ours in blood', I said: 'It is time that honourable Gentlemen opposite realised that any
Government formed in this country will be composed of British men and women. The
Government are posing as models of constitutional decorum, and they are holding
themselves out as the one body which has never talked of violence or bloodshed in
this country. The Minister of Health talked about the forces behind Labour. It might
be of interest to inquire into some of the forces which he once claimed were behind
him.

'He said: "Behind us is the Lord God of battle. In His name and our names"—a
modest conjunction—"I say to the Prime Minister, let your armies and batteries fire.
Fire if you dare, fire and be damned." The House will be relieved to learn that they
did not fire, and that the heroic orator survived to occupy at present the position of
Minister of Health. That is a quotation from a speech which the right honorable
Gentleman delivered at Warrington on 6 December, 1913, as a responsible member of
the Conservative party .... After the speeches we have heard from benches opposite,
we feel that the fields of Ulster never resounded to the thundering hoofs and the
doughty deeds of Galloper Smith, a man of war right up to the very moment the war
begun. Now, after a seasonable interlude, in which he has indulged in more peaceful
avocations, he is a man at war again.'

The sting was, of course, in the tail with its reference to F. E. Smith's war record. In
retrospect I much regret this attack— despite the provocation I received— because it
was completely unfair. F. E. Smith was a most gallant man, but the government was
quite right to insist that his almost unique abilities in his own sphere should be used in
administration rather than dissipated in the field. He often gave striking proof of his
courage. However, by this time tempers were up, and I refused to withdraw when
approached by our mutual friend Freddie Guest. I took the line that F.E. must also
withdraw what he had said about me at the election, which was, of course, impossible
for a man in his position, and was indeed an arrogant demand on my part. The attack
caused considerable comment and widespread indignation among some of our friends,
which surprised me at the time.

F. E. Smith, like Winston Churchill, was quite devoid of malice, and he greeted me in
the old, genial way at a dinner party some time later. I last saw him in a bath-chair
when he was very ill shortly before his death, and had a strong impulse to approach
him and to express my warm regard for him, but suffered an inhibition I had known
before in face of the gulf of generations. I say now what I would have liked to say
then: he was a big-hearted, generous, brave and brilliant man; his faults were trivial in
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comparison with his gifts and his manly character, and may be left to the insignificant
condemnation of the loutery and prudery which lack both wit and human
understanding.

I won the election of 1923 by 14,079 votes to 9,433. The majority was reduced, but
still substantial, and in face of the protectionist tradition of Harrow was something of
a triumph, which confirmed my strong position as an Independent. The general result
placed the Conservatives in a minority, with the Liberals under Mr. Asquith holding
the balance between them and Labour. Speaking from the Opposition benches in the
decisive debate on the address, I gave my reasons for voting to defeat the
Conservative Government. Some passages from this speech in abbreviated and
consequently disjointed form may be worth quoting, both as an illustration of my
developing political position and as an example of a debating style which is dead and
cold in print, but in the heat of controversy enabled a member in his twenties to fill
the House to capacity on his rising.

Referring to the record of the Government I said: 'It can be very briefly summarised.
They have lavished money on Mesopotamia, on Singapore, and on wild-cat schemes
of adventure in all parts of the world. They have economised to pay for these
adventures on health, on education, and on every measure of social reform. They have
financed the luxuries of Arab princes by starving physically and mentally the people
of this country. They have made remissions of taxation to the rich, and they have paid
for them by squeezing the poor. They have stood baffled and bewildered in front of
the great housing problem, because they dare not face their friends in the great
housing trusts which are controlling the building industry.'

We had experienced 'all that oppression of the poor and defenceless to which we are
accustomed from reaction', but not the 'strength of administration which theorists tell
us is the advantage of a Conservative Government'.

At home, Mr. William Bridgeman, the Home Secretary, had been compelled to restore
a hundred deported Irishmen 'to their distracted families and their weeping wives, and
the Government once again was confronted with the painful reality that they were
born to make men laugh, not women weep'. Abroad, 'they have done just enough to
irritate everyone—not enough to achieve anything. That is the most fatal of all
policies. ... It reduces the authoritative accents of a great nation to the shrill railing of
a bedridden old woman.... They could never bring us peace, but we were told that
Conservative administration brought us prestige and honour among the nations.

Let me take the one occasion on which the case for Britain and the case for humanity
has been stated by the present Government—the Note of August last. A Note was
written setting out our claims, urging the paramount necessity of a European
settlement, saying that every day Europe was coming nearer to the brink of
catastrophe, and threatening that Britain would take separate action unless something
were done. Then what happened? The whole Cabinet broke up and went on their
holidays for a month. The Prime Minister, in particular, went to Aix-les-Bains. After
writing one pompous letter, they all went to bed for a month, so arduous was the
exertion of maintaining so much dignity.' (This was a little mechant, as Lord Curzon
was still Foreign Secretary.) "The next act in that sad farce was the most lamentable
and disgraceful of all—the drowsy return via Paris of the sleeping beauty of Aix-les-
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Bains. In Paris, our somnambulist was hypnotised afresh, and an astonished world
learned, through a disgraceful communique, that where ... a difference . . . between
right and wrong had existed, now, his view of the changed situation, no divergence of
view existed; and from that moment we have drifted on, helpless, impotent, and
derided of the nations . . . while the Prime Minister assuaged our fears and those of
mankind with little sanctimonious sermons about his duty, his admirable intentions,
the policy that was always about to be initiated, which, in fact, was a policy of drift
buoyed up by drivel.

"That is the record of this Government—a record which by insensate foreign policy
and administrative blundering has added to our miseries of unemployment, a policy
which leaves us a ghastly heritage of slums, starvation, and suffering in our midst.
The handiwork of this Government is written all over the map of our country in the
characters of human anguish. For my part, if I gave one vote to keep in power for one
night such a Government, I should feel that I deserved to be drummed out with
ignominy from the great army of progress. . . .

'Let us substitute another policy which does not wait in sycophantic adulation,
punctuated by snarls, upon any individual or upon any country, but which defines a
policy of our own, pro-British, pro-European, and pro-humanity. Let us be the
enemies of no country, but the friends of all peoples, the unflinching opponents of any
policy that is the enemy of mankind. . . . In all lands there is a revival of the
progressive spirit today. In every country the forces of progress are looking to our
land to give a lead. We shall achieve this not by quarrelling with any country, but by
rallying those forces ... in all the lands to the banner of progress, and that banner must
be raised by some country and some people. There is the opportunity lying in the
hands of this Parliament, in the overwhelming majority of this Parliament, of one of
the greatest missions which historic destiny has ever imposed on the people of this
country ... of placing itself at the head of the peoples of Europe and leading them on
the great march back from those dark lands of suffering and sorrow in which we have
sojourned so long... to lead the peoples of the world in re-establishing a system of
justice, of reconciliation, of peace upon earth'.

A fine Conservative character, Francis Curzon, the racing motorist, afterwards Lord
Howe, followed me in the debate and observed that he was not surprised to find me
making this speech from the bench next to two revolutionary members from the Clyde.
He was right, for it was the Clydeside group under Maxton and Wheatley who almost
alone among leading members of the Labour Party at that time were sincere in their
determination to carry out the programme for which the rank and file of the party had
worked so hard. He might well have expressed surprise at my ingenuousness in
believing there was even a shadow of hope that these things could be done by a party
under the leadership of Messrs. MacDonald, Snowden and Thomas.

My path now led inevitably to the Labour Party. 'Through and beyond the failure of
men and of parties, we of the war generation are marching on,' and the only hope of
implementing any of the pledges now lay in the party which had been thrown up by
the mass of the people to right their wrongs. It is true that Lloyd George was my
original leader on the Left, until he fell in 1922 and formed his own Liberal Party, but
he was then in isolation and in no position to do anything creative. At that time I did
not know him personally and it seemed more practical to ally myself with the party
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that had a mass revolutionary following. A surprise was the remarkably favourable
reaction of the Labour Party when I joined them. The more I was attacked by the
Conservative press, the greater the enthusiasm of the Left.

Doctrinaire socialism of the old school made only slight appeal to me, but socialism
as I defined it two years later in the Birmingham proposals as 'the conscious control
and direction of human resources for human needs', I could accept. This definition
would still be acceptable to me with a slight change of emphasis: more reliance on
general direction of the state rather than detailed control, and the substitution of
purposes for needs in order to recognise that all achievement is the result only of
intensive effort. The conscious direction of human resources for human purposes I
should still regard as a good general principle.

It may well be an error to use the term socialism because it is an emotive word which
repulses many people, and is capable of so many different interpretations that in the
end it has come to mean almost nothing except a mild shock to complacent guardians
of the status quo. Perhaps this view is too much the converse of Dr. Daltou's
observation to his young admirers in some interval of discussing one of his
forthcoming budgets with lobby correspondents: there may not be much in socialism,
but a lot of people seem to want it. The just mean is surely to approach economic
problems which are the subject of religious emotion with a method more practical and
realistic; pragmatic, if the word were not now devalued by contemporary reduction of
the language of action to the uses of absurdity.

My inclination in British politics was always toward the guild socialists— then
represented by such thinkers and writers as G. D. H. Cole, Hobson and Orage—rather
than to state socialism, whose exponents were the Webbs and the Fabians. The
tradition of the medieval guilds in England, of the Hanseatic League and the
syndicalism of the Latin countries was much nearer to my thinking at that time, and |
returned to it in my European Socialism during the 1950s, when I proposed a workers'
ownership of industries already nationalised, and, in the event of their success, the
extension of the principle to other fully developed industries; measures accompanied
both by vigorous encouragement of a completely emancipated private enterprise in all
remaining industries and also by a reversion to private enterprise in cases where
workers' ownership failed; a pragmatic method implementing the test of practical
results. When I joined the Labour Party, and later, I was not closely in tune with the
mandarin attitude of state-control which reached its summit in the thinking of the
Webbs.

It was the dynamism of the Labour Party at that time which really attracted me, and
this came mostly from the rank and file. The Clyde M.P.s represented the drive to
reform, and they soon became some of my closest parliamentary associates. Before I
joined Labour they had invited me to Glasgow and together we had seen the slums
whose abolition had been promised in 1918 but which still existed in 1924, and in
large areas of the country are still there in 1968. Similar visits to Liverpool with Jack
Hayes, the ex-policeman and Labour Whip, and later intimate knowledge of
Birmingham gave vivid proof in these execrable housing conditions that all the
pledges given to the war generation had been betrayed. This perhaps more than any
other single factor was the motive power which took me into the Labour Party. There
were many intellectual arguments which I had already myself developed frequently in
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parliamentary debate, but here was the real impulse of vital feeling.

Joining Labour in March 1924 at once brought invitations to address mass meetings in
Glasgow and throughout the Clydeside area. I was accompanied by Cimmie, who by
then had become a very effective speaker, one of the best women I have ever heard on
the platform, and the fact that she was Curzon's daughter further inflamed the fury of
the Conservative press. Invitations poured in from all over the country to address
mass meetings, and very soon I was invited to stand for Parliament by more than
seventy local Labour constituency organisations. However, I took no immediate
decision where to stand at the next election, although it could not be long delayed, and
concentrated on getting my bearings and taking the best advice on that subject and
other questions of procedure in my new party.

Membership of the main Labour Party and the Independent Labour Party was then
permitted at the same time, so I joined them both. I was rapidly elected to the National
Administrative Council of the Independent Labour Party, and at a later date was also
elected to the National Executive of the Labour Party. MacDonald and Snowden by
this time had fallen out badly with the I.L.P, which they had originally planned as a
combined factory of ideas and of revolutionary spirit for the mass of the Labour Party
with its dominant Trade Union influence. When MacDonald succeeded to the Labour
leadership and developed an appropriately bourgeois outlook the effective leadership
of the L.L.P. soon reverted to Maxton and the Clydeside group.

The colourful personality of Maxton has been described too often to require repetition.
He was a most genuine person in all things, except in his French revolutionary make-
up; I am always inclined to distrust men who require make-up in politics, whether it

be the sansculotte self-consciously posturing in the shadow of a papier-mache
guillotine on the Left, or the bucolic pig fancier, too honest to be true stuff, of the
Baldwin school on the Right. The most remarkable man among the Clydesiders is not
so well known to a later generation; he was then Minister of Health and the only
member of that group to hold Cabinet office.

Wheatley was the only man of Lenin quality the English Left ever produced. He had
made a small fortune in business and sat for a Glasgow constituency. His method in
debate was cold, incisive, steely, and contrasted completely with the emotionalism of
his colleagues, particularly with Maxton, who was an orator of the John Bright school.
Wheatley was a master of fact and figure, and far more than any other member of the
Labour Party impressed me as a man who might get things done; it followed naturally
that MacDonald detested him. Wheatley and I had an esteem for each other, but the
reader will by now have deduced that my path did not lie in the direction of the Lenin
school. In any case, Wheatley died prematurely, and hope of effective action from the
original Labour Party probably accompanied him to the grave.

Much of my early period in the Labour Party was spent in acting as intermediary
between MacDonald and the Left wing, then represented chiefly by the I.L.P.; I must
have been almost the only man on speaking terms with both except for the shadowy
and sickly figure of Clifford Allen, who was also sadly doomed to early death. Later
legend attached to me the reputation of being a difficult colleague, presumably
because I found it difficult to condone the betrayal of every pledge given to the
electorate. In fact, I am a loyal colleague as a member of a team, and when I find it
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impossible to be loyal I do not stay in the team to intrigue against colleagues, but
leave it and challenge them openly. It is a simple principle, which in these days may
be regarded as simpliste, but it seems to me the only honourable course. Before you
leave, you should put up with much, and I certainly did in the Labour Party, with
everything except the complete betrayal of the mass of the people who had trusted us.

It seemed to be my duty in the Labour Party to do what I could to keep the party
together, as the only hope at that time of getting anything done in Britain, and to that
end I associated with MacDonald while remaining an active member of the [.L.P.
executive. However, my position in the party was in no way dependent on
MacDonald. I had four sources of independent strength. The first was my election to
the National Executive of the Labour Party by vote both of the constituency parties
and of the trade unions. The second was my simultaneous membership of the National
Administrative Council of the I.L.P. by election of its members; I believe I was the
only member of both governing bodies. The third was my territorial strength in
Birmingham, which I found a Conservative stronghold and which in five years under
my leadership was turned into a Labour fortress throughout the central area. The
fourth was my capacity as a parliamentary debater, combined with my ability to draw
the largest platform audiences in the country. These four attributes in conjunction
made me a power in the party independent of MacDonald or anyone else.

I was still too young to play a leading role myself, and was therefore constrained to
work through established personalities and institutions. This was the only effective
way of implementing the ideas which moved me, and to this end it was certainly
necessary in some degree to accept the philosopher's advice: 'Harness to your chariot
a conspicuous donkey, a most conspicuous donkey'. Yet the primary reason for my
close association with MacDonald was party unity rather than any considerable hope
that he personally would act as an executive instrument. He was an agreeable person
but, as I found later in government, quite incapable of decision and action.

Striking evidence of this weakness in MacDonald was already provided in a
conversation I had with him in the summer of 1924, which I well remember. He had
recently had a considerable success in foreign affairs and, as the fear of any
revolutionary conduct by the government had soon vanished, the Labour Party was on
the crest of a little wave which might have carried it to a majority. I urged him to ask
for a dissolution and an immediate election. 'No, my boy," he replied, 'that is what
Lloyd George would do, much too opportunist. [ know a trick worth two of that; we
will carry on and show them what we can do with a long spell of steady work.' He
carried on, and six months later the steady old moke in his proudly worn official
uniform of blue and gold harness, pulling his little cart of minor meddling in
administrative muddles, without a thought even of a larger opportunism, and certainly
without even a smoke dream of creative action, caught the harsh lash of a fate
contemptuous of easy complacency, right in his tenderest part, from the Zinoviev
letter which the Tories were much too innocent to know anything about. At that
moment [ was reminded of one of the most tedious of his seemingly terminable
anecdotes. It was an account of riding donkeys up the Himalayas, which wandered to
some kind of conclusion with the words: 'So on they went, on and on and up and up,
indefatigable beasts'. It is not always the most patient donkey which wins the race,
though admittedly, as we in Britain sometimes know to our cost, it can happen.
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Six weeks before the election in November 1924 I entered the fight in Birmingham. It
seemed to me unfair to some of my old associates to fight in Harrow, though with my
firm roots in that constituency I might have had a better chance of winning than in
Birmingham. Also, I wanted to give some striking service to the party which had so
well received me. The Chamberlains and their machine had ruled Birmingham for
sixty years, first as Liberal-Radicals and then as Conservative-Unionists. Their party
machine was at that time probably the strongest in the country. We had six weeks in
which to smash it. I chose to fight Neville Chamberlain, who sat for the working-class
constituency of Lady wood in the centre of the city; his brother Austen was the
neighbouring M.P. and their names and abilities made them a formidable combination.
Our own organisation had a paying membership of some two hundred, but when we
started the canvass only three elderly women and two young men would accompany
us. They were fine people, typical of the English workers, and closely resembling the
other pioneers later attached to our new Movement before and after the Second World
War. They were all manual workers, and against them were the serried ranks of some
of the ablest businessmen in the country who with the aid of the massed middle class
and of many Conservative working men constituted the powerful machine of our
opponents.

My colleagues among the candidates we found on the spot were a rather simple lot. A
grand old pioneer of religious bent called Frank Smith was fighting the neighbouring
constituency against Austen Chamberlain. We held a meeting together with Frank
Smith in the chair, packed with our working-class constituents, but with the front row
occupied by prominent businessmen who had come to see the new freak. The
chairman began with what seemed an interminable oration about his own peculiar
brand of metaphysics, and just as | was entertaining some transient hope of its
conclusion, pulled out a football referee's whistle, blew it and shouted 'Half-time'. He
then called for prayers, flopped down on his knees and said them. Soon he got up,
blew his whistle again, said 'Half-time is over' and continued his speech. After another
thirty minutes of the best, he called on me. It was an inauspicious start.

However, my raging speaking campaign, both indoor and outdoor, and the superb
work done by Cimmie in leading the canvassing team, eventually turned the scales. It
was a joyous day when in the courtyards running back from the streets in the
Birmingham slums we saw the blue window cards coming down and the red going up.
The court leaders of some hundred people were usually dominant old women, and
when mother turned they all turned. Mrs. Chamberlain worked magnificently on the
other side in street canvass, but when it came to demagogy Neville was not in the ring.
An able administrator—despite F.E.'s jibe that he was an adequate Mayor of
Birmingham in a lean year—he had no great appeal to the masses. During the count
he sat huddled in a corner, either exercising an iron self-control or in a state of near
collapse; his agents did everything and he never moved.

The count was a drama: there were two re-counts. First Chamberlain was in by seven,
then I was in by two, and finally he was in by seventy-seven. It was alleged by some
of our people that votes had disappeared, and uproar broke out with men fighting in
the crowded public gallery and people pointing to the floor as they bellowed—'That
one's got 'em in his pocket'. It appeared from our enquiry that their allegations could
not be sustained. Chamberlain was declared the winner, and we left the Town Hall at
six o'clock in the morning to find an enormous crowd in the square outside which had
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waited up all night to hear the result; they were singing the Red Flag. They seized me
and carried me around with an enthusiasm which deeply moved me. I decided to
remain in Birmingham, and soon after the election turned down an invitation to stand
in a by-election for a safe Labour seat at Forest of Dean. A splendid team of young
men joined me in Birmingham as candidates and we built our organisation with the
aid of a new organiser from the Clyde, Allan Young. Four years later Neville
Chamberlain had deserted Ladywood for the safety of a middle-class stronghold in
outlying Edgbaston, as the advance we had achieved in face of the wave of
Conservative victory in the 1924 election made his position precarious. At the
election of 1929 we took half the city from the Conservatives, and the tradition of
sixty years was at an end. Labour had its chance.
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10 - Birmingham Proposals

Shaw and the'Rich Socialists
The General Strike

DURING the decade 1920 to 1930 I produced a series of constructive economic and
administrative proposals; they have been generously recognised by eminent

authorities in the present period. It is said now that I was a generation ahead of my
time, and the validity of some of these policies seems to be widely admitted. My
gratification at this belated recognition is only disturbed by the thought that I have
done far more valuable creative work in recent years than I did then, but if it again
takes thirty years for it to be understood I shall be exactly a hundred when time is ripe.
However, the crisis which I believe to be inevitable can at any time bridge the gulf
between thought and action, because it will render necessary new policies. The crisis
of war interrupted and retarded the slow movement towards my thinking in the thirties,
and conversely a crisis of the economy can accelerate the acceptance of new ideas at
the present time.

The interval between 1924 and my return to Parliament in 1926 was valuable to the
development of my political thinking. The General Election of November 1924 lifted
Mr. Baldwin to power with a secure majority, while in Birmingham I was put out of
Parliament by a narrow margin. I was free for intensive reading and reflection for the
first time since my period in hospital and of quiet administrative work at the end of
the war, and also able to travel through India and America and gain further valuable
experience.

The background of my economic thinking was first developed by a study of Keynes—
more in conversation with him than in reading his early writings, for he did not write
General Theory until the thirties—and later by my American journey, which brought
me in contact not only with the brilliant economists of the Federal Reserve Board but
also with the American technocrats, very practical people who were paid the
enormous sums which the United States even then accorded to its most valuable
technicians.

Much of this constructive thinking remains relevant, mutatis mutandis, to the situation
facing our country in 1968. I published first a pamphlet summarising the Birmingham
proposals which I had stated in detail in a speech at the L.LL.P. Summer School in
August 1925, and had discussed during debates in the previous April at the [.L.P.
Conference. At about the same time I engaged in a controversy in The Times with the
banker, Robert Brand. My own chief contributions to the Birmingham proposals were
(1) The requirement of consumer credits in addition to producer credits and their
combination with national planning. (2) The recognition that banking and credit were
the key points of the economy and that their command was essential to any effective
planning by government. (3) The possibility of maintaining an expanding island
economy by monetary manipulation behind a floating exchange rate.

The first point anticipated by many years and in a far more scientific form the
haphazard provision of hire purchase by private enterprise, which had long existed on
a petty scale almost at pawnbroker level, but was finally expanded into a vast system
in response to the necessity for creating an industrial market by placing purchasing
power in the hands of the people. The second forestalled by thirty-four years Aneurin
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Bevan's speech about 'the commanding heights of economic power', regarded by the
Labour Party as a brilliant flash of insight a generation after its first statement in the
Birmingham proposals to which the party outside Birmingham had been altogether
blind. The third anticipated by twenty-four years the partial application of this policy
by Sir Stafford Cripps and the Treasury in 1949— devaluation without a floating
exchange rate—which chiefly enabled the success of our export trade in the ensuing
decade; also by forty-two years the half-hearted attempt of another Labour
administration in 1967 to follow in Cripps's footsteps.

These policies went beyond the concepts of Keynes, from whom I and others learnt
our basic economics. It was in this period that I first put the question: Is Keynes
enough? My answer was, no: it was necessary to do more. The present epoch has
already seen the doctrine of Keynes fully implemented, and before long we shall see
the decision between these two opinions in the coming economic situation. The
difference between us in the sphere of monetary policy at that time was stated in my
speech on the Birmingham proposals as follows: "These facts of our recent experience
are recognised by modern monetary reformers.... They join with us in deprecating any
fall in the general price-level, and aim, as we do, at stability of prices. Here arises the
first difference between modern but non-socialist economists and the Birmingham
proposals. At this point we carry modern monetary theory through a further stage to
what I claim is its logical conclusion. . . . They say they will give extra purchasing
power without recourse to the fatal expedient of the fall in the price-level by
expanding credit as and when more goods are produced. Mr. Brand, the well-known
banker and economist, said, in the course of our recent controversy in The Times: "As
the general wealth of the community increases, its purchasing power, represented by
currency and bank deposits, will, under a proper currency system, be allowed to
increase correspondingly in order to avoid falling prices".

'When the goods are produced he is prepared to supply more money to buy them, and
consequently no fall in the price-level will result unless the generally accepted
quantity theory of money be refuted. But we reply that the goods will not be produced
unless manufacturers see markets ready to absorb them. Unemployment haunts us
because industry will not produce without markets. Demand must precede supply.
Our monetary reformers put the cart before the horse when they say that goods must
be produced before the purchasing power to buy them has been created. The
modernised bankers like Mr. Brand say to industry, in effect, "Produce more goods
and then we will expand credit". Industry says to the bankers, "Show us first a market
and then we will produce the goods." . . .

'We part company definitely with these monetary reformers when we advocate that
State banks should give a clear lead by the bold and vigorous use of the national credit.
We propose first to expand credit in order to create demand. That new and greater
demand must, of course, be met by a new and greater supply of goods. Here our
socialist planning must enter in. We must see that more goods are forthcoming to

meet the new demand. If, by socialist planning, we can ensure a greater supply of
goods corresponding to the greater supply of money, inflation and price rise cannot
result. On the other hand, the new demand will have mobilised the service of men and
machines now idle in the production of urgently wanted commodities. . . .

"The first essential of any successful socialist planning is to see that the new money
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goes into the right hands. . ..'The ordinary method employed by our banks when they
desire to expand credit is also a direct incentive to an inflationary result. The method
is to lower the bank-rate and let anyone borrow who can give reasonable prospect of
profits. The ordinary lowering of the bank-rate is not in itself an expansion of credit.
It operates through the encouragement of borrowing, and it encourages the least
desirable kind of borrower.. . . Most of it remains in the hands of speculators and new
rich classes.... The new money would then be employed for definitely anti-social
purposes and would result in precisely those evils of inflation which our monetary
reformers so deplore and which some of them have the audacity to impute to our
proposals.

"'We propose, in fact, to expand credit in a novel, scientific and socialist manner; to
send our new emission of money direct to the spot where it is most required and will
be used for the greatest economic and social advantage. As Socialists, we select for
our medium of credit expansion the necessitous areas of poverty, and propose to emit
our new money in the shape of consumers' credits. These credits are an emergency
measure to break the vicious circle of destitution and unemployment. The suggestion
that they replace producers' credit is, of course, an absurd travesty of the plan.
Producers' credits will naturally also be necessary for the production of the goods for
which consumers' credits create the demand now lacking. Consumers' credits are a
special expedient in time of industrial stagnation and collapse to stimulate effective
demand in the right quarter and to re-start the dormant mechanism of production. . . .

"We propose to constitute an Economic Council vested with statutory powers. The
business of this Council will be to estimate the difference between the actual and
potential production of the country and to plan the stages by which that potential
production can be evoked through the instrument of working-class demand. The
constant care of the Economic Council must be to ensure that demand does not
outstrip supply and thus cause a rise in price.

Tt is evident that the new money must be issued gradually and that industry must be
given tune to respond to the new demand... . The Council would feel their way
gradually to the maximum production. . . .

"When the maximum production of the nation is nearly reached, no new money must
be created or inflation will follow. A point must be fixed at which all payments by the
State must be balanced by taxation. Under the further machinery of these proposals,
prosperous industry, producing to full capacity, must then shoulder its own wage bill,
without further assistance for this purpose from State credit. . . .

'Let me now deal with the actual machinery by which our Economic Council would
direct the major operation of creating fresh working-class demand to evoke our
dormant capacity to produce. Alternative methods present themselves.'

I stated my preference for the following: "The Economic Council would fix from time
to time wages which individual firms or amalgamations were to pay. The State banks
would then grant overdrafts for the payment of these wages until the Economic
Council directed that the industry could shoulder its own wage bill by reason of its
increased prosperity. No additional overdraft for wage purposes would then be
granted.
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'No question could arise of one firm being assisted as against another by the granting
of these credits. Their present wage burden would remain the same, and their present
competitive basis would be preserved.... The credits granted would be earmarked as
assistance to wages, and could in no way be a subsidy to industry.... Wages could be
forced up in the highly skilled trades as their production increased simultaneously
with rises in the less-skilled and lower-paid occupations.'

These policies were accompanied by a considerable degree of socialist planning, such
as import boards, for which I was not primarily responsible. The begetters of this
method were two distinguished civil servants of the First World War—E. F. Wise and
E. M. H. Lloyd—who at this later period were much associated with us.

It is not possible here to give more than a disjointed and crude summary of proposals
which themselves were crude. Yet they contain inter alia a still valid idea for an
effective reflation in a dirigiste economy. This attempt 'to see that new money goes
into the right hands' and thereby to avoid the dangers of inflation and consequent
collapse inherent in the present hire-purchase system still has some merit. It must be
remembered that the whole concept of the creation of purchasing power to evoke
production was at that time rejected out of hand; even Keynes went no further than
urging on quantity-theory lines an adequate supply of credit to prevent a fall in the
price-level, credit which would only be available to producers and general borrowers
through the ordinary banking mechanism. Much later came hire-purchase on a great
scale in a sporadic, almost convulsive effort of a failing system to furnish the market
which the normal purchasing power of the people could not provide. Yet even today
no effort has been made to meet the danger of a creation of credit without plan which
the Birmingham proposals then foresaw. The point could come at which the hire-
purchase system can collapse like a house of cards; it may be the first symptom of
ultimate crisis.

Viewed against the background of Labour policy at that time, these proposals were
essentially a challenge to the 'inevitability of gradualness', as the Webbs called it.
They formed a revolutionary plan for action over the whole field of national life, and
traversed completely the previous concept of the Labour Party that developing
industries should be taken over one by one as they became ripe for nationalisation, or,
as I later put it, that a Labour Government should hold the baby for capitalism by
nationalising industries with full compensation just as they became obsolete.

It was clearly right for me to affirm in introducing the Birmingham proposals: 'We
cannot say in face of the present situation, after a hundred years of evolutionary
socialism all over the world, the starving worker of today need not worry because his
great-grand-children will live in the millenium'. Yet it must be admitted that they
were in some respects crude as well as revolutionary, and that they were based on a
sectional rather than a national appeal. My thinking of today, both more advanced and
more sophisticated, and devised to serve the whole nation rather than any section or
faction, would condemn them as an elementary effort of an immature mind. In some
respects they were superficial and marred by youthful exuberance and social passion,
but even prejudiced judgment will find it difficult to deny to them a measure of
creative thinking and a considerable anticipation of the future, certainly a more
scientific approach than society ultimately accorded to dangers and problems which at
that time we alone foresaw.
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My speech on the Birmingham proposals in August 1925 concluded with an analysis
of Mr. Churchill's policy of returning to the gold standard, which added something to
Keynesian theory. Foreseeing the disastrous effect that the policy would have on the
mining industry, which led nine months later to the General Strike, the speech
included a stringent attack on Mr. Churchill's effort 'to base this gold standard upon
pre-war parity with the dollar. This effort has involved the policy of drastic deflation
which since the war has immensely increased the burden of the National Debt, and
has proportionately benefited every idle rentier at the expense of the worker by hand
or brain in productive industry.. .. Faced with the alternative of saying good-bye to the
gold standard and therefore to his own employment, or good-bye to other people's
employment, Mr. Churchill characteristically selected the latter course.' This was a
reference to Mr. Churchill's recent return to the bosom of the Conservative Party as
Chancellor of the Exchequer, which put him in a weak position to challenge the City
of London, the Treasury view, or the Party in general by refusing to return to the gold
standard.

I continued: 'A further dose of deflation followed, and the result is faithfully reflected
in the unemployment figures, precisely as we foretold—and then quoted Keynes
saying that he estimated on this occasion the Conservative 'manipulation of the value
of sterling is calculated to benefit the rentier class to the tune of £1,000,000,000 and
to increase the real wealth of the owners of War Bonds by £750,000,000, which sum
exactly wipes out our laborious efforts at debt redemption since the war'. I then added
my own analysis of Mr. Churchill's 'defence of this policy, which he says has no more
to do with wages and unemployment than the Gulf Stream'. This now historic
pronouncement must surely rank with his father's question—'What are these damned
dots?' when confronted for the first time with the mysteries of the decimal system—as
the two most remarkable observations ever to issue from the Treasury through two
Chancellors of the Exchequer. Across the gulf of years father and son were at one in
their monumental ignorance.

However, my speech ignored the self-evident fact that these were the days of the
amateur and went on to deal in detail with the effect of the Birmingham proposals on
the export trade. The argument showed an acute awareness of the detrimental effect
on exports produced by an artificial appreciation of the exchange, and of the
stimulating effect of a depreciation accompanied by planning and executive action to
prevent a corresponding rise in the internal price-level; points which were not
generally grasped until a much later period. National planning based on a combination
of monetary manipulation and executive action on a great scale was proposed, leaving
the whole industrial field open to a stimulated private enterprise while it served the
national interest in responding to a larger home market and to export opportunity.
This policy challenged fundamentally the old socialist concept of the dead hand of
bureaucracy taking over a few selected industries in step-by-step nationalisation.

In the same speech I suggested a floating exchange-rate combined with some of the
executive measures already described, arguing its benefits in a passage which has
considerable relevance to the modern situation of Britain.1 'If we still failed to find
foreign markets for our exports and we continued to receive more imports, the
exchange would tend to depreciate. If then our measures were successful in
preventing a rise in domestic prices, imports would be automatically checked and
exports would be stimulated in the manner already described. The correct trade
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balance would then tend to reassert itself through the automatic and justifiable
movement of exchange, which now, by a curious paradox, is the only although least
desirable object of State interference.

'If still the situation was not remedied, industry would find a greater incentive to
produce for the home than for the foreign market. A transfer of machinery and labour
would then take place from production for the foreign market to production for the
home market. (In any case some such transfer will probably be necessary in the not
far distant future.) The new demand would thus be satisfied not by foreign production,
but by home production for home need.

'This process might go very far without any danger to the import of necessary
foodstuffs and raw materials. By no means all our present imports represent
foodstuffs and raw materials. We import completely manufactured articles to the
value of £300,000,000 per annum, most of which could be made at home. Our
essential supplies can be purchased by far less exports than are at present sent abroad.
The natural revulsion from the crude fallacies of Protection has resulted in a fetish
worship of the present dimensions of our export trade by minds which have just
succeeded in grasping the elementary fact that we must export in order to import
certain necessaries which cannot be produced at home.' I concluded by saying that
these were 'some of the consecrated bogeys with which high finance endeavours to
browbeat' all reformers.

At that time I was surrounded by a brilliant group of young men, among whom I best
remember John Strachey, Allan Young and Sydney Barnet Potter, who were all with
me at Birmingham. I have already noted that the part of this constructive thinking
which was not of my own creation—notably the Import Control Board system—was
the work of E. F. Wise and E. M. H. Lloyd, who were close associates but not in the
Birmingham group. John Strachey was with me as candidate for the Aston Division of
Birmingham, which he won at the 1929 election: I had met him just before the 1924
election and suggested his adoption. He was my chief assistant in working out the
Birmingham proposals, and had one of the best analytical and critical intelligences I
have ever known; his subsequent writings on Marx introduced his method of thinking
and working to an even larger audience. His mind was essentially analytical rather
than creative; his earlier work described my thinking and his later work described the
thinking of Marx and the neo-Marxists, but I am unaware that in either case he added
any substantial invention. His excellent book on the Birmingham proposals was
entitled Revolution by Reason, the name I had given to my pamphlet embodying and
concentrating my study of the subject at the I.L.P. Summer School in August 1925; it
was a lucid and admirable exposition. At every stage of this thinking I discussed its
development with him—both in England and in journeys to France and Italy—and far
more than any other of my companions he aided the slow evolution of the complete
idea with the clear and acute understanding of his first-rate mind.

It was in America in the winter of 1925-6 that [ was confronted with a challenge to
derive new ideas from fresh facts. This journey developed and in a sense
fundamentally changed my economic thinking. Hitherto my plans had been devised to
make an island economy work in a highly competitive world. A new and more
scientific method of expanding credit to secure full production for buoyant home
market—with new demand based primarily on the necessitous regions—was the
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essence of the Birmingham proposals. External market relations were to be preserved
and protected by a floating exchange-rate coupled with bulk purchase of foodstuffs
and basic raw materials based on wartime experience, which not only aimed at buying
advantageously but also at putting a strong bargaining power behind our exports.
Concentrated buying of the biggest customer in the world could demand every kind of
quid pro quo in other markets; this was a power which might lower barriers and open
doors to our export trade. In short the whole plan envisaged an island economy
battling for world, as markets Britain still does today.

In America the vast experience of my tour through the industrial regions opened my
eyes to new processes, to tendencies and economic facts which were then in their
infancy. I saw forces at work which years later would operate to the destruction of our
island economy unless we were ready and willing to join in a larger economic unit.
The immense productive power of American industry would eventually flood any
existing home market unless measures were taken far beyond the thinking of
Congress or prevailing orthodoxy, and would wash over to world markets and drown
our struggling export trade; the rationalisation of industry would enable backward
labour to be used in the simplified processes of the conveyor belt, and this evoked a
prospect of the backward areas of the world being exploited to the jeopardy of the
advanced; the further development of automation - already incipient - presented yet
another awesome vision of industrial revolution going further to restore the balance,
this time in favour of advanced labour to the ruin of the backward areas when
automation had finally superseded rationalisation; in America it seemed to me [ was
present at the birth of a new age. With such complete dependence on world markets a
free island economy would no longer be possible, however ingenious were the hands
which manipulated its affairs. The idea arose of an economic unit large enough to be
viable in relative independence of world markets, and in my new phrase capable of
'insulation' from the 'external factors' which subsequent British governments admitted
to be the cause of their downfall. It was not enough to be an island: we could only live
by being great. The answer was Empire or Europe, and I then said both. I journeyed
between 1925 and 1929 from Birmingham toward a world idea. America had given
me a vision, and I shall never forget the debt.

May I now define my personal position before citing the recognition my work of
those days has since been accorded by authoritative opinion, and contrasting it with
treatment at that time. The reader may well think it is immodest, unbecoming and un-
English for me to quote praise of myself at various points of this book, and in any
normal case I should be disposed to agree. Yet in my case I would ask consideration
of the way I have been attacked before I am condemned for this method of reply; it is
really necessary in my circumstance to redress the balance. Also it indicates possibly
some lesson for the future when something subsequently acclaimed is assailed with
such totally uninformed, merely foolish and destructive abuse at the time.

Before presenting the verdict of others it may also be right for me to attempt some
assessment of my work and to analyse the ingredients of whatever merit it possessed.
Again | hope to be forgiven for being entirely frank without any false modesty in the
normal and I feel attractive tradition of England, also to be judged free of
exaggeration which could suggest the boastful character the Englishman so rightly
dislikes. The mean between stultifying reticence and a suggestion of the vainglorious
is always difficult to hold.
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My policies were then produced firstly by my own capacity of creative thought,
secondly by recognising quickly the value of new ideas produced by other people and
by synthesising their thinking with my own, thirdly when it came to government by a
dynamic drive for action, fourthly by patient but firm effort to secure team work and
to get from each his best contribution. The capacity for creation and for synthesis are
both essential qualities, and it is difficult to judge which is the more important.
Sometimes I am almost inclined to follow Aristotle in according the highest merit to
the ability to see a connection between phenomena which is not generally apparent,
and this is essentially the process of synthesis. That the capacity to synthesise—to
take ideas and weave them into a harmonious whole of effective action—is for a
statesman even more important than creative thought is an arguable proposition. Yet
the qualities of creation and of synthesis are by no means antithetical, and should be
combined; add dynamism, and at the appropriate time we can have the action which a
country or continent requires.

The familiar process of denying a man credit for his work is difficult in my case,
because my creative thinking on different occasions has been assisted by entirely
different teams. It is therefore only necessary to contrast the present recognition of my
work with the treatment it received at the time. Our thinking was serious and our lives
were dedicated during the 1920s, in striking contrast to the squalid frivolity of the
attacks upon us; ideas and labours were alike greeted with sheer silliness. When such
serious effort is simply assailed with the shrill squeals of cretinous children the
country is heading for trouble; and today we have got it. The silliness of one period
can produce the disaster of the next, and now that we are near disaster it may be
interesting, and possibly instructive, not only to see what we were trying to do but to
assess the dominant forces which were determined to prevent anything being done.
They were described in my platform speeches of the period as King Bank and King
Bunk; financier and Press Lord.

The following quotations mark the contrast between present recognition and past
treatment. They relate more to the second phase of my constructive thinking, the
Mosley Memorandum, and my subsequent resignation speech, than to the
Birmingham proposals we are considering in this chapter. By 1929 I had the benefit
both of the American experience and of my work as a Minister, with the help of the
Civil Service. My developed policies at the later date were naturally more mature than
the Birmingham proposals.

A.J. P. Taylor in his English History, 1914-1945 wrote of me: 'His proposals were
more creative than those of Lloyd George and offered a blueprint for most of the
constructive advances in economic policy to the present day. It was impossible to say
where Mosley got his ideas from. Perhaps he devised them himself. If so, they were
an astonishing achievement. . . evidence of a superlative talent which was later to be
wasted.'

R. H. S. Crossman, when Chairman of the Labour Party and not yet burdened with the
high office in government his talents later commanded, wrote of me in the New
Statesman on October 27,1961: 'Revealed as the outstanding politician of his
generation. . . . Mosley was spurned by Whitehall, Fleet Street and every party leader
at Westminster, simply and solely because he was right. . . . Mosley was prepared to
discard the orthodoxies of democratic politics and to break with the bankers of high
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finance in order to conquer unemployment. . . this brilliant Keynsian manifesto was a
whole generation ahead of Labour thinking.'

Many other authorities agreed with this view, and at the time of writing a new
generation, struck by the close parallel between the politics of 1930 and today, has
taken up the theme: for instance, Blackwood's Magazine, so long representative of
staid and traditional opinion, wrote in January 1967:

'Mosley's genius soared and fell like a rocket for the saddest of reasons: he was in his
ideas a generation too early ... his economic ideas are now almost universally

accepted'.

The practical and pragmatic aspects of my work in the 1929-30 government were
recognised by Mr. Harold Wincott, writing in the Financial Times on January 21,1968:

'Even those of us who lived through those years can only marvel, re-reading the
economic history books and the biographies and autobiographies, at the stupidities
that were perpetrated— and hope that had we been in positions of authority and
influence we would have been on the side of the small and oddly assorted band of
angels who then had the right ideas. Keynes, Oswald Mosley and Lloyd George, for
example'.

Yet in the twenties the answer to this thinking was a combination between parties and
popular Press to smother the thought and action which might have averted the
troubles of today. Throughout that period it was impossible outside Parliament, or
certain party conferences, to get serious discussion of any subject except at the mass
meetings I addressed continually throughout the country; and while popular
enthusiasm can supply the necessary motive power to implement ideas, it is not the
laboratory for their detailed examination and development. Both major party
machines were in the power of conservative elements who lived completely in the
past, and rejected modern ideas which they were generally incapable of understanding,
even if they had been willing to make the effort. National newspapers at that time
were the main instruments of forming opinion, and they were largely in the hands of
Press lords who were masters of certain aspects of business and finance but almost
entirely ignorant of serious politics. Support for any new idea depended more on their
whims and predilections, personal likes and dislikes which varied fitfully and
continuously, than on any understanding of national problems or sense of national
responsibility. Their dream was to form governments of their cronies in the way that
men form clubs, not serious parties supporting new ideas and clear courses. To do
anything with them it was necessary to become a crony, and at a later stage I cronied
myself with some result. The grinding of personal axes was the game, and the serious
business was circulation. Keep it silly was the watch-word, and treat them rough if
they get serious was the action.

It is a blessing of the present period that the Press has much improved, for the reason
that it is mainly conducted by genuine businessmen. The new idea is gaining ground
that Press proprietors should sell genuine news like other industrialists sell genuine
goods. Over a large area of the Press slanted news is becoming a thing of the past. A
certain sense of responsibility to the public replaces the peddling of interest and the
pursuit of personal feuds. There is a serious attempt to present unbiased news, and
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even to preserve some right of reply. This is one of the few beneficent revolutions
Britain has experienced in the modern age.

The same thing cannot be said, in my experience, of television. It is surely grotesque
that an institution established by national charter should be able continually to attack
an individual over a long period of time without according any right of reply. It can
become a national danger that in a period of gathering crisis the public mind should
be continually debauched with systematic silliness; for what was a whim to the old
Press lords has become a system to the official masters of television. Keep it silly and
stop them thinking is the general rule. When ideas are discussed they are confined to
the prevailing and visibly failing orthodoxy. I may possibly, in the light of modern
and authoritative comment, be forgiven for citing my own case as a man who in the
economic sphere is now generally admitted to have been right in the last crisis, but
has never at the time of writing been permitted by the BBC to put his view on the
present crisis to a television audience.

The method of King Bunk in the twenties was to publish everything about us except
our serious life and our constructive ideas. Our brief trips abroad during that period
incurred the most trouble with the Press. Short visits to Paris were unnoticed; time
was spent mostly in private houses, where we made friendships which have been a
happiness to me throughout life. But each summer we used to go to the South of
France or Italy for a holiday of a month, which we felt was well earned after a year of
hard work in Parliament, supplemented by continual weekend meetings for the party
and long autumn speaking tours, and this was regarded as a grave offence.

The Press at that time took the view that no one who was a Socialist was entitled ever
to have a good time. We were pursued throughout our holiday to ensure that we
should not. To take one ridiculous incident typical of the treatment, a sea-sport we
used to enjoy was the predecessor of the modern water-skiing, not the old aquaplane
but a free board, rather like the modern surf-board, with a rope from the motor-boat
direct to the hand which enabled the playing of various tricks. This excited the Press,
and reporters pursued us in motor-boats of their own to get snapshots of the 'rich
Socialists' at play, published with captions suggesting that we spent our lives doing
nothing else.

The largest meetings in the country, speeches that packed the House of Commons,
policies which in the next generation were quoted by historians and economists as
having offered a solution of the contemporary problems —all could pass without a
mention—but every time that my backside hit the azure blue of the Mediterranean, a
headline or photograph would ensue. King Bunk reigned, and he fed the people the
dope of drivel which turns their stomach today in recurring economic crises. It is true
that cinema stars now suffer the same treatment, but the difference is that we had
something serious to say and they have not; our concern was the country, and theirs is
the box-office.

The 'rich Socialists' line of attack soon became the chief stock-in-trade of Press and
Party, and entered into every sphere of our life. Bernard Shaw came back with a
strong counter-attack on our behalf; his article entitled 'The Yahoos' was a dialectical
masterpiece. We took up the fight and got the best of the 'rich Socialists' argument,
though the Tories as usual did not notice that until it came to the vote. Our theme was
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the confusion in their minds between Christianity and Socialism; we enquired why
people who often paraded their religious views in politics had not yet obeyed the
injunction: 'go sell whatsoever thou hast and give to the poor'.

Our proposition was not to make everyone poor, but by a proper organisation of
society to make everyone reasonably well-off. To stop the dog-fight of the capitalist
world the first step was not to put ourselves under the dog-fight. Then and since I
firmly decided to retain sufficient of my money to give me independence, and to
maintain health and energy without which I should be of no use to anyone.

The Tories thought that the '